This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of
to make the world’s books discoverable online.

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was nevel
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domair
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that’s often difficult to discover.

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book’s long journey fro
publisher to a library and finally to you.

Usage guidelines

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belon
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have take
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying.

We also ask that you:

+ Make non-commercial use of the fild&e designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these fil
personal, non-commercial purposes.

+ Refrain from automated queryirigo not send automated queries of any sort to Google’s system: If you are conducting research on m:
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encc
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help.

+ Maintain attributionThe Google “watermark” you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping ther
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it.

+ Keep it legalWhatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume |
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can’t offer guidance on whether any specific
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book’s appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in al
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe.

About Google Book Search

Google’s mission is to organize the world’s information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps
discover the world’s books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on
athttp://books.google.com/ |



http://books.google.com/books?id=4jEEAAAAQAAJ&ie=ISO-8859-1













PAUL CLIFFORD.









' FRONTISPIECE. 8ee Poge 116.



PAUL CLIFFORD.

BY

SIR EDWARD BULWER LYTTON, BART., M.A.

TWith a Frontispicce,
FROM A DESIGN BY H. K. BROWNE,

ENGRAVED BY W. T. GREEN,

‘lmdnmlu&ﬂnnmmmmwmephuenthhl[hmdlhduwt-
‘bourhood of mmmm Bcarcely a carriage could pass without being robbed;
and frequently the mmwwﬂﬁtﬂmmmmmmmwvbo
infested the roads.”—Duke of Wellington’s Specch on the Metropolis Police Bill, June 5tA. Mirrer of
Parliament, 1829, p. 2060,

“ Cau any man doubt whether it is better to be a great statesman or a common thief?”—
Jonathen Wild.

LONDON:
CHAPMAN AND HALL, 186, STRAND,

MDCCCXLVIII.
27



T ——

T ynyrresermer .

LONDON:

AND RVANS, w




T0

" ALBANY FONBLANQUE,

WHOSE ACUTENESS OF WIT IS ACKROWLEDGED BY THOSE WHO

OPPOSE HIS OPINIONS,—

WHOSE INTEGRITY OF PURPOSE IS YET MORE RESPECTED BY THOSE WHO

APPRECIATE HIS FRIENDSHIP,—

This TWark

IS INSCRIBED.,

July, 1840,






PREFACE

0
THE EDITION OF 1840.

——

Tais Novel so far differs from the other fictions by the same author,
that it seeks to draw its interest rather from practical than ideal sources.
Out of some twelve Novels or Romances, embracing, however inade-
quately, a great variety of scene and character,—from ¢ Pelham  to
the “Pilgrims of the Rhine,”—from  Rienzi” to the * Last Days of
Pompeii,”—* Paul Clifford * is the only one in which a robber has been
made the hero, or the peculiar phases of life which he illustrates have
been brought into any prominent description.

Without pausing to inquire what realm of manners, or what order of
crime and sorrow are open to art, and capable of administering to the
proper ends of fiction, I may be permitted to observe, that the present
subject was selected, and the Novel written, with a twofold object :

First, to draw attention to two errors in our penal institutions, viz.
a vicious Prison-discipline and a sanguinary Criminal Code,—the habit
of corrupting the boy by the very punishment that ought to redeem
him, and then hanging the man, at the first occasion, as the easiest way
of getting rid of our own blunders. Between the example of crime
which the tyro learns from the felons in the prison-yard, and the
horrible levity with which the mob gather round the drop at Newgate,
there is a connection which a writer may be pardoned for quitting
loftier regions of imagination to trace and to detect. So far this book is
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less a picture of the king’s highway than the law’s royal road to the
gallows,—a satire on the short cut established between the House of
Correction and the Condemned Cell. A second and a lighter object in
the novel of “Paul Clifford”” (and hence the introduction of a semi-
_burlesque or travesty in the earlier chapters), was to shew that there is
¢ nothing essentially different between vulgar vice and fashionable vice,—
and that the slang of the one circle is but an easy paraphrase of the
cant of the other.
The Supplementary Essays, entitléd ¢ Tomlinsoniana,” which contain
the corollaries to various problems suggested in the Novel, have been
restored to the present edition. ‘

CLiFTON,
July 25, 1840,




PREFACE

’

TO

THE PRESENT EDITION, 1848.

——

MosT men, who, with some earnestness of mind, examine into the
mysteries of our social state—will, perhaps, pass through that stage of
self-education, in which this Novel was composed. The contrast
between conventional frauds, received as compenent parts of the great
system of civilisation, and the less deeeptive invasions of the laws
which discriminate the meum from the 2uwm, is tempting to a satire
that is not without its justice. The tragic truths which lie hid, in
what I may call the Philosophy of Circumstance—strike through our
philanthropy upon our imagination. We see masses of our fellow-
creatures—the victims of circumstanees over which they had no con-
trol — contaminated in infancy by the example of parents—their
intelligence either extinguished, or turned against them, according as
the conscience is stifled in ignorance, or perverted to apologies for vice.
A child who is cradled in ignominy ; whose schoolmaster is the felon;
—whose academy is the House of Correction;—who breathes an atmo-
sphere in which virtue is poisoned, to which religion does not pierce—
becomes less a responsible and reasoning human being than a wild
beast which we suffer to range in the wilderness—till it prowls near
‘our homes, and we kill it in self-defence.

In this respect, the Novel of  Paul Clifford  is a loud cry to society
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to amend the circumstance—to redeem the victim. It is an appeal
from Humanity to Law. And, in this, if it could not pretend to influ-
ence, or guide the temper of the times, it was at least a foresign of a
coming change. Between the literature of imagination, and the prac- -
tical interests of a people, there is a harmony as complete as it is
mysterious. The heart of an author is the mirror of his age. The
shadow of the sun is cast on the still surface of literature, long before
the light penetrates to law. But it is ever from the sun that the
shadow falls, and the moment we see the shadow, we may be certain
of the light.

Since this work was written, society is busy with the evils in which
it was then silently acquiescent. The true movement of the last fifteen
years has been the progress of one idea—Social Reform. There, it
advances with steady and noiseless march behind every louder question
- of constitutional change. Let us do justice to our time. There have
been periods of more brilliant action on the destinies of States—but
there is no time visible in History in which there was so earnest and
general a desire to improve the condition of the great body of the
people. In every circle of the community that healthful desire is astir;
it unites in one object men of parties the most opposed—it affords the
most attractive nucleus for publiv meetings—it has cleansed the statute-
book from blood ; it is ridding the world of the hangman. It animates
the clergy of all sects in the remotest districts; it sets the squire on
improving cottagesand parcelling out allotments. Schoolsrise in every
village ;—in books the lightest,the Grand Idea colours the page, and
bequeathes the moral. The Government alone (despite the professions
on which the present Ministry was founded) remains unpenetrated by
the common genius of the age. But on that question, with all the
subtleties it involves, and the experiments it demands—(not indeed
according to the dreams of an insane philosophy, but according to the
immutable laws which proportion the rewards of labour to the respect
for property)—a Government must be formed at last.

There is in this work a subtler question suggested, but not solved.
That question which perplexes us in the generous ardour of our earl
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youth—which, unsatisfactory as all metaphysics, we rather escape from
than decide as we advance in years, viz—make what laws we please,
the man who lives within the pale can be as bad as the man without..
Compare the Paul Clifford of the fiction with the William Brandon ;
the hunted son and the honoured father, the outcast of the law, the
dispenser of the law—the felon, and the judge; and, as at the last, they
front each other, one on the seat*of justice, the other at the convict’s
bar, who can lay his hand on his heart and say, that the Paul Clifford
is a worse man than the William Brandon ?

There is no immorality in a truth that enforces this question; for it-is
precisely those offences which society cannot interfere with, that society
requires fiction to expose. Society is right, though youth is reluc-
tant to acknowledge it. Society can form only certain regulations
necessary for its self-defence—the fewer the better—punish those who
invade, leave unquestioned those who respect them. But fiction
follows truth into all the strongholds of convention; strikes through
the disguise, lifts the mask, bares the heart, and leaves a moral where-
ever it brands a t;alsehood.

Out of this range of ideas, the mind of the Author has, perhaps,
emerged into an atmosphere which he believes to be more congenial to
Art. But he can no more regret that he has passed through it, than he
can regret that while hedwelt there, his heart, like his years, was young.
Sympathy with the suffering that seems most actual—indignation at

. the frauds which seem most received as virtues—are the natural
emotions of youth, if earnest: More sensible afterwards of the prero-
gatives, as of the elements, of Art, the author at least seeks to escape
where the man may not, and look on the practical world through the
serener one of the ideal.

With the completion of this work closed an era in the writer’s self-
education. From “ Pelham” to “Paul Clifford ” (four fictions, all
written at a very early age), the author rather observes than imagines ;
rather deals with the ordinary surface of human life, than attempts,
however humbly, to soar above it or to dive beneath. From depicting
in “Paul Clifford” the errors of society, it was almost the natural
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progress of reflexion to pass o those which swell to erime in the solitary
human heart,~from’ the bold and open evils that spring from ignorance
and example, to track those that lie eciled in the entanglements
of refining knowledge and specmlative pride. Looking back at this
distance of years, I can see, as clearly as if mapped before me, the
paths which led across the boundary of invention from “ Paul Clifford”
to “Eugene Aram.” And, that last work deme, no less clearly can I see
where the first gleams from a fairer fancy broke wpon my way, and
rested on those more ideal images, which I sought, with a feeble hand,
to transfer to the *Pilgrims of the Rhine and the “ Last Days of
Pompeii.” We authors, like the Children in the Fable, track our
journey through the maze by the pebbles which we strew along the .
path. From others who wander afier us, they may attract no notice, oz,
if noticed, seem to them but scattered by the eaprice of chance. But
we, when our memory would retrace our steps, review, in the humble
stones, the witnesses of our progress—ihe landmarks of our way.

KneBwoRTH,
1848.
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PAUL CLIFFORD.

CHAPTER 1.

“ Say, ye opprest by some fantastic woes,
Some jarring nerve that baffles your repose,
‘Who press the downy couch while slaves advance
‘With timid eye to read the distant glance ;
‘Who with sad prayers the weary doctor tease
To name the nameless ever-new disease ;

‘Who with mock pati

‘Which real pain and that alone can cure

How would you bear in real pain to lie

Despised, neglected, left alone to die ?

How would ye bear to draw your latest breath
Where all that’s wretched paves the way to death ? *

T was a dark and stormy night; the

rain fell in torrents—except at occa-
sional intervals, when it was checked
by a violent gust of wind which swept
up the streets (for it is in London that
our scene lies), rattling along the
house-tops, and fiercely agitating the
scanty flame of the lamps that strug-
gled against the darkness. Through
one of the obscurest quarters of
London, and among . haunts little
loved by the gentlemen of the police,
a man, evidently of the lowest orders,
was wending his solitary way. He
stopped twice or thrice at different
shops and houses of & description cor-
respondent with the appearance of the
quartier in which theye¥re situated,
—and tended inquiry for some article
or another which did not seem easily
to be met with, All the answers he
received were couched in the negative;
and as he turned from each door he

No. 21,

CRABBE.

muttered to himself, in no very ele-
gant phraseology, his disappointment
and discontent. At length, at one
house, the landlord, a sturdy butcher,
after rendering the same reply the
inquirer had hitherto received, added,
— But if this vill do as vell, Dummie,
it is quite at your sarvice!” Pausing
reflectively for a moment, Dummie
responded, that he thought the thing
proffered might do as well; and
thrusting it into his ample pocket he
strode away with as rap’d a motion as
the wind and the rain would allow.
He soon came to a nest of low and
dingy buildings, at the entrance to
which, in half-effaced characters, was
written “ Thames Court.” Haltingat
the most conspicuous of these build-
ings, an inn or alehouse, through the
half-closed windows of which blazed
out in ruddy comfort the beams of the
hospitable hearth, he knocked hastily
B 1
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at thedoor. He wasadmitted by alady
of a certain age, and endowed with
& comely rotundity of race and person.

¢ Hast got it, Dummie?” said she
quickly, as she closed the door on the
guest.

“Noa, noa! not exactly—but I
thinks as ow——"

“ Pish, you fooll ” eried the woman
interrupting him, peevishly. “Vy,
it is no use desavingme. Youknows
you has only stepped from my boosing
ken to another, and you has not been
arter the book at all. So there’s the
poor cretur a-raving and a-dying, and
you—"

“ Let I speak !” interrupted Dum-
mie in his turn, “I tells you, I vent
first to Mother Bussblone’s, who, I
knows, chops the whiners morning
and evening to the young ladies, and
I axes there for a Bible, and she says,
says she, ‘I ’as o1ily a “ Companion to
the Halter!’ but you’ll get a Bible,
I thinks, at Master Talkins—the
cobbler, as preaches’ 8o I goes to
Master Talkins, and he says, says he,
‘I ’as no call for the Bible—’cause
vy I ’as a call vithout; but mayhap
you'll be a-getting it at the butcher’s

.hover the vay,—cause vy $—the but-

cher’ll be damned !’ 8o I goes hover
. he vay, and the butcher says, says he,
+* £1I’as not a Bible; but I 'as a book of

* . «2plays bound for all the vorld just like

*“an,and mayhap the poorcreturmayn’t
see the differenee.’ So Itakesthe plays,
- Mirs, Margery,and here they be surely’
~——And how’s poor Judy?”
“ Fearsome ! she ’ll not be the over
night, I’'m a-thinking.” -
“Vell, I'll track up .the dancers!”
" 8o saying, Dummie ascended & door-
less staircase, across the entrance of
which & blanket, stretched angularly
from the wall to the chimney, afforded
-» kind of sereen ; and presently he
.8tood within & chamber, which the
dark and genius of Crabbe
-might heve delighted to portray.
The walls were white-washed, and at

PAUL CLIFFORD.

sundry places strange figures and gro-
tesque characters had been traced by
some mirthful inmate, in such sable
outline as the end of a smoked stick
or the edge of a piece of charcoal is
wont to produce. The wanand flick-
ering light afforded by a farthing
candle gave a sort of grimness and
menace to these achievements of pic-
torial art, especially as they more
than once received embellishment
from portraits of Satan, such as he is
accustomed to be drawn. A low fire
burned gloomily in the sooty grate ;
and on the hob hissed “ the still small
voice ” of an iron kettle. Ona round
deal-table were two vials, a cracked
cup, & broken spoon of some dull
metal, and upon two or three muti-
lated chairs were scattered various
articles of female attire. On another
table, placed below a high, narrow,
shutterless casement (athwart which,
instead of a curtain, a checked apron
had been loosely hung, and now waved
fitfully to and fro in the gusts of wind
that made easy ingress through many
a chink and cranny), were a looking-
glass, sundry appliances of the $oilet,
& box of coarse rouge, a few ornaments
of more show than valne; amd a
watch, the regular and calm click of
which produced that indescribably
painful feeling which, we fear, many
of our readers who have heard: the
sound in a sick chamber can easily
recall. A large tester-bed steod oppo-
gite to this table, and the looking-
glass partially reflected curtains of a
faded stripe, and ever and anon (as
the position of the safferer followed
the restless emotion of a disordered
mind), glimpses of the face of one on
whom Death was rapidly ‘hsstening.
Beside this'bed now stoed Dummie, &
amall, thin man, dressed in a tatbered
plush jerkin, from which -the rain-
drops slowly dripped,and with a thin,
yellow, cunning physiognomy, gro-
teaquely hideous in featare but mot

_positively villamous in-expression. On
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the other side of the bed stood a little
bay of about three years old, dressed
as if belonging to the bett-er classes,
although the garb was somewhat tat-
teredand discoloured. The poor child
trembled violently, and evidently
looked with a feeling of relief on the
entrance of Dummie. Andnow there
slowly,and with many a phthisieal sigh,
heaved towards the foot of the bed the
heavy frame of the woman who had-ac-
costed Dnmmebelow, and had followed
him, haud passtbus equis, to theroom
of the sufferer ; she stood with a bottle
of medicine in her band, shaking its
contents up and down, and with a
kindly yet timid compassion spread
over & countenance crimsoned with
habitual libations. This made the
scene ; save that on & chair by the
bed-side lay a profusion of long glossy
golden ringlets, which had been cut
from the head of the sufferer when the
fever had begun to mount upwards;
but which, with a jealousy that por-
trayed the darling littdeness of a vain
heart, she had seized and insisted on
retaining near her ; and save that, by
the fire, perfectly inattentive to the
event about to take place within the
chamber, and to which we of the biped
race attach so awful an importance,
lay a large grey cat, curled in a ball,
.and dozing with half-shut eyes, aad
ears that now and then denoted, by &
geatle inflection, the jar of alouder or
mnearer sound than usual upon her
lethargic senses. - The dying woman
did not at first attend to the entrance
ither of Dummie or the female at the
foot of the bed ; but she turned her-
self round towards the child, and
grasping his arm fiercely, she drew
him towards her, and gazed on his ter-
rified features with a look ‘in which
.exhanstion and an exceeding wanness
of complexion were even horribly eon-
trasted by the glare and energy of

“If you are like Aim,” she mut-
tered, “I will strangle you,~I will |

R ]
—ay-—tremble! you ought to tremble,
when your mother touches you, or
when %e is meationed. You have his
eyes,—you have! Out with them,
out !—the devil sits laughing in them!
Oh! you weep, do you, little ome!
Well now, be still, my love,~be
hushed! I would not harm thee!
harm—O God, he s my child after
all!”— And at these words she
clasped the boy passienately to her
breast, and burst into tears !

“ Coom now, coom ! ” said Dummie,
soothingly. “Take the staff, Judith,
and then vell talk over the hurchint”

The mother relaxed her grasp of
the boy, and turning towards the
speaker, gazed at him for some mo-
ments with a bewildered stare: at
length she appeared slowly to re-
member him, and sxid, as she raised
herself on one hand, and pointed the
other towards him with an inquiring

ure—

« Thon hast brought the book $”

Dummie answered by lifting up the
book he had brought from the honest
butcher’s.

¢ Clear she room, then!” said the

safferer, with that air of mock comw

mand so common to the insane,
would be alone!”

Dummie winked at the good Wwoman
at the foot of the bed ; and she (though
generally no easy person to order or to
persuade) left, without reluctance, the
gick ehamber.

“ If she be a-going to pray!” mur-
mured our landiady (for that office
did the geod matrem hold), #I may
indeed as well take myself off; for it’s
not werry comfortable like to those
who be old to hear all that ’ere |”

‘With thispious reflection, the hostess
of the Mug, so.wastthe hostelry called,
heavily descended the creaking stairs.

“ Now, man |” gaid the sufferer,
sternly : # awear that "you will never
reveal «awear, I say ! and by the great
God,whoseangekmwﬁ:isnigbt
if e;eryonbmkthouth, I will eome

“We
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back and haunt you to your dying
day !”

Dummie’s face grew pale, for he
was superstitiously affected by the
vehemence and the language of the
dying woman, and he answered as he
kissed the pretended Bible,—that he
swore to keep the secret, as much as
he knew of it, which,. she must be
sensible, he said, was very little. As
he spoke, the wind swept with a loud
and sudden gust down the chimney,
and shook the roof above them so
violently as to loosen many of the
crumbling tiles, which fell one after
‘the other, with a crashing noise, on
the pavement below. Dummie started
in affright; and perhaps his conscience
smote him for the trick he had played
with regard to the false Bible. But the
woman, whose excited and unstrung
nerves led her astray from one subject
to another with preternatural celerity,
said, with an hysterical laugh, “ See,
Dummie, they come in state for me,
give me the cap—yonder! and bring
the looking-glass!”

Dummie obeyed, and the woman,
as she in a low tone uttered something
about the unbecoming colour of the
‘ribands, adjusted the cap on her head;
and then saying in a regretful and
petulant voice, “ Why should they
have cut off my hair?—such a dis-
figurement!” bade Dummie desire Mrs.
‘Margery once more to ascend to her.

Left alone with her child, the face
of the wretched mother softened as
she regarded him, and all the levities
and all the vehemences,—if we may
use the word,—which, in the turbu-
lent commotion of her delirium, had
been stirred upward to the surface of
her mind, gradually now sunk, as
death increased upon her,—and &
mother’s anxiety rogse to the natural
level from which it had been disturbed
and abased. She took the child to
her bosom, and élasping him in fher
arms, which grew weaker with every
instant, she soothed him with the

sort of chant which nurses sing over
their untoward infants ; but the voice
was cracked and hollow, and as she
felt it was so, the mother’s eyes filled
with tears—Mrs. Margery now re-
entered; and, turning towards the
hostess with an impressive calmness
of manner which astonished and awed
the person she addressed, the dying
woman pointed to thechild, and said,—

“ You’ have been kind to me, very
kind, and may God bless you forit! I
have found that those whom the world
calls the worst are often the most
human. ButIam not going to thank
you as I ought to do, but to ask of you
a last and exceeding favour. Protect
my child till he grows up: you have
often said you loved him,—jyou are
childless yourself,—and a morsel of
bread and a shelter for the night,
which is all I ask of you to give him,
will not impoverish more legitimate
claimants !”

Poor Mrs. Margery, fairly sobbing,
vowed she would be a mother to the
child, and that she would endeavour
to rear him honestly, though a public-
house was not, she confessed, the best
place for good examples !

¢ Take him!” cried the mother
hoarsely, as her voice, failing her
strength, rattled indistinctly, and
almost died within her. “ Take him,
—rear him as you will, as you can !—
anyexample, any roof better than——"
Here the words were inaudible. “And
oh! may it be a curse, and a——
Give me the medicine, I am dying.”

The hostess, alarmed, hastened to
comply, but before she returned to
the bedside the sufferer was insensi-
ble,—nor did she again recover speech
or motion. A low and rare moan only
testified continued life, and within two
hours that ceased, and the spirit was
gone. At that time our good hostess
was herself beyond the things of this
outer world, having supported her
spirits during the vigils of the night
with so many little liquid stimulants,
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that they finally sunk into that tor-
por which generally succeeds excite-
ment. Taking, perhaps, advantage
of the opportunity which the insen-
sibility of the hostess afforded him,
Dummie, by the expiring ray of the
candle that burnt in the death cham-
ber, hastily opened a huge box (which
was generally concealed under the
bed,. and contained the wardrobe of
the deceased), and turned with irre-
verent hand over the linens and the

5

cast a longing eye towards the watch
on the toilet-table, which was of gold ;
but he withdrew his gaze, and with
a querulous sigh, observed to himself,
“The old blowen kens o'that, od
rat her! but, howsomever, I'll take
this; who knows but it may be of
sarvice—tannies to-day may be smash
to-morrow !” * and he laid his coarse
hand on the golden and silky tresses
we have described. “ 'Tis a rum
business, and puzzles I! but mum’s

silks, until quite at the bottom of the |the word, for my own little col-
trank he discovered some packets of | quarren.” +

letters ;—these he seized, and buried |

With this brief soliloquy Dummie

in the conveniences of his dress. He | descended the stairs, and let himself
then, rising and replacing the box,; out of the house.

CHAPTER IL
¢« Imagination fondly stoops to trace
The parl plendours of that festive place.”
Deserted Village.

Tagre is little to interest in a
narrative of early childhood, unless
indeed one were writing on education.
We shall not, therefore, linger over
the infancy of the motherless boy left
to the protection of Mrs. Margery
Lobkins, or, as she was sometimes
familiarly called, Peggy or Piggy Lob.
The good dame, drawing & more than
sufficient income from the profits of a
house, which, if situated in an obscure
locality, enjoyed very general and
lucrative repute; and being a lone
widow without kith or kin, had no
temptation to break her word to the
deceased, and she suffered the orphan
to wax in strength and understanding
until the age of twelve, a period at
which we are now about to reintro-
duce him to our readers.

The boy evinced great hardihood of
temper, and no inconsiderable quick-
ness of intellect. In whatever he
attempted, his success was rapid, and
a remarkable strength of limb and

mauscle seconded well the dictates of
an ambition turned, it must be con-
fessed, rather to physical than mental
exertion. It is not to be supposed,
however, that his boyish life passed
in unbroken tranquillity. Although
Mrs. Lobkins was a good woman on
the whole, and greatly attached to her
protégé, she was violent and rude in
temper, or, as she herself more flatter-
ingly expressed it, « her feelings were
unkimmonly strong,” and alternate
quarrel and reconciliation constituted
the chief occupations of the protégé's
domestic life. As, previous to his be-
coming the ward of Mrs. Lobkins, he
had never received any other appel-
lation than “the child,” so, the duty
of christening him devolved upon our
hostess of the Mug ; and, after some
deliberation, she blessed him with

* Meaning, what s of no value now may
be precious hereafter.
+ Colquarren—neck,



the name of Paul—it was a name of |
happy omen, for it had belonged to'
Mrs. Lobkins’ grandfather, who had
been three times transported, and
twwe hanged (at the first occurrence :
of the latter deseription, he had been '
restored by the surgeons, much to the
chagrin of a young anatomist who was
10 have had the honour of cutting him !
up). The boy did not seem likely to
merit the distinguished appellation
he bore, for he testified no remarkable
predisposition to the property of other
people. Nay, although he sometimes
emptied the pockets of any stray
visitor to the coffee-room of Mrs, Lob-
kins, it appeared an act originating
rather in a love of the frolic, than a
desire of the profit; for after the
plundered person had been sufficiently
tormented by the loss, haply of such
utilities as a tobacco-box, or a hand-
kerchief; after he had, to the secret
delight of Paul, searched every corner
of the apartment,stamped, and fretted,
and exposed himself by his petulance
to the bitter objurgation of Mrs. Lob-
kins, our young friend would quietly
and suddenly contrive, that the article
missed should return of its own accord
to the pocket from which it had dis-
appeared. And thus, as our readers
have doubtless experienced, when they
have disturbed the peace of a whole
household for the loss of some portable
treasure which they themselves are
afterwards discovered to have mislaid,
the unfortunate victim of Paul’s honest
ingenuity, exposed to the collected
indignation of the spectators, and
sinking from the accuser into the con-
victed, secretly cursed the unhappy
lot which not only vexed him with
the loss of his property, but made it
still more annoying to recover it.
Whether it was that, on discovering
these pranks, Mrs. Lobkins trembled
for the future bias of the address they
displayed, or whether she thought
that the folly of thieving without gain
required speedy and permanent. cor-
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rection, we cannot decide; but the
good lady became at last utnmol
anxious to secure for Paul the bhsa-
ings of a liberal education. The
i key of knowledge (the art of read-
ing) she had, indeed, two years prior
to the present dato, obtained for
lnm, but this far from satisfied her
conscience : nay, she felt that, if she
could net also obtain for him the dis-
cretion to use it, it would have been
wise even to have withheld a key,
which the boy seemed perversely to
apply to all locks but the right one.
In a word, she was desirous that he
should receive an education fax sape-
rior to those whom he saw around
him. And attributing, like most
ignorant persons, too great advan-
tages to learning, she conceived that,
in order to live as decorously as the
parson of the parish, it was only
necessary to know as much Latin,

One evening in particular, as the
dame sat by her cheerful fire, this
source of anxiety was unusually active
in her mind, and ever and anon she
directed unquiet and restless glances
towards Paul, who sat on a form at
the opposite corner of the hearth,
diligently employed in reading the
life and adventures of the celebrated
Richard Turpin. The form on which
the boy sat was worn to a glassy
smoothness, save only in certain places,
where some ingenious idler or another
had amused himself by carving sundry
names, epithets, and epigrammatic
niceties of language. It is said, that
the organ of carving upon wood is
prominently developed on all English
skulls; and the sagacious Mr. Combe
has placed this organ at the back of
the head, in juxtaposition to that of
destructiveness, which is equally large
among our countrymen, as is notably
evinced upon all railings, seats, tem-
ples, and other things—belonging to
other people.

Opposite to the fire-place was 8
large deal table, at which Dummie,
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sarnamed Dunnaker, seated near the
dame, was quietly ruminating over a
glass of hollands and waier. Farther
on, at another table in the corner of
the room, a gentleman with a red wig,
very rusiy garments, and linen which
seemed as if it had been boiled in
saffron, smoked his pipe, apart, silent,
and apparently plunged in meditation.
This gentleman was no other than
Mr Petar Mao Grawler, the editor of
t periodical, entitled
" The Asinsum,” which was written
to prove, that whatever is popular is
necessarily bad,—a valuable and re-
condite trath, which ¢ The Asinegeum ”
had satisfactorily demonstrated by
ruining three printers and demolish-
ing a publisher. We need not add,
that Mr. Mag Grawler was Scotch by
birth, since we believe it is pretty
well known that all periodicals of this
country have, from time immemorial,
been monopolised by the: gentlemen
of the land of Cakes: we know not
how it may be the fashion to eat the
said cakes in Seotland, but kere the
good emigrators seem to like them
carefully. buttered on both sides. By
the side of the editor stood a large
pewter tankard, above him hung an
engraving of the “ wonderfully fat boar,
formerly in the possession of Mr. Fat-
tem; grazier.” To his left rose the
dingy form of a thin, upright olock
in an caken case ; beyond the clock, a
spit and a musket were fastened in
parallels to the wall. Below those
twin emblems of war and cookery were
four shelves, containing plates of
pewter and delf, and terminating, cen-
taur-like, in a sort of dresser. At the
other side of these domestic conve-
niences was a picture of Mrs, Lobkins,
in a scarlet body, and a hat and
plame. At the back of the fair hostess
stretched the blanket we have before
mentioned. As a relief to the mono-
tonous surface of this simple screen,
various ballads and learned legends
were pinned to the blanket. There

T
might you read in verses,. pathetie
and unadorned, how,

“ Bally loved & saflor 1ad

As fought with famous Shovel ! *

There might you learn, if of two facts
80 instructive you were before unocen«
scious, that

« Ben the toper loved his bottle—
Charley only loved the lasses !™

When of these, and various othex
poetical effusions, you were somewhat
wearied, the. literary fragments, in
humbler prose, afforded you equal.
edification and delight. There might
you fully enlighten yourself as to the
“ Strange and Wonderful News from
Kensington, being a most full and
true Relation how a Maid there is
supposed. to have been carried away
by an Evil Spirit, on Wednesday, 15th.
of April last, about Midnight.” There
00, no less interesting and no les
veracious, was that uncommon anee-
dote, touching the chief of many-
throned powers, entitled, “ The Divell
of Mascon; or the true Relation of
the Chief Things which an Unclean
Spirit did and said at Mascon, in
Burgundy, in the house of one Mr.
Francis Pereand : now made English
by One that hath a Particular Know-
ledge of the Truth of the Story.”

Nor were these materials for Satanic
history the only prosaic and faithful
chronicles which the hibliothecal
blanket afforded : equally wonderful,
and equally indisputable, was the
account of “a young lady, the daughter
of a duke, with three legs, and the
face of a porcupine.” Nor less so,
“The Awful Judgment of God upon.
Swearers, as exemplified in the case
of John Stiles, who Dropped down
Dead after swearing a Great Oath,
and on stripping the unhappy man
they found ¢ Swear not at all’ written
on the tail of his shirt | ”

Twice had Mrs. Lobkins heaved a
long sigh, as her eyes turned from
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Paul to the tranquil countenance of
"Dummie Dunnsker, and now, re-
settling herself in her chair, as a
motherly anxiety gathered over her

visage,—

“Paul, my ben cull,” said she,
“ what gibberish hast got there }”

“Turpin, the great highwayman | ”
answered the young student, without
lifting his eyes from the page, through
which he was spelling his instructive
way.
“Oh! he be’s a chip of the right
block, dame!” said Mr. Dunnaker,
a8 he applied his pipe to an illumined
piece of paper. “He’ll ride a oss
foaled by a hacorn yet, I varrants!”

To this prophecy the dame replied
only with a look of indignation, and
rocking herself to and fro in her huge
chair, she remained for some moments
in silent thought. At last she again
wistfully eyed the hopeful boy, and
calling him to her side, communicated
some order, in a dejected whisper.
Paul, on perceiving it, disappeared
behind the blanket, and presently
returned with a bottle and a wine-
glass. With an abstracted gesture,
and an air that betokened continued
meditation, the good dame took the
inspiring cordial from the hand of her
youthful cup-bearer,
¢¢ And ere a man had power tosay ¢ Behold !’

The jaws of Lobkins had devoured it up :

8o quick bright things come to confusion!”
The nectarean beverage seemed to
operate cheerily on the matron’s sys-
tem ; and placing her hand on the
boy’s curling head, she said, (like
Andromache, dakruon gelasasa, or,
as Scott hath it, “ With a smile in her
eheek, but a tear in her eye ; ”)—

“ Paul, thy heart be good !—thy
heart be good !I—Thou didst not spill
a drop of the tape! Tell me, my
honey, why didst thou lick Tom
Tobyson "

“ Because,” answered Paul, “he said
as how you ought to have been hanged
long ago!”
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“Tom Tobyson is & good-for-
nought,” returned the dame, “and
deserves to shove the tumbler;* but,
oh my child | be not too venturesome
in taking up the sticks for a blowen.
It has been the ruin of many a man
afore you, and when two men goes to
quarrel for a ‘oman, they doesn’t know
the natur of the thing they quarrels
about ;—mind thy latter end, Paul,
and reverence the old, without axing
what they has been before they passed
into the wale of years ;—thou may'st
get me my pipe, Paul,—it is up-stairs,
under the pillow.”

While Paul was accomplishing this
errand, the lady of the Mug, fixing
her eyes upon Mr. Dunnaker, said,
“ Dummie, Dummie, if little Paul
should come to be scragged !”

“ Whish !” muttered Dummie,
glancing over his shoulder at Mac
Grawler,—“ mayhap that gemman,”
—here his voice became scarcely au-
dible even to Mrs. Lobkins; but his
whisper seemed to imply an insinua-
tion, that the illustrious editor of
“ The Asinseum” might be either an
informer, or one of those heroes on
whom an informer subsists.

Mrs. Lobkins’ answer, couched in
the same key, appeared to satisfy
Dunnaker, for, with a look of great
contempt, he chucked up his head,
and said, “ Oho! that be all, be it !”

Paul here reappeared with the pipe,
and the dame, have filled the tube,
leaned forward, and lighted the Vir-
ginian weed from the dlower of Mr.
Dunnaker. As in this interesting
occupation the heads of the hostess.
and the guest approached each other,
the glowing light playing cheerily on
the countenance of each, there was
an honest simplicity in the picture
that would have merited the racy and
vigorous genius of a Cruikshank. As
soon as the Promethean spark had
been fully communicated to the lady’s.

* Be whipped at the cart’s tail.
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tube, Mrs. Lobkins, still possessed by
the gloomy idea she had conjured up,
repeated,—

¢ Ah, Dummie, if little Paul should
be scragged !” Dummie, withdrawing
the pipe from his mouth, heaved a
sympathising puff, butremained silent ;
and Mrs. Lobkins, turning to Paul,
who stood with mouth open and ears
erect at this boding ejaculation, said,—

“ Dost think, Paul, they’d have the
heart to hang thee?”

“1 think they’d have the rope,
dame !” returned the youth.

“ But you need not go for to run
your neck into the noose!” said the
matron; and then, inspired by the
spirit of moralising, she turned round
to the youth, and gazing upon his
attentive countenance, accosted him
with the following admonitions :—

“ Mind thy kittychism, child, and
reverence old age. Never steal, ’spe-
cially when any one be in the way.
Never go snacks with thém as be
older than you,—’cause why? the
older a cove be, the more he cares for
his self, and the less for his partner.
At twenty, we diddles the public; at
forty, we diddles our cronies! Be
modest, Paul, and stick to your siti-
vation in life. Go not with fine
tobymen, who burn out like a candle
wot has a thief in it,—all flare and
gone in a whiffy! Leave liquor te

and the dame guessing at the signifi-
cation of the pause, drew forth, and
placed in the boy’s hand the sum
of five halfpence and one farthing.
“ There, boy,” quoth she, and she
stroked his head fondly when she
spoke; “ you does right not to play
for nothing, it’s loss of time! but
play with those as be less than your-
sel’, and then you can go for to beat
’em if they says you go for to cheat !

Paul vanished ; and the dame, lay-
ingd,her hand on Dummie’s shoulder,
8a1d,—

“ There be nothing like a friend
in need, Dummie; and somehow or
other, I thinks as how you knows
more of the horrigin of that ’ere lad
than any of us !”

“ Me, dame !” exclaimed Dummie,
with a broad gaze of astonishment.

“ Ah, you ! you knows as how the
mother saw more of you just afore
she died, than she did of ’ere one of
us. Noar, now—noar, now! tell v
all about 'un. Did she steal 'unm,
think ye 1”

“ Lauk, mother Margery! dost
think I knows? Vot put such a
crotchet in your ’ead?”

“ Well!” said the dame with a
disappointed sigh, “I always thought
a8 how you were more knowing about.
it than you owns. Dear, dear, I shall
never forgit the night when Judith

the aged, who can’t do without it. | brought the poor cretur here,—you
Tape often proves a halter, and there | knows she had been some months in
be’s no ruin like blue ruin! Read : my house afore ever Isee’d the urchin,
your Bible, and talk like a pious 'un. | and when she brought it, she looked
People goes more by your words than ! so pale and ghostly, that I had not the
your actions. If you wants what is * i heart to say a word, so I stared at
not your own, try and do without it;'the brat, and it strebched out its wee
and if you cannot do without it, take | little hands to me. And the mother
it away by insinivation, not bluster.'frowned at it, and throwed it into my
They as swindles, does more and risks lap!”,
less than they as robs; and if you' “Ah! she was a hawful voman,
cheats toppingly, you may laugh at'that ’ere!” said Dummie, shaking his.
the topping cheat.* And now go play.” : head. “But howsomever, the hurchin
Paul sexzed his hat, but lingered ; | fell into good hands; for I be's sure-
!you ’as been & better mother to "un
; than the raal ‘un 1”

* Gallows.
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« T was always a fool about childer,”
rejoined Mrs. Lobkins ; “ and I thinks
a8 how little Paul was sent to be a
comfort to my latter end !—fill the

Dummie.”

1 ’as heard as ow Judith was onee
blowen to a great lord ! ” said Dumm’~.

“ Like enough!” returned Mrs.
Lobkins—¢ like enough! She was
always a favourite of mine, for she
had a spuret (spirit) as big as my
own; and she paid her rint like a
decent body, for all she was out of
her sinses, or nation like it.”

“ Ay, I knows as how yeu liked
her,—'cause vy +—'tis not your vay,
16 let a room to a voman ! You says
a8 how ’tis not respectable, and you
only likes men to wisit the Mug!”

“ And I doesn’t like all of them
a8 comes here!” answered the dame:
“ ’apecmlly for Paul’s sake ; but what
can a lone ’oman do? Mmy’s the gen-
tleman highwayman wot comes here,
whose money is as good as the clerk’s
of the parish. And when a bob* is
in my hand, what does it sinnify
whose hand it was in afore

“ That's what I call being sinsible
and practical,” said Dummie, approv-
ingly. “ And arter all, though you
‘a8 & mixture like, I does not know
a halehouse where a ocove is better
entertained, nor meets of a Sunday
moreillegant company, thanthe Mug !”

Here the conversation, which the
reader must know had been sustained
in a key inaudible to a third person,
received a check from Mr. Peter Mac
Grawler, who, having finished his
revery and his tankard, now rose to
depart. First, however, approaching
Mrs. Lobkins, he observed that he
had gome .an credit for some days,
and demanded the amount of his bill.
Glancing towards eertain chalk hiero-
glyphics inscribed on the wall at the

other side of the fire-place, the dame |in

answered, that Mr. Mac Grawler was
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indebted to her for the shm of ome
shilling and ninepence three farthings.

After a short preparatory search
in his waistcoat pockets, the critic
hunted into one corner a solitary
half-crown, and baving caught it be-
tween his finger and thumb, he gave
it to Mrs. Lobkins, and requested
change. -

As soon as the matron felt her
hand ‘anointed with what has been
called by some ingenions Johnson of
St. Gileg’s “the oil of palms,” her
countenance softened into a compla-
cent smile; and when she gave the
required ‘change to. Mr. Mac Grawler,
she graciously hoped as how he would
recommend the Mug to the public.

“That you may be sure of,” said
the editor of “The Asinseum,” “There
is not a place where I am so much at
home.”

With that the learned Scotsman
buttoned his coat and went his way.

“ How spiteful the world be!” said
Mrs. Lobkins aftera pause, « ‘specially
if a 'oman keeps a fashionable sort of
a public! When Judith died, Joe,
the dog’s-meat man, said I war all the
better for it, and that she left I a trea-
sure.tp bring up the urchin. One
would think a thumper makes a man
richer,—’cause why ? — every man
thumps! 1 got nothing more than a
watch and ten guineas when Judy
died, and sure that scarce paid for
the burrel (burial).”

“You forgits the two quids* I giv’
you for the hold box of rags,—much
of a treasure I found there!” said
Dummie, with sycophantic archness.

“Ay,” cried the dame, langhing,
“I fancies you war not pleased with
the bargain. I thought you war too
old a rag-merchant to be so free with
the blunt : howsomever, I supposes it
war the tinsel petticoat as took you

[

“ Ag it has mony a viser man than

* Shilling,

% Guineas.
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the like of I,” rejoined Dummie, who
to his various secret professions added
the ostensible one of a rag-merchant
and dealer in broken glass.

The recollection of her good bar-
gain in the box of rags opened our
landlady’s heart.

“Drink, Dummie,” said she good-
humouredly, — “ drink, I scorns to
score lush to a friend.”

Dummie expressed his gratitude,
refilled his glass, and the hospitable
matron knocking out from her pipe
the dying ashes, thus proceeded : —

“ You sees, Dummie, though I
often beats the boy, I loves him, as
mauch as if I war his raal mother—I
wants to make him an honour to his
country and an ixciption to my fa-
mily !”

“Who all flashed their ivories at
Surgeon’s Hall!” added the meta-
phorical Dummie.

“True!” said the lady,— “they
died game, and I ben’t ashamed of
emn. But I owes a duty to Paul’s
mother, and I wants Paul to have a
long life.: T would send him to school,
but you knows as how the boys only
corrupt one another. And so, I should
like to meet with some decent man
as a tutor, to teach the lad Latin and
vartue !”

“My eyes !” cried Dummie, aghast
at the grandeur of this desire.

“The boy is ‘cute enough, and he
loves reading,” continued the dame.
“But I does not think the books he
gets hold of will teach him the way
to grow old.”

“ And ow came he toread anyhows?”

“Ranting Rob, the strolling player,
taught him. his letters, and said he’d
a deal of jenius!” .

n

“And why should not Ranting
Rob tache the boy Latin and vartue }”

“’Cause Ranting Rob, poor fellow,
was lagged for doing a panny!”*
answered the dame, despondently.

There was a long silence: it was
broken by Mr. Dummie: slapping
his thigh with the gesticulatory vehe-
mence of an Ugo Foscolo, that gentle-
man exclaimed,—

“ I’as it—1I ’a8 thought of & tutor
for leetle Paul !”

“Who ’s that ?—you quite frightens
me ; you 'as NO marcy on Imy narves,”
said the dame, fretfully.

“Vy it be the gemman vot writes,”
said Dummie, putting his finger to
his nose,—“the gemman vot payed
you so flashly !”

“What! the Scotch gemman ?”

“ The werry same !” returned
Dummie.

The dame turned in her chair, and
refilled her pipe. It was. evident
from her manner that Mr. Dunnaker’s
suggestion had made an impression
on her. But she recognised two
doubts as to its feasibility: one,
whether the gentleman proposed
would be adequate to the task ; the
other, whether -he would be willing
to undertake it.

In the midst of her meditations on
this matter, the dame was interrupted
by the entrance of certain claimants
on her hospitality ; and Dummie
soon after taking his leave, the sus-
pense of Mrs. Lobkins’ mind touching
the education of little Paul remained
the whole of that day and night
utterly unrelieved.

* Transported for burglary.
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'CHAPTER IIL

« T own that I am envious of the pleasure you will have in finding yourself more
learned than other boys—even those who are older than yourself! What honour this
will do you! What distinctions, what applauses will follow wherever you go!”

Lorp CHESTERFIELD's Letters Lo his Son.

« Example, my boy—example is worth a thousand precepts.”

Tarpera was crushed beneath the
weight of ornaments! The language
of the vulgar is a sort of Tarpeia!
We have therefore relieved it of as
many gems as we were able ; and, in
the foregoing scene, presented it to
the gaze of our readers, simplex mun-
ditiis. Nevertheless, we could timidly
imagine some gentler beings of the
softer sex rather displeased with the
tone of the dialogue we have given,
did we not recollect how delighted
they are with the provincial bar-
barities of the sister kingdom, when-
ever they meet them poured over the
pages of some Scottish story-teller.
As, unhappily for mankind,- droad
Scotch is not yet the universal lan-
guage of Europe, we suppose our
countrywomen will not be much
more unacquainted with the dialect
of their own lower orders, than with
that which breathes nasal melodies
over the paradise of the North.

It was the next day, at the hour of
twilight, when Mrs. Margery Lobkins,
after a satisfactory téte-a-téte with Mr,
Mac Grawler, had -the happiness of
thinking that she had provided a
tutor for little Paul. The ecritic
having recited to her a considerable
portion of Propria que Maribus, the
good lady had no longer a doubt of
his capacities for teaching; and, on
the other hand, when Mrs. Lobkins
entered on the subject of remunera-
tion, the Scotsman professed himself
perfectly willing to teach any and
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every thing that. the most exacting
guardian could require. It was finally
settled that Paul should attend Mr.
Mac Grawler two hours a-day; that
Mr, Mac Grawler should be entitled
to such animal comforts of meat and
drink, as the Mug afforded; and,
moreover, to the weekly stipend of
two shillings and sixpence, the shil-
lings for instruction in the classics,
and the sixpence for all other human-
ities ; or, as Mrs. Lobkins expressed
it, “ two bobs for the Latin, and a sice
for the vartue!”

Let not thy mind, gentle reader,
censure us for a deviation from proba-
bility, in making so excellent and
learned a gentleman as Mr. Peter Mac
Grawler the familiar guest of the lady
of the Mug. First, thou must know
that our story is castin a period ante-
cedent to the present, and one in
which the old jokes against the cir-
cumstances of author and of critic
had their foundation in truth; se-
condly, thou must know, that by
some curious concatenation of cir-
cumstances, neither bailiff nor bailiff’s
man was ever seen within the four
walls continent of Mrs. Margery
Lobkins ; thirdly, the Mug was
nearer than any other house of public
resort to the abode of the ecritic;
fourthly, it afforded excellent porter ;
and fifthly,—O reader, thou dost Mrs.
Margery Lobkins a grievous wrong,
if thou supposest that her door was
only open to those mercurial gentry
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who are affticted with the morbid
curiosity to pry into the mysteries of
their neighbours’ pockets: — other
visitors of fair repute were not unoften
partakers of the good matron’s hospi-
tality ; although it must be owned
that they generally occupied the pri-
vate room in preference to the public
one. And sixthly, sweet reader (we
grieve to be so prolix), we would just
hint to thee, that Mr. Mac Grawler
was one of those vast-minded sages
who, occupied in contemplating
morals in the great scale, do not
fritter down their intellects by a base
attention to minute details. 8o that,
if a descendant of Langfanger did
sometimes cross the venerable Scot
in his visit to the Mug, the apparition
did not revolt that benevolent mo-
ralist 8o much as, were it not for the
above hint, thy ignorance might lead
thee to imagine.

It is said, that Athenodorus the
Stoic contributed greatly by his con-
versation to amend ‘the faults of
Avugustus, and to effect the change
visible in that fortunate man, after
his accession to the Roman empire.
If this be true, it may throw a new
light on the character of Augustus,
and, instead of being the hypocrite,
he was possibly the convert. Certain
it is, that there are few vices which
cannot be conquered by wisdom : and
yet, melancholy to relate, the instruc-
tions of Peter Mac Grawler produced
but slender amelioration in the habits
of the youthful Paul. That ingenious
stripling had, we have already seen,
under the tunition of Ranting Rob,
mastered the art of reading; nay,
he could even construct and link
together certain curious pot-hooks,
which himself and Mrs. Lobkins were
wont graciously to term * writing.”
8o far, then, the way of Mac Grawler
‘was smoothed and prepared.

But, unhappily, all experienced
teachers allow that the main diffi-
culty is not to learn, but to unlearn;
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and the mind of Paul was already
occupied by a vast number of hetero-
geneous miscellanies, which stoutly
resisted the ingress either of Latin
or of virtue, Nothing could wean
him from an ominous affection for
the history of Richard Turpin: it
was to him what, it has been said,
the Greek authors should be to the
Academician,—a study by day, and a
dream by night. He was docile
enough during lessons, and some-
times even too quick in conception
for ‘the stately march of Mr. Mac
Grawler’s intellect. But it not un-
frequently happened, that when that
gentleman attempted to rise, he found
himself, like the lady in Comus, ad-
hering to—
¢ A venomed seat
Smeared with gums of glutinous heat ;”

or his legs had been secretly united
under the table, and the tie was not
to be broken without overthrow to
the superior powers; these, and va-
rious other little sportive machina-
tions wherewith Paul was wont to
relieve the monotony of literature,
went far to 'disgust the learned critic
with his undertaking. But * the
tape” and the treasury of Mrs. Lob-
kins re-smoothed, as it were, the irri-
tated bristles of his mind, and he
continued his labours with this philo-
sophical reflection :—*“ Why fret my-
self 7—if a pupil turn out well, it is
clearly to the credit of his master ; if
not, to the disadvantage of himself.”
Of course, a similar suggestion never
forced itself into the mind of Dr.
Keate.* At Eton, the very soul of
the honest head-master is consumed
by his zeal for the welfare of little
gentlemen in stiff cravats.

But to Paul, who was predestined
to enjoy a certain quantum of know-
ledge, circumstances happened, in the
commencement of the second year of

* A celebrated Principal of Eton,
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his pnplhge which prodigiously acce-
lerated the progress of his scholastic
career.

At the apartment of Mac Grawler,
Paul one morning encountered Mr.
Augustus 'l‘omhnson, a young man of
great promise, who pursued the peu:e-
fal occupation of chronicling in a
leading newspaper, “ Horrid Murders,”
“ Enormous Melons,” and “ Remark-
able Circumstances.” This gentleman,
having the advantage of some years’
seniority over Paul, was slow in un-
bending his dignity ; but observing at
last the eager and respectful attention
with which the stripling listened to a
most veracious detail of five men being
inhumanly murdered in Canterbury
Cathedral by the Reverend Zedekiah
Fooks Barngcle, hewas touched by the
impression hehad created,and shaking
Paul graciously by the hand, he told
him there was a deal of natural shrewd-
ness in his countenance; and that
Mr. Augustus Tomlinson did not
doubt but that he (Paul) might have
the honour to be murdered himself
one of these days.—“ You understand
me!” continued Mr. Augustus—
mean murdered in effigy,—assassin-
sted in type,—while you yourself,
unconscious of the circamstance, are
quietly enjoying what you imagine to
be your existemce. ' We mever kill
common persons : to sy truth, our
chief spite i8 againat the Chureh ;—
we destroy ' bishops by wholesale.
Sometimes, indeed, we knock off a
leading barrister or 8o ; and express
the anguish of the junior counsel at a
{oss so destructive ‘to their interests,
But that is only a stray hit; and the
slain barrister often lives to become
ettorney-general, renounce Whig prin-
ciples, and prosecute the very press
that destroyed him. Bishops are our
proper food : we send them to heaven
on a sort of flying griffin, of which the
baek is an apoplexy, and the wings
are puffs. The Buhop of ——, whom
we despatched in this manner the
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other day, being rather a facetions
personage, wrote to remonstrate with
us thereon; observing, that though
heaven was a very good translation
for a bishop, yet that, in such cases,
he preferred ¢ the original to the trans-
lation.” As we murder bishops, so is
there another class of persons whom
we onlyafflict with lethiferons diseases.
This latter tribe consistsof his Majesty
and his Majesty’s ministers. When-
ever we cannot abuse their

we always fall foul on their health:
Does the king pass any popular law,—
we immediately insinuate that his
constitution is on its last legs. Does
the minister act like a man of sense,
—we instantly observe, with great
regret, that his complexion is remark-
ably pale. There is one manifest
advantage in diseasing people, instead
of absolutely destroying them. The
public may flatly contradict us in one
case, but it never can in the other :—
it is easy to prove thata man is alive :
but utterly impossible to prove that
he isin health. What ifeome opposing
newspaper take up the cudgels in his

“1 | behalf, and assert that the victim of

all Pandora’s complaints, whom we
send tottering to the grave, passes one
half the day in knocking up s ‘dis
tinguished eompany’ at a shooting-
party, and the other half in outdoing
the seme ¢ distinguished eompany’
after dinner? What if the afflicted
individual himself write us word that
he never was better in his life +—we
have only mysteriounsly to shake our

! heads and observe, that to contradict

is not to prove,—that it is little likely
that our authority should have been
mistaken, and—(we are yexy fond of
an historical comparison)—beg our
readers to remember, that whea Car-
dinal Richelien was dying, nothing
enraged Lim so much as hinting that
he wasill. In short,if Horace is right,
we are the very prinees of poets; for
1 dare say, Mr. Mac Grawler, that you,
—and yoy, too, my little gentieman,
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perfectly remember the words of the
wise old Roman,—
¢ Tlleper extentum fanem mihi posse videtur
Ire poets, meum qui pectus inaniter angit,
Xrritat, muloet, falsis serreribus implet.’
” Having uttered this quotation with
considerable self-complacency, and
thereby entirely completed his con-
quest over Paul, Mr. Augustus
Tomlinson, turning to Mac Grawler,
concluded his business with that
gentleman, which was of a literary
nature, namely ‘a joint composition
against a man who, being under five-
and-twenty, and too poor to give
dinners, had had the impudence to
write a sacred poem. The critics were
exceedingly bitter at this ; and having
very little to say against the poem,
the Court journals called the author a
¢ coxcomb,” and the liberal ones “the
son of a pantaloon !”

There was an ease,—a spirit,—a life
about Mr. Augustus Tomlinson, which
captivated the senses of our young
hero : then, too, he was exceedingly
smartly attired ; wore red heels and a
bag; had what seemed to Paul quite
the air of & “man of fashion;” and,
above all, he spouted the Latin with
a remarkable grace!

Some days afterwards, Mac Grawler
Bent our hero to Mr. Tomlinson’s
lodgings, with his share of the joint
abuse upon the poet.

Doubly was Paul’s reverence for
Mr. Augustus Tomlinson increased by
8 sight of his abode. He found him
settled in a polite part of the town, in
a very spruce parlour, the contents of
which manifested the universal genius
of the inhabitant. It hath been ob-
Jjected unto us by a most discerning
critic, that we are addicted to the
drawing of “ universal geniuses.” We
plead Not Guilty in former instances;
'we allow the soft impeachment in the

" ® «He appearato me to be, to the fallest
extent, apoet who atrily torments tny breast,
xritates, sootises, flis It with unreal ¢exzons.”
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instance of Mr. Augustus Fomlinson,
Over his fireplace were arranged box- -
ing gloves and fencing foils. On his
table lay a cremona and a flageolet.
On one side of the wall were shelves
oontaining the Covent Garden Maga-
zine, Barn’s Justice, a pocket Horaoce,
& Prayer-book, Hacerpta ex Tactito, a
volume of Plays, Philosophy made
Eagy, and a Key to all Knowledge,
Furthermore, there were on another
table a riding-whip, and a driving-
whip, and & pair of spurs, and three
guineas, with a little mounmtain of
loose gilver. Mr. Augustus was a tall,
fair young man, with & freckled com-
plexion ; ‘green eyes and red eyelids;
& smiling mouth, rather undes-jawed ;
a slnrpnoae'; and a prodigiously large
pair of ears. He was robed in a
green damask dressinggown; and
he reccived the tender Paul’ most
graciously.

There was something very engaging
about our hero. He was not only
good-looking, and frank in aspect, but
he had that ap of briskness
and intellect which belong to an
embryo rogue. Mr. Augustus Tem-
linson professed the regard
for him —asked him if he eould box
—made him put on a pair of gloves—
and, very eo ingly, knocked
him down three times successively.
Next .he .played him, both upon his
flageoclet :gnd. his cremons, some of
the most modish airs. Moreover, he
sang him a little song of his own
composing. He then, taking up-the
driving-whip, flanked a fly from the
opposite wall, and throwing himself
(naturally fatigued with his numerous
exertions) on his sofa, he observed, in
a careless tone, that he and his friend
Lord Dunshunner were universally
esteemed the best whips in the metro-
polis. “I” quoth Mr. Au, “am
the best on the road ; hntmyludis
& devil at tarning & corner.”

Paul, who ‘had hitherto lived .too

unsophisticated a life to be aware wf
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the importance of which a lord would
naturally be in the eyes of Mr.
Augustus Tomlinson, was not so much
struck with the grandeur of the con-
nexion as the murderer of the journals
had expected. He merely observed,
by way of compliment, - that M.r
Augustus and his companion seemed
to be “rolling kiddies.”

A little displeased with this meta-
phorical remark—for it may be ob-
served that “ rolling kiddy ” is, among
the learned in such lore, the cus-
tomary expression for “a smart thief ”
—the universal Augustus took that
liberty to which, by his age and
station, so much superior to those of
Paul, he imagined himself entitled,
and gently reproved our hero for his
‘indiscriminate use of flash phrases.

“A lad of your parts,” said he,—
“for I see you are clever by your eye,
—ought to be ashamed of using such
vulgar expressions. Have a nobler
epirit—a loftier emulation, Paul, than
that which distinguishes the little
ragamuffins of the street. Know that,
in this country, genius and learning
carry every thing before them; and
if you behave yourself properly, you
may, one day or another, be as high
in the world as myself.”

At this speech Paul looked wistfully
round the spruce parlour, and thought
what a fine thing it would be to be
‘lord of such a domain, together with
the appliances of flageolet and cre-
mons, boxing gloves, books, fly-flank-
ing flagellum, three guineas, with the
little mountain of silver, and the
reputation—shared only with Lord
Dunshunner—of being the best whip
in London.

“Yes !” continued Tomlinson, with
conscious pride, “I owe my rise to
myself. Learning is better than house
and land. ¢ Doctrina sed vim,’ &e.
You tknow what old Horace says?
Why, sir, you would not believe it;
but I was the man who killed his

“majesty the King of Sardinia in our
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yesterday’s paper. Nothing is too
arduous for genius. Fag hard, my
boy, and you may rival—for the
thing, though difficult, may not be
impossible—Augustus Tomlinson !”
At the conclusion of this harangue,
a knock at the door being hes.rd,
Paul took his departure, and met in
the hall & fine-looking person dressed
in the height of the fashion, and
wearing a pair of prodigiously large
buckles in his shoes. Paul looked,
and his heart swelled. “I may rival,
thought he—those were his very
words—*“I may rival—for the thing,
though difficult, is not impossible—
Augustus Tomlinson !” Absorbed in
meditation, he went silently home,
The next day the memoirs of the
great Turpin were committed to the
flames, and it was noticeable that
henceforth Paul observed a choicer
propriety of words,—that he assumed
a more refined air of dignity, and
that he paid considerably more atten-
tion than heretofore to the lessons of
Mr. Peter Mac Grawler. Although
it must be allowed that our young
hero’s progress in the learned lan-
guages was not astonishing, yet an
early passion for reading growing
stronger and stronger by application,
repaid him at last with a tolerable
knowledge of the mother-tongue. We
must, however, add that his more
favourite and cherished studies were
scarcely of that nature which a pru-
dent preceptor would have greatly
commended. They lay chiefly among
novels, plays, and poetry, which last
he affected to that degree that he
became somewhat of a poet himself,
Nevertheless these literary avocations,
profitless as they seemed, gave a cer-
tain refinement to his tastes, which
they were not likely otherwise to
have acquired at the Mug ; and while
they aroused his ambition to see some-
thing of the gay life they depicted,
they imparted to his temper a tone of
‘enterprise and of thoughtless gene
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rosity, which perhaps contributed
greatly to counteract those evil influ-
-ences towards petty vice, to which the
examples around him must have ex-
posed his tender youth. But, alas!a
great disappointment to Paul’'s hope
of assistance and companionship in
his literary labours befel him. Mr.
Augustus Tomlinson, one bright
morning, disappeared, leaving word
with his numerous friends, that he
was going to accept a lucrative situ-
ation in the North of England. Not-
withstanding theshock this occasioned
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[ to the affectionate heart and aspiring
temper of our friend Paul, it abated
not his ardour in that field of science,
whichit seemed that the distinguished
absentee had so su culti-
vated. By little and little, he possessed
himself (in addition to the literary
stores we have alluded to) of all it was
in the power of the wise an und
Poter Mac Grawler to im| unto
him; and at the age of sixteen he
began (O the presumption of youth !)
to fancy himself more learned than
his master.

CHAPTER 1IV.

. % He had now bécome a young man of extreme fashion, and as much répandu in society

as the utmost and most exigent coveter of

course, a member of the clubs, &o. &o. &c.

London celebrity conld desire. He was, of
He was, in short, of that oft-described set

before whom all minor besux sink into insignificance, or among whom they eventually
obtain a subaltern grade, by a sacrifice of a due portion of their fortune.”—Aimacks

Revisited.

By the soul of the great Male-
branche, who made “ A Search after
Truth,” and discovered everything
beautiful except that which he searched
for ;—by the soul of the great Male-
branche, whom Bishop Berkeley found
suffering under an inflammation in
the lungs, and very obligingly talked
to death,—an instance of conversa-
tional powers worthy the envious
emulation of all great metaphysicians
and arguers;—by the soul of that
illustrious man, it is amazing to us
what & number of truths there are
broken up into little fragments, and
scattered here and there through the
world. What a magnificent museum
a man might make of the precious
minerals, if he would but go out with
his basket under his arm, and his
eyes about him! We, . ourselves,
picked up, this very day, a certain
small piece of truth, with which we
propose to explain to thee, fair reader,
a sinister turn in the fortunes of Paul.

No. 22.

“Wherever,” says & living sage,
“you see dignity, you may be sure
there is requisite to support
it.”* 8o was it with Paul. A young
gentleman who was heir-presumptive
to the Mug, and who enjoyed a hand-
some person with a cultivated mind,
was necessarily of a certain station of
society, and an object of respect in the
eyes of the manceuvring mammas of
the vicinity of Thames Court.
were the partiesof pleasure to Dept-
ford and Greenwich which Paul found
himself compelled to attend; and we
need not refer our readers to novels
upon fashionable life, to inform them
that, in good society, the gentlemen
always pay for the ladies! Nor was
this all the expense to which his expec-
tations exposed him. A gentleman
could scarcely attend these elegant
festivities without devoting some
little attention to his dress; and a

* « Popular Fallacies.”
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-fashionable tailor plays the dewce with
.one’s yearly allowance !

‘We, who reside, be it kmown to you,
‘reader, in Little Brittany, are not very
well aoquainied with the manners of
the better clasnes fa St. Jumes's. .But
there was one great vice mmong the
fine 1o abotit Thamres Court, which
we oo doubt does not exist any
where dlse, viz., thesefine peaple were
always in an agony 10 seem finer ¢han
they were ; and the more sirs a gen-
tlenan or a lady gave him or herself,
the more important they became.
Joe, the dog’s-meat man, had indeed
+xot into society, entirely from a knack
of saying impertinent things to every
body; and the smartest exclusives of
the place, who seldom visited any ene
where there was not a silver teapot,
- used to think-Joe had & great deal in
him becwuse he trundied his cart with
his head in the air, and one day gave
the very beadle of the parish “ the cut
direct.”

Now this desire to be 80 exceedingly
fme-not only made the society about
. Thames Court unplessamt, but ex-
pensive. HEvery one vied with’ his
ne)ghbonr anduthasphtd'rivﬂxy
is particularly strong in youthfal
-bosoms, we osn soarvely wonder that
it led Paul imto. many extravagances.

The evil of :all cirdles that profess to |.and

be seleot is high play,—and the reason
is obvious: persons who have the
power to bestow om anotheran advan-
tage he cowets, would rather sell it
‘than, glve it; and Paul, gradually
incressing ln popularity and on,

found himself, despite of his olunnl
education, no mmh for the finished,
or, rather, finishing genslemen with
whom he began to wssociate. [His
first admittanoe into the select coterie
of these men of the world was formed
‘at the house of Bachelor Bill, s persem
of great notoriety amomg that portion
of the élite which emphatically entitles
iteelf “ Flash | > However, as it is our
rigid intention in this werk to portray
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at lengih ne episodical characters
whatseever, we can afford our readers
but & slight and rapid sketoh of Ba-
chelor Bill.

This parsonage was of Devonshize
exiraction. His mother had kept the
pleasantest public-house in town, and
st her death Bill succeeded to her pro-
perty and popularity. All the young
Indies im the neighbourhood of Fid-
dler’s Row, where he resided, set their
caps at him : all the most fashionable
prigs, e tobymen, sought to get him
into their set; and the mest crack
blowen in London would have given
her ears at any time for a loving word
from Bachelor Bill. Bat Bill wasa
long-headed, prudent fellow, and of &
remarkably cautious temperament.
He avoided marriage and friendship,
viz., he was neither plundered nor
eornubed. He ‘was-a tall, aristooratic
cove, of a devilish nest address, and
very gallant, in an honest way, to the
blowens. Like most single men, being
very much the gentleman so far as
money was conterned, he gave them
plenty of “feeds,” and from time to
time & very agreeable "hop His
“ LR 2 was _-d
a8 for Hs“shikmksd”-’-.nmvoted
the most. briliant thimg in nsture.
In & very short time, by his blows-out

'his bachelorship,—for gingle men
slways arvive at the apex-of hawut ton
moreeasily than'married,—he became
the very glass of fashion; snd many
were the tightapprentices, even at the
west end 'of the town, whe used to
turn back in admiratien of Bachelor
Bill, when, of .2 Sunday afternoon, he
«drove down his varment gig to his
suug little box on the borders of
Turnbam Green. Bill's happiness
was mot, however, wholly without
alloy. The ladies of pleasure are
always 8o excessively angry when a
msn does not make love to-them, that
there is nothing they will not say

* Brandy. t 6.
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ever, had met of late years deserted
her chissmey oorner. Indeed, the
racket of faahimmalbile life wastoo much
for her nerves, and the invitation had
beeame a cusiomary form not ex-
pocted 10 be acted apon, but net a
whit the less wegularly used for that
resson. As Psul had new attained
his sixteenth year, and was & fine,
handsame lad, the dame thought he
would anake an exoellent ta-
tive of the Mug’s mistress ; and that,
for her protégé, a ball at Bill’s house
would be no bad commencement of
“ Life in London.” Accerdingly, she
intimated to the Bachelor a wish to
that effpct, and Paul received the fol-
lowing invitation from Bill :~—

“Mr. William Duke gives a hop
and feed in a quiet way on Monday
next, and hops Mr. Paul Lobkins will
be of the party. N.B. Gentlemen s
expected to come in pumps.”

When Paul entered,.he found Bes

chelor Bill leading off thoe ball to the
tume of “Drops of Brandy,” with &
young lady 40 whome—boosnse she had
beem. & strclling plager—the Ladies
Patronoases of Fiddier's Row had
thought proper 40 beheve with a very
cavalier civility,. The good bachelor
had mo netion, as he expressed it, of
such tantrems, and hecaused it 40 be
circulated emomg the finest of the
blowens, that “he expected all who
kicked thelr heels at his homse would
bhebkave deoent and polite t0 young
Mrs. Dot.” {Fhis imti oonveyed
#o 'the ladies with all that insinuating
‘polisk for which Bacheler Rill was 8o
remarkshle, prodaced a notable effeot;
and Mas. Dot, being mew lod off by

ough | the flash Bachelor, was

k overpewered

with civilities the rest of the'evening.
When the dance was emded, Bil
wery politely sheok hands with Paul,

.and took an early opportanity of im-

troducing him to some of the mout
“noted .characters” of the town.
Among these was ithe smart Mr. All-
fair, the insinwating Henry Finish,
the merry Jack Hookey, the knowing
Chales Trywit, and vaxious ethers
equally noted for their dkill in Living
bandsomely npon 'their own brains,
and the persenals of other people. To
say truth, Paml, who at that timne was
an honest 1a8, was less charmed than
he had aaticipated by the comversation
of these chevaliors of industry. He was
more pleased with the clever, though
self-sufficient rexnarks of a gentleman
‘with :.a remarkably fine head of hair,
snd whom we would more impres-
sively ‘than the »est imtroduce to ouwr
reader, under the appellation of Mr.
Edward Peppér, generally termed
Long Ned. As this worthy was
destined aftermards to be an intimate
associate of Paul, our main reason for
attending the hop at Bachelor Bill’s
is to mote,:as the imyportance of the
event.deserves, the epach of ‘the com-
mencement of their acqusintance.
Long Ned and Paul happened 10 sit
02
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'next to each other at supper, and they

‘eonversed together so_amicably that
Paul, in the hospitality of his heart,
‘expressed a hope that “ he should see
Mr. Pepper at the Mug ! ”

“Mug—Mug!” repeated Pepper,
“half shutting his eyes with the air of
s dandy about to be impertinent ;
“ Ah—thename of a chapel—is it not?
‘There’s a sect called the Muggleto-
‘nians, I think $”

“ As to that,” said Paul, colouring
‘at this insinuation against the Mug,
“ Mrs, Lobkins has no more religion
‘than her betters; but the Mugisa
-very excellent house, and frequented
‘by the best possible company.”

“Don’t doubtit!” said Ned. “Re-
member now that I was once there,
and saw one Dummy Dunnaker—is
not that the name? I recollect some
.years ago, when I first came out, that
-Dummie and I had an adventure toge-
ther ;—to tell you the truth, it was
not the sort of thing I would do now.
-But, would you believe it, Mr. Paul ?
this pitiful fellow was quite rude to
‘methe only time I ever met him since;
—that is to say, the only time I ever
entered the Mug. I have no notion of
such airs in a merchant—a merchant
of rags! Those commercial fellows
-are getting quite insufferable ! ”

“You surprise me!” said Paul.
“ Poor Dummie is the last man to be
rude. He is as civil a creature as
ever lived.”

“Or sold a ragl” said Ned.
% Possibly ! Don’t doubt his amiable
qualities in the least. Pass the bingo,
‘my good fellow. Stupid stuff, this
dancing!”

“ Denluh stupid !” echoed Harry
Finish, across the table. “Suppose
we adjourn to Fish Lane, and rattle
the ivories! What say you, Mr,
Lobkins t”

Afraid of the “ton’s stern laugh,
which scarce the proud philosopher
can scorn,” and not being very partial
to dancing, Paul assented to the pro-
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poeition ; and a little party, consisting
of Harry Finish, Allfair, Long Ned,
and Mr. Hookey, adjourned to Fish
Lane, where there was 'a club, cele-
brated among men who live by their
wits, at which “lush” and “baccy”
were gratuitously sported in -the
most magnificent manner. Here the
evening passed away very delight-
fully, and Paul went home without a
“brad ” in his pocket.

From that time, Paul's visits to
Fish Lane became unfortunately
regular; and in a very short period,
we grieve to say, Paul became that
distinguished character—agentleman
of three outs—out of pocket, out
of elbows, and out of credit.” The
only two persons whom he found
willing to accommodate him with a
slight loan, as the advertisements
signed X. Y. have it, were Mr. Dum-
mie Dunnaker and Mr. Pepper, sur-
named the Long. The latter, however,
while he obliged the heir to the Mug,
never condescended to enter that
noted place of resort; and the former,
whenever he good-naturedly opened
his purse-strings, did it with a hearty
caution to shun the acquaintance of
Long Ned. “A parson,” said Dum-
mie, “ of wery dangerous morals, and
not by no manner of means a fit
sociate for a young gemman of cracter
like leetle Paul!” 8o earnest was
this caution, and so especially pointed
at Long Ned,—although the company
of Mr. Allfair or Mr. Finish might
be said to be no less prejudicial,—
that it is probable that stately fastidi-
ousness of manner, which Lord Nor-
manby rightly observes, in ome of
his excellent novels, makes so many
enemies in the world, and which some-
times characterised the behaviour of
Long Ned, especially towards the
men of commerce, was & main reason
why Dummie was so acutely and
peculiarly alive to the immoralities
of that lengthy gentleman. At the
same time we must observe, that
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when Panl, remembering what Pepper
had said respecting his early adven-
ture with Mr. Dunnaker, repeated it
to the merchant, Dummie could not
conceal a certain confusion, though
he merely remarked, with s sort of
laugh, that it was not worth speaking
about; and it appeared evident to
Paul that something unpleasant to
the man of rags, which was not
shared by the unconscious Pepper,

lnrked in the reminiscence of their
" past acquaintance. Howbeit, the cir-
cumstance glided from Paul's atten-
tion the moment afterwards; and he
paid, we are concerned to say, equally
little heed to the cautions against
Ned with. which Dummie regaled
him,

Perhaps (for we must now direct
a glance towards his domestic con-
cerns) one great cause which drove
Paul to Fish Lane was the uncom-
fortable life he led at home. For
though Mrs, Lobkins was extremely
fond of her protégé, yet she was pos-
sessed, a8 her customers emphatically
mu'ked, “of the devils own tem-
per;” and her native coarseness
never having been softened by those
pictares of gay society which had, in
many a novel and comic farce, refined
the temperament of the rommtic
Paul,  her manner of venting her
maternal reproaches was certainly not
a little revolting to a lad of some
delicacy of feeling. Indeed, it often
occurred to him to leave her house
altogether, and seek his fortunes
alone, after the manner of the inge-
nious @il Blas, or the enterprising
Roderick Random; and this idea,
though conquered and reconquered,
gradually swelled and increased at
his heart, even as swelleth that hairy
ball found in the stomach of some
suffering heifer after its decease.
Among these projects of enterprise,
the reader will hereafter notice, that
an early vision of the Green Forest
Cave, in which Turpin was accus-
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tomed, with a friend, & ham, and a
wife, to conceal himself, flitted across.
his mind. At this time he did not,
perhaps, incline to the mode of life
practised by the hero of the roads;
but he certainly clung not the less
fondly to the notion of the cave.

The melancholy flow of our hero’s
life was now, however, about to be
diverted by an unexpected turn, and
the crude thoughts of boyhood to
burst, “like Ghilan’s Giant Palm,”
into the fruit of s manly resolution.

Among the prominent features of
Mrs, Lobking’ mind was a sovereign
contempt for the unsuocessful ;—the
imprudence and ill-luck of Paul
occasioned her as much scorn as com-
passion. And when, for the third
time within a week, he stood, with a
rueful visage and with vacant pockets,
by the dame’s great chair, requesting
an additional supply, the tides of her
wrath swelled into overflow.

“Look you, my kinchin cove,”
said she,—and in order to give pecu-
liar dignity to her aspect, she put on.
while she spoke a huge pair of tin
spectacles,—*if so be.as how you
goes for to think as how I shall go
for to supply your wicious necessities,
you will find yourself planted in
Queer Street. Blow me tight, if I
gives you another mag.”

“But I owe Long Ned a guinea,”
said Paul ; “and Dummie Dunnaker
lent me three crowns. It ill becomes
your heir apparent, my dear dame,
to. fight shy of his debts of honour.”
» “Taradididdle, don't think for to
wheedle me with your debts and your
honour,” said the dame in a passion.
“Long Ned is as long in the forks
(fingers) as he is in the back: may
Old Harry fly off with him! And as
for Dummie Dunnaker, I wonders
how you, brought up such a swell,
and blest with the wery best of hedi-
cations, can think of putting up with
such wulgar sociates! I tells you
what, Panl, you’ll please to. break



Lobkine.” So sayisg,.the old ady
#urned round im Ber chair, and helped
herself to a pipe of tobaceo.

Paul walked twice up amd down
the apartment, and a4 last stepped
opposite the dume’s chiair: he was a
youtdk of high spirit, and though he
was warm-hearted, and had a love for
Mirs. Lobkins, which her care: and
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If Paul was [of ne oily and bhmd
tomper, dane Margavet Lobkins, it
kad been seen, had no advantage on
that seove —~we- dare say the resder
has observed that nothimg 8o enrages
" persons on whom ene depends as any
expressed detemnimation of secking

ence. Gazing, thevefors; for
one moment ab the open but resolute

“Tfeeks, Master Pridein-duds!
sosk . your fortune yourself, will yew?
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to you!” amd, suiting the aetion to
the word, the tube which she had
withdrawn from ber mouth, in order
to utber her gentle rebuke, whizwed
through the air, grazed Phul's cheek,
and - finished its easthly eareer by
coming in wiolent comtact with the
right eye of Dummie Dunneker, who
at that exact moment emtered the
room.

Paul had witscod for a moment to
svoid the missive,—in the mext he
stood perfectly upright; his: cheeks
glowed, his chest swelled ; aad the
entranee of Dusmimie Dunnaker who
was thus made the spectator of the
affront he had received, stirred his
bleod into. & deaper anger and a more
bitter selfthumiliation »—adl his fore
mer resolwtions: of departure—all the
band woends, the coarse aflusions; the
practical insults he had at any time
veceived, rushed uwpon him at omow
He merely cast: one look ad the old
woman, whose rage was now half
sabsided, and tusned slowly and in
silence to the doer:

There is often something alarming
iw an oocurrence, merely becsusa it is
that which we least expeet: ¢he
satute Mis. Lobkins, “remembering
the hardy temper and fisry passions
of Paul; had expected seme burst of
rage; some vehement reply ; and when

sho. eawght with ‘one wandering eys -

his. parting look, and saw hiln turn
so passively and mutely to- the. door,
ber heart misgawve her, she raised her-
solf frem ‘her chair, and made towards
Mm. Unhappily for her chanse of
veconcilistion, she had thes day
quaffed more copiously of the bowd
than usual, and the signs of intoxi-
eation visible in her uncertain. gait,
her meaningless eye, her vacant lees,

her ruby cheek, all imspired: Paul

with feelings which, at the moment, .

This: comes of my keinging: yoo up, | converted: resentment into something

- - e
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very muoch like aversion. Heo sprang
from her geasp to the threshold.
“Where be you going, you imp of
the workd ?” cried the dame. “ Get
in with yow, and say no more on the
matter; be & the
bullies, and you shall have the bluat!”

But Paal heoded nos this invitation.

“1 will eat the bread of idlences
snd charity mo lenger,” said he,
sllenly.  “Good' by,—and if ever I
ean pay you what I have cost you,
Iwillt”

He turned away as.he speke; and
the dame, kindling with resentwment
st his unseemly return to her prof
fered kindwmess, hallboed after him,
and bade that dark-coloured gentle-
man who keeps the fire-ofice below,
go along with him.

Swelling with anger, pride, shame,
and a balfjoyous feeling of emanci-
pated independence, Paul. walked on
he kmew not whither, with his head
in the air, and his legs marshalling
themselves into & military gait of

behind him ~he turned, and saw the
raeful face of Dummie Dunnaken
‘Very inoffensively bad that respect-
able person been employed during
the last part of the scene we have
described, in cavessing his afflicted
eye, and muttering philosophical
observations on the danger inourved
by all those who are acquainted with
Iadies of a choleric temperament:
when Mrs. Lobkins, turning round
after Paul's departure, and seeing the
pitifal person of that Dummie Dun-
naker, whose mame she remembered
Paul had mentioned in his opening
speech, and whom, therefore, with an
illogical confusion of ideas, she con-
sidered a party in the late dispute,
exhausted apon him all that rage
which it was necessary for her comfort
that she should unburthen somewhere.
She seized the little man by the
eollar—the tenderest of all places in

gentlemen similarly direumstanced
with regard to tbe ways of lif, and
giving him s blow, which took effoes
on his other and hitherto undamaged
eye, eried out, “I’ll teach yeu, you
blood-sucker (i. o. parasite), to spunge
upon those as has expectations! I'll
teach you to cosem the heir of the
Mug, you mivelling, wheyfaced
ghost of a farthing reshlight ! What!
you’ll lend my Paul three crowns,
wil you; whea you knews as how
you told me you could not pay me s
pitiful tizzy? Oh, you 're a queer one
I warramts; but you won't queer
Murgery Lobkins. Out of my ken,
you cur of the mange l—eut of my
ken; and if ever I claps my sees on
you again, or if ever I knows as how
you makes a flat of my Paul, blow me
tight, but- I'll weave you a hempen
collar: I’ll hang youw, you dog, I
will. What! you will answer me,
will youl~O you viper, budge, and
begone ! .

It was in vain that Dummie pro-
tested his innocence. A violent coup
de pied breke off all- further parlance.
He made a olear house of the Mug;
snd the landlady thereof, tottaring
back te her elbownahair, sought out
another pipe, and, like al} imaginative
percons. when the world goes wrong
with them, comsoled herself for the
abeenoe of realities by the ereations
of smoke.

Meanwhile, Dummie Dumnaker,
muttering and murmuring bitter fan-
cies, overtook Puul, and accused that
youth of having been. the occasion of
the injuries he had just undergene. °
Paul was notat that moment in the
humour best adapted for the patient
bearing of aocusasions.; he amswered
Mr. Dunnaker veryshortly ; and that
respectable individual, still smarting
under his bruises, replied: with .equal
tartness. Words grew high, and at
length, Paul, dedrou of concluding
the conferenoe, clenched his fist, and
told the redoubted Dummie that he
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would “ knock him down.” There is
something peculiarly harsh and stun-
ning in those three hard, wirey, sturdy,
stubborn monosyllables. Their very
sound makes you double your fist—
if you are s hero; or your pace—if
you are & peaceable man. They pro-
duced an instant effect upon Dummie
Dunnaker, aided as they were by the
effect of an athletic and youthful
figure, already fast approaching to the
height of six feet,—a flushed cheek,
and an eye that bespoke both passion
and resolution. The rag-merchant’s
voice sunk at once, and with the
countenance of & wronged Cassius he
whimpered forth,—

“ Knock me down {—O leetle Paul,
vot vicked vhids are those! Vot!
Dummie Dunnaker as has dandled
you on his knee mony’s a time and
oft! Vy, the cove’s art is as ard as
junk, and as proud as & gardener’s
dog vith & nosegay tied to his tail.”
This pathetic remonstrance softened
Paul’s anger.

 Well, Dummie,” said he, laughing,
“] did not mean to hurt you, and
there’s an end of it; and [ am very
sorry for the dame’s ill conduct ; and
s0 I wish you a good morning.”

“Vy, vere be you trotting to, leetle
Paul ?” said Dummie, grasping him
by the tail of the coat.:

“The deuce.s bit I know,” an-
swered our hero; “but I think I shall
drop a call on Long Ned.”

““ Avast there!” said Dummie,
speaking under his breath ; if so be
&8 you von't blab, 111 tell you a bit of
a secret. I heered as ow Long Ned
started for Hampshire this werry
morning on a toby consarn |”*

“Hal” said Paul, “then hang me
if Iknow whatto do!” As he uttered
these words, a more thorough sense
of his destitution (if he persevered in
leaving the Mug) than he had hitherto
folt rushed upon him; for Paul had

* Highway expedition.
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designed for a while to throw himself
on the hospitality of his Patagonian
friend, and now that he found that
friend was absent from London, and
on 80 dangerous an expedition, he
was a little puzzled what to do with
that treasure of intellect and wisdom
which he carried about upon his legs.
Already he had acquired sufficient
penetration (for Charles Trywit and:
Harry Finish were excellent masters
for initiating & man into the know-
ledge of the world) to perceive that a
person, however admirable may be
his qualities, does not readily find a
welcome without a penny in his
pocket. In the neighbourhood of
Thames Court he had, indeed, many.
acquaintances ; but the fineness of his
language, acquired from his education,
and the elegance of his air, in which
he attempted to blend, in happy
association, the gallant effrontery of
Mr. Long Ned with the graceful neg-
ligence of Mr. Augustus Tomlinson,
had made him many enemies among
thoee acquaintances ; and he was not
willing,—80 great was our hero’s
pride,—to throw himself on the
chance of their welcome, or to pub-
lish, a8 it were, his exiled and crest-
fallen state. As for those boon
companions who had assisted him in
making a wilderness of his pockets,
he bad already found, that that was
the only species of assistance which
they were willing to render him : in
s word, he could not for the life of
him conjecture in what quarter he
should find the benefits of bed and
board. While he stood with his
finger to his lip, undecided and
musing, but fully resolved at least on
one thing—not to return to the
Mug,~—little Dummie, who was a
good-natured fellow at the bottom,
peered up in his face, and said, “ Vy,
Paul, my kid, you looks down in the
chops: cheer up, care killed a cat!”
Obeerving that this appropriate and
encouraging fact of natural history
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did not lessen the cloud upon Paul’s
brow, the acute Dummie Dunnaker
proceeded at once to the grand pa-
nacea for all evils, in his own profound
estimation.

“ Panl, my ben cull,” said he, with
a knowing wink, and nudging the
young gentleman in the left side,
“ vot do you say to a drop o’ blue
ruin? or, a8 you likes to be conish
(genteel), I doesn’t care if I sports
you a glass of port {” While Dunnaker
was uttering this invitation, & sudden
reminiscence flashed across Paul : he
bethought him at once of Mac Graw-
ler; and he resolved forthwith to
repair to the abode of that illustrious
sage, and petition at least for accom-
modation for the approaching night.
8o soon as he had come to this deter-
mination, he shook off the grasp of
the amiable Dummie, and refusing,
with many thanks, his; hospitable
invitation, requested him to abstract
from the dame’s house, and lodge
within his own, until called for, such
articles of linen and clothing as be-
longed to Paul, and could easily be
1aid hold of, during one of the matron’s
evening siestas, by the shrewd Dun-
naker. The merchant promised that
the commission should be speedily
exocuted ; and Panl, shaking hands
with him, proceeded to the mansion
of Mac Grawler,

We must now go back somewhat
in the natural course of our narrative,
and observe, that among the minor
causes which had conspired with the
great one of gambling to bring our
excellent Paul to his present situation,
was his intimacy with Mac Grawler;
for when Paul’s increasing years and
roving habits had put an end to the
sage'’s instructions, there was thereby
iopped off from the preceptor’sfinances
the weekly sum of two sbillings and
sixpence, a8 well as the freedom of
the dame’s cellar and larder ; and as,
in the reaction of feeling, and the
perverse course of human affairs,
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people generally repent the most of
those actions once the most ardently
incurred ; 80 poor Mrs. Lobkins,
imagining that Paul’s irregularities
were entirely owing to the knowledge
he had acquired from Mac Grawler's
instructions, grievously upbraided
herself for her former folly, in seek-
ing for a superior education for her
protégé ; nay, she even vented upon
the sacred head of Mac Grawler him-
self her dissatisfaction at the results
of his instructions. In like manner,
when a man who can spell comes to
be hanged, the anti-educationists ac-
cuse the spelling-book of his murder.
High words between the admirer of
ignorant innocence and the propa-
gator of intellectual science ensued,
which ended in Mac Grawler’s final
expulsion from the Mug.

There are some young gentlemen
of the present day addicted to the
adoption of Lord Byron's poetry, with
the alteration of mew rhymes, who
are pleased graciously to inform us,
that they are born to be the ruin of
all those who love them: an inte-
resting fact, doubtless, but which they
might as well keep to themselves.
It would seem, by the contents of
this chapter, as if the same misfortune
were destined to Paul. The exile of
Mac Grawler,—the insults offered to’
Dummie Dunnaker,—alike occasioned
by him, appear to sanction that
opinion. Unfortunately, though Paul
was & poet, he was not much of a
sentimentalist; and he has never
given us the edifying ravings of his
remorse on those subjects. But Mac
Grawler, like Dunnaker, was resolved
that our hero should perceive the
curse of his fatality; and as he still
retained some influence over the mind
of his quondam pupil, his accusations
against Paul, as thc origin of his
banishment, were attended with a
greater success than were the com-

plaints of Dummie Dunnaker on a
axmxlnr calamity. DPaul, who, like
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most paople who are good for nothing,
had an excellent heart, was exceed-
ingly grieved at Mac Grawler’s ba-
nishment on his accommt: and he
endeavoured to atone for it by such
pecuniary consolations as he was
enabled to offer. These Mac Grawler
(purely, we may suppose, from a
benevolent desire to lessen the boy’s
remorse) serupled not to. accept ; and
thus, 8o similar often are the effects
of virtue and of vice, the exemplary
Mac Grawler conspired with the un-
principled Long Ned and the heartless
Henry Finish, in producing that un-
enviable state of vacnity which now
saddened over the pockets of Paul,
As our hero was slowly walking
towards the sage's abode, depending
on his gratitude and friendship. for a
temporary shelter, one of those light.
ning- flaghes of thought which eften
illumine the profoundest abyss of
afffiction darted across his mind.
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Recalling the image of the critic, he
remembered that he had soen .that
ornament of “ The Asinssmm” receive
sandry gums for his oritical lucu-
brations.

“ Why," said Paul, seiving. on that
fact, and stopping short in the.street,
‘“why should I not turn critic myself.”

The-only person to whom ome ever
puts a question with a tolexable cer-
tainty of receiving a satisfactory
answer is one's self The moment
Paul started this kmninous. jon,
it appeared to him thet he had dis-
covered the minss of Potosi. Bursing
with impatience to discass with :the
great Mac Grawler the: feasibility of
his project, he quickened his. pace
almost into & run, and in & .very fow
minutes, haying only overthrown one
chimney-sweeper and twospplewomen
by the m,heuﬂwd.mthe»ngu
door.

CHAPTER V.

¢¢ Ye realms yet unreveal'd to human sight !
Ye canes athwart the hapless hands that write !
Ye critie chiefs—permit me to relate
The mysti wandems of your silent state !

Forruxe bad smiled apon: Mr. Mac
Grawler since: he first undertook: the
tuition of Mrs. Lobkine’ protégé. He
now inhabited a second-floor, and de-
fied .the sheriff and his evil spirits. Tt
was at the dusk of evening thiat Paul
found him at home and alene,

Before the mighty man stoed a pet
of London porter; a candle, with an
unregarded wick, shed ite solitary
Yight upon his laboure; ard an infant
cat played sportively at his learmed
feet, beguiling the weary moments
with the remnants of the spiral cap

Virerr, En. b. vi.

wherewith, tnstead of laurel, the critio
had hitherto nightly adormed his
brows.

So seon as Mac Grawler, piereing
threugh the gleomy mist which hung
about the, chamber, i the per-
sen of the imtruder, a frewn. mettled
upon his brow:

“ Have I not told you, youngstar !”
he growled, “ never to onter a gentle-
man's room without knocking? I
tell you, sir, that manners are no loss
essential to human happiness thsn
virtue ; wherefore, mever disturb a



PAUL CLIFFORD.

gentleman in his avoestions, and sit
yourself down without molesting the
eat !”

Paul, who knew that his respected
tutor disliked any one to trace the
source of the wonderfal spirit which
he infused into his critical compo-
sitions, affected not to perceive the

Hippocrene, and with many

apologies for his want of preparatory

seated himself as directed.

It was them that the following edifying
conversation ensued.

“ The ancients,” quoth Panl, “ were
very great men, Mr. Mac Grawler.”

“They were 80, sir,” returned the
eritic; “we make it & rule im our
profession to amert that fact!”

“ But, sir,” said Paul, “they were
wrong now and then.”

“ Never, Ignoramus; never!”

“ praised poverty, Mr. Mae
Grawler!” said Paul, with a sigh.

“Hem!” quoth the critic, a litile
staggered, but presently recovering his
characteristie acumen, he observed,—

“1t is true, Paul; but that was the
poverty of other people.”

There was a slight pause. ¢ Criti-
eism,” renewed Paul, “must be a
most difficalt art.”

“A-hem! And what art is there,
sir, that is not dificalt—at least, to
become master of 1"

“True,” sighed Paul ; “or else——"

“ Or else what, boy?” repeated Mr.
Mac Grawler, seeing that Paul hesi-
tated, either from fear of his superior
knowledge, as the critie’s vanity sug-
gested, or from (what was equally
likely) wans of a word to express his

meaning.

“Why, I was thinking, sir,” said
Paul, with that d courage
which gives a distinct and loud into-
nation to the voice of all who set, or
think they set, their fate upon a csst:
“] was ing that I should like to
become s eritic myself !”

“ W—h—e—w ! ” whistled Mac
Grawler, elevating his eye-brows;

v
“ W—h—t—w! gMndshwoum

coming as it did from the lipe of so
great a man and 80 great & critic; st
the very moment too whem mothing
short of an amsthema against arro-
gance and presumption was expeeted
to issue frem those portals of wis
dom: yet, such is the fallacy of all
human hopes, that Paul's of a surety
weuld have been a' little less ‘elated,
had he, at the same time his ears
drank in the balm of these gre-
cious words, been able to have dived
into the souree whence they ema
nated.

“Know thyself ! ” was a precept the
sage Mac Grawler had endeavoured ta
obey : comsequently the result of his
obedience was, that even by himeelf
he was hetter known than trusted.
Whatever he might appear to others,
he had in peality no vain hith in the
infallibility of his own talents amd
resourcos ; a8 well might a butcher
deem himself » anatomist
from the frequent amputation of legs
of mautten, as the eritic of “ The Asi-
neeum ” have laid “the flattering
unction to his soul,” that he was
really skilled in the art of criticisem,
or even acquainted with one of its
commonest rules, because he could
with all speed cut up and digjoint any
work, from the smallest to the great-
est, from the most superficial to the
most superior; and thus it was that
he never had the want of candour to
deceive Asmeelf as to his own talents,
Paul’s wish, therefore, was no sooner
expressed, than a vague but goldem
scheme of future profit illumed the
brain of Mac Grawler :—in a word, he
resolved that Paul should - hencefor
ward share the labour of his critiques;
and that he, Mac Grawler, should re-
csive the whole profits in return for
the honour thereby conferred on his -
coadjutor.

Looking, therefore, at our hero
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with a benignant air, Mr. Mac Graw-
ler thus continued :—

“Yes, I repeat,—great ends have
come from less beginnings!—Rome
was not built in a day,—and I, Paul,
1 myself was not always the editor of
“The Asinseum.” You say wisely, cri-
ticism 18 a great science—a very great
science, and it may be divided into
three branches; viz. ‘to tickle, to
slash, and to plaster’ In each of
these three, I believe without vanity,
I am a profound adept! I will initi-
ate you into all. Your labours shall
begin this very evening, I have three
works on my table, they must be des-
patched by to-morrow night; I will
take the most arduous, I abandon to
you the others.. The three consist of
a Romance, an Epic in twelve books,
and an Inquiry into the Human Mind,
in three volumes ; I, Paul, will tickle
the Romance, you this very evening
shall plaster the Epic and slash the
Inquiry!”

“ Heavens, Mr. Mac Grawler!” cried
Paul, in consternation, “ what do you
mean? I should never be able to
read an epic in twelve books, and I
should fall asleep in the first page of
the Inquiry. No, no, leave me the
romance, and take the other two
under your own protection ! ”

Although great genius is always
benevolent, Mr. Mac Grawler could
not restrain a smile of ineffable
contempt at the simplicity of his
pupil.

“ Kuow, young gentleman,” said he
solemnly,  that the romance in ques-
dion must be tickled ; it is not given
to raw beginners to conquer that
great mystery of our science.”

“ Before we proceed farther, explain
the words of the art,” said Paul, impa~
tiently.

“ Listen, then,” rejoined Mac Graw-
ler; and as he spoke the candle cast
an awful glimmering on his counte-
nance, “To slash is, speaking gram-
matically, to employ the accusative,
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or accusing case; you must cut up
your book right and left, top and
bottom, root and branch. To plaster
a book, is to employ the dative, or
giving case, and you must bestow on
the work all the superlatives in the
language ; you must lsy on your praise
thick and thin, and not leave a cre-
vice untrowelled. But to tickle, sir,
is a comprehensive word, and it com-
prises all the infinite varieties that
fill the interval between slashing and
plastering. This is the nicety of the
art, and you can only acquire it by
practice; a few examples will suffice
to give you an idea of it delicacy.

“We will begin with the encourag-
ing tickle. ¢Although this work is
full of faults; though the characters
are unnatural, the plot utterly impror
bable, the thoughts hackneyed, and
the style ungrammatical; yet we
would by no means discourage the
author from proceeding ; and in the
meanwhile we confidently recommend
his work to the attention of the
reading public.’

“Take, now, the advising tickle..

“ ¢ There is a good deal of merit in
these little volumes, although we must
regret the evident haste in which they
were written. The author might -do
better—we recommend him a study of
the best writers,—then conclude bya
Latin quotation, which you may take
from one of the mottoes in the Spec-
tator.

“ Now, young gentleman, for a spe-
cimen of the metaphorical tickle.

“‘We beg this poetical aspirant to
remember the fate of Pyrenseus, who,
attempting to pursue the Muses, for-
got that he had not the wings of the
goddesses, flung himself from the
loftiest ascent he could reach, and
perished.’

“ This you see, Paul, is a loftier and
more erudite sort of tickle, and may
be reserved for one of the Quarterly
Reviews. Never throw away a simile
unnecessarily.
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¢ - © Now for a sample of the facetious
tickle.

“<Mr. —— has obtained a con-
siderable reputation! Some fine
Iadies think him a great philoso-
pher, and he has been praised in
our hearing by some Cambridge
Fellows, for his knowledge of fashion-
able society.’

“For this sort of tickle we gene-
rally use the dullest of our tribe, and
I have selected the foregoing example
from the criticisms of a distinguished
writer in ¢ The Aginseum,’ whom we
call, par excellence, the Ass,

“There is a variety of other tickles;
the familiar, the vulgar, the polite,
the good-natured, the bitter: but in
general all tickles may be supposed to
signify, however disguised, one or
other of these meanings :—*This book
would be exoeedingly good if it were
not exceedingly bad ;’—or, ‘This book
would be exwedmgly bad if it were
not exceedingly good.

“You have now, Psul -8 general
idea of the superior art required by
the tickle?” .

Our hero signified his assent by a
sort of hysterical sound between a
laugh and a groan. Mac Grawler con-
tinued :—

“ There is another grand difficulty
attendant on this class of criticism,—
it is generally requisite to read a few
pages of the work ; because we seldom
tickle without extracting, and it re-
quires some judgment to make the
context agree with the extract; but it
is not often necessary to extract when
you slash or when you plaster ; when
you slash, it is better in general to
conclude with—

“<¢After what we have said, it-is un-
necessary to add that we cannot offend
the taste of our readers by any quota-
‘tion from this execrable trash.,” And
when you plaster, you may wind up
with, * We regret that our limits will
not allow us to give any extracts from
this wonderful and unrivalled work.

mm refer our readers to the book

“And now, sir, I think I have
given you a sufficient outline of the
noble science of Scaliger and Mac
Grawler. Doubtless you are recon-
ciled to the task I have allotted you;
and ‘while I tickle the Romance, you
;:} slash the Inquiry and plaster the

e!”

“1 will do my best, sir ! ” said Paul,
with that modest yet noble simplicity
which becomes the virtuously ambi-
tious :—and Mac Grawler forthwith
gave him pen and paper, and set him
down to his un

He had the good fortnne to please
Mac Grawler, who, after havmg made
a few corrections in style, declared he
evinced a peculiar genius in that
branch of compogition. And then it
was that Paul, made conceited by
praise, said, looking contemptuously
in the face of his preceptor, and
swinging his legs to and fro,—
“ And what, sir, shall I receive for
the plastered Epic and the slashed
Inquiry?” As the face of the school-
boy who, when guessing, as he thinks
rightly, at the meaning of some mys-
terious word in Corneline Nepos, re-
ceiveth not the sugared epithet of
praise, but a sudden stroke across the
08 humerosve,* even 8o, blank, puz
zled, and thunder-stricken, waxed the
face of Mr. Mac Grawler, at the abrupt
and astounding audacity of Paul.

“Receive ! ” he repeated, “ receive!
— Why, you impudent, ungrateful
puppy, would you steal the bread
from your old master? If I can obtain
for your crude articles an admission
into the illustrious pages of ¢ The
Asingeum,’ will you not be sufficiently
paid, sir; by the honour? Answer me
that. Another man, young gentle-
man, would have charged you a pre-
mium for his instructions ;—and here
have I, in oné¢ lesson, imparted to you

¢ Face or shoulders.
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sll ‘the nrysteries of the science, and
for nothing! And you talk to me of
“receive 1 ’—‘receive !’ Youmg gen-
tleman, in the words of the Immortsl
bard, <1 would a8 lief you had talked
to me of ratsbane 1’ ”

“ In fime, then, Mr. Mac Grawler, I
ghall get nothimg fer mny tweuble?”
said Paul.

“To be sure not, sir; the very best
writer in ‘The Asinssum ’ -only gets
three shillings an ‘article!” JAlmest
more thun he the eritic
wmight bave added ; for he whe writes
for mobody sheuld receive mothing !

“ Then, sir,” queth ¢he mevcenary
Paul profancly, and Tising, he kicked
with.one kiek, the wat, the Zpic, and
the Inquiry 3o the etiver end .of the
room ; “ Then, sir, you may all:go te
the devil1”

We do not, O gentle readar! seek
to excuse this hasty anathems :—the
babits of childhood will sometimes
break forth deapite of the after bless-
ings of education. And we set notup
Paul for thine imitation as that medel
of virtue and of wisdom which
we design thee i@ discover in Mac
Orawler.

* When that gweat orific peroeived
Paul had risen and was setreating in
‘high dudgeon sowswds the door, he
rose .aleo, -and repeating Paul's last | m
words, said, “ < Go to the devil’ Not
8o quick, young ' —~footing
lente,—4ll in good thme. What though
I did, astonished at your premature
Tequest, say that you sheuld receive
nothing ;" yet ‘my geeat love for you
amay induce .me %o besiir mymelf om
your bekalf. *The ‘Aginssum,’ it is
true, only gives thmee a'hillings sn
artiolein 'general ; but Iam its editor,
and will intercede with the praprietors
on your behalf. Yes—yes. I will see
‘wlmt is to 'be done. Stop & bit, my

’ Psul though wvery irumble was
eunlypac\ﬁed he
taking Mac Grawler’s hand, said,—
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“ Rewgive me for my petulsnce, my
dear sir ; but, to tell you the honeat
drath; I sm very low in the world just
at present, and must get meney in
somme way or another : in short, I must
either piek ;poekets or write (mot gra-

Paul related his present cirowmstamecss
10 the-oritic ; deelared shis deterarina-
tien mot 1o return to the Mug; sad
requested, st least, from the friemd-
ship of ‘his old precepior the accom-
anodstien of shelter for that might.

Mac Grawler was exceedingly dis-
comcerted at hearing so bad an aseount
of s pupil's finances as well a8 pros-
peocts ; for ke had secvetly intended to
regale bhimaelf that eveming with &
bowl of puach, for which he purposed
that Paul shoald pay ; butas he kmow
the quickness of paés possessed by
the young gentleman, a3 also the great
affection entertained for him by Mrs.
Lobkins, who, in &ll probability, wonld
solicit his return the mext day, he
thought it mot munlikely that Paul
would enjoy the same good fortune as
that presiding over his feline cempa-
mion, which, it had just been
kicked $o the other end of the apart-
ment, was now resuming its fermer
oocupation, wunburt, and mo less

merrily than befere. He, therefore,
thought it would beimprudent to dis-
sard his quondam pupil, despite of his
present poverty; and, moreever, al-
though the first happy paoject of
pocketingall the prefits derivable from
Paul’s industry was now sbandoned,
he still perceiwed great facility in
pocketing a part of the same reoeipts.
He therefore answered Paul very
warmly, that he fully syrepathised
with him in his present melancholy
gituation ; that, so far as he was. aon-
cemmed, .hewouldshm his lastelnliing
with lis beloved pupil, but that he
regretted at that moment he had enly
eleven-penoe hﬁpmyinhmwkev
that he would, however, exert himself
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to theutmost in proouring sa opening
for Paul’s literary genius; and that,
if Paul liked to take the slashing and
plastering part of the business on
himself, he would willingly surrender
it o bim, and-give krim all the profits
‘whatever theyanight be. Jin attondast.
he regretied simt a violemt rheuma-
tism prevented his giving up his own
bed to his pugil, Dut shat he might,
with ail -the pleasure imeginable, sloap
upen- the rug ‘befere the fire. Paul
was so.aflected by this kindness.im tie

1

worthy man, that, though not much
addicted to the melting mood, he shed
tears of gratitude; he insisted, how-
ever, on not receiving the whole re-
ward of his labours ; and at Jength i
‘was settled, though with a noble
reluctance on the part of Mac,Graw-
ler, dhat it should be equally shared
‘botween the critic and the critics
Drotégé; the half profils being roa-
sonably awarded to Mac ‘Grawler for
his instructions and his recommen-

CHAPTER V1L

¢« Bad events peep out o’ the tail of good puxposes.”

Ir was not long before there was a
visible izuprovemant in the pages -of
“ The Aginsum:” ¢he slashing part
of thet ineoxyparable journal was sad-
denly eeunveived amd carried on witha
vigowr and spivit which asbonished
the hulllowed few who eomtributed %o
its circudation. It was aot difioult to
see that s asw soldier had been en-
listed in the service ; ‘there was some-
thing o fresh and hearty sbout the
sbuse, that it -could mever have pro-
cesded from the wurn-out acerbity of
an did :dlusher. ‘To 'be sure, a little
ignorsnce of ordinary facts, and sn
innevating method of spplying words
t0 meanings whieh they never were
mesnt to denote, ware mew and then

in the criticisms -of
the new Achilles : neverthdless, it was
easy ‘to stiribuse these povuliarities to
#n-originil twrn of thinking ; and the
rise vf ‘the paper upon the appsarance
of a series of -articles wpon cemtempo-
rary authors, wiittten by vhis* eminent
hand,” wus so yemurkable, ‘that fifty
copies—a number perfestly uwprece-
dented in %he .amnals -¢f “ The Asi-
nsum "—wore sbeolutely sold in-one

Bartholomew Fair.

week : indeed, remembaring the prin-
«ciple on 'which it was feunded, ome
sturdy old writer declared, that the
journal weuld soen de fer itself and
‘become popular. There was a remark-
able ‘peculizrity sbout the litersry
‘débutant, who signed kimself “ Nobi-
hites.” He not only put old words to
a new sense, but he used words which
bhad mever, among the general run of
‘writers, been used before. This was
espeoially remarkable in the applica-
tion ‘of hard nmmes to suthors. Once,
in censuring & populwr writer for
pleasing the public, and thereby
rich, the “eminent hand ”
ended with—“Hewho surreptitiously
acoumulates bustle® is, in fact, nothing
better than a buzz gloak !+
These enigmatical words and re-
condite phrases imparted a great air
of learning to the style of ‘the new
critic ; 'and, from the unintelligible
sublimity of his diotion, it seemed
doubtful ‘whether he was & poet from
Highgate, or = philosopher from
Koningsburg. At all -events, the

* Money. + Piokpocket, .



reviewer preserved his incognito, and,
while his praises were rung at no
less than three tea-tables, even glory
appeared to him less delicious than
disguise.

In this incognito, reader, thou hast

already discovered Paul; and now, we
have to delight thee with a piece of
unexampled morality in the excellent
Mac Grawler. That worthy Mentor,
perceiving that there was an inherent
turn for dissipation and extravagance
in our hero, resolved magnanimously
rather to bring upon himself the sins
of treachery and mal-appropriation,
than suffer his friend and former
pupil to incur those of wastefulness
and profusion. Contrary, therefore,
to the agreement made with Paul,
instead of giving that youth the half
of those profits consequent on his
brilliant lucubrations, he imparted
-t0 him only one fourth, and, with
the utmost tenderness for Paul's
salvation, applied the other three
portions of the same to his own
necessities. The best actions are,
alas! often misconstrued in this world);
and we are now about to record a
remarkable instance of that melan-
choly truth.

One evening, Mac Grawler, having
“moistened his virtue ”in the same

-manner that the great Cato is said to
have done, in the confusion which
such a process sometimes occasions in
the best regulated heads, gave Paul
what appeared to him the outline of
& certain article, which he wished to
be slashingly filled up, but what in
reality was the following note from
the editor of a monthly periodical :—

“ 8ir,

“ Understanding that my friend,
Mr. , . proprietor of ‘The Asi-
neeum,’ allows the very distinguished
writer whom you have introduced to
the literary world, and who gigns
himself ¢ Nobilitas,” only five shillings
an article, I beg, through you, to
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tender him double that sum: the
article required will be of an ordinary
length,
“1 am, sir, &c.
&« ..

Now, that very morning, Mac
Grawler had informed Paul -of this
offer, altering only, from the ‘amiable
motives we have already explained,
the sum of ten shillings to that of
four; and no sooner did Paul read
the communication we have placed
before the reader, than, instead of
gratitude to Mac Grawler for his con-
sideration of Paul's moral infirmities,
he conceived against that gentleman
the most bitter resentment. He did -
not, however, vent his feelings at
once upon the Scotsman; indeed, at
that moment, as the was in a
deep sleep under the table, it would
have been to no purpose had - he
unbridled his indignation. But he
resolved without loss of time to quit
the abode of the eritic. “ And, in-
deed,” said he, soliloguising, “I am
heartily tired of this life, and shall be
very glad to seek some otlier employ-
ment. Fortunately, I have hoarded
up five guineas and four shillings,
and with that independence in my
possession, since I have forsworn
gambling, I cannot easily starve.”

To this soliloquy succeeded a mis-
anthropical revery upon the faith-
lessness of friends ; and the meditation
ended in Paul's making up a little
bundle of such clothes, &c. a8 Dummie
had succeeded in removing from the
Mug, and which Paul had taken from
the rag-merchant’s abode one morning
when Dummie was abroad.

When this easy task was concluded,
Paul wrote a short and upbraiding
note to his illustrious preceptor, and
left it unsealed on the table. He then,
upsetting the ink-bottle on Mac
Grawler’s sleeping countenance, de-
parted from the house, and strode
away he cared not whither.

The evening was gradually closing
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as Paul, chewing the cud of his bitter
fancies, found himself on London
Bridge. He paused there, and, lean-
ing over the bridge, gazed wistfully

“on the gloomy waters that rolled on.

ward, caring not a. minnow for the
numerous charming young ladies who
have thought proper to drown them-
selves in thosemerciless waves, thereby
depriving many a good mistress of
an excellent housemaid or an in-
valuable cook, and many a treacherous
Phaon of letters beginning with “Par-
jured Villen,” and ending with “Your
affectionot but molancolly Molly.”
. While thus musing, he was suddenly
accosted by a gentleman in boots and
spurs, having a riding-whip in one
hand, and the other hand stuck in
the pocket of his inexpreesibles. The

.hat of the gallant was gracefully and

carefully put on, 80 as to derange as
little as possible a profusion of dark
carls which, streaming with unguents,
fell low not only on either side of the
face, but on the neck, and even the
shoulders of the owner. The face
was saturnine and strongly marked,
but handsome and striking. There
was a mixtare of frippery and stern-
ness in its expression ;—something
between Madame Vestris and T. P.
Cooke, or between “lovely Sally” and
a “Captain bold of Halifax.” The
stature of this personage was remark-
ably tall, and his figure was stout,
muscular, and well knit. In fine, to
complete his portrait, and give our
readers of the present day an exact
idea of this hero of the past, we shall
add that he was altogether that sort
of gentleman one sees swaggering in
the Burlington Arcade, with his hair
and hat on one side, and a military
cloak thrown over his shoulders ;—or
prowling in Regent Street, towards
the evening, whiskered and cigarred,

Laying his hand on the shoulder of
our hero, this gentleman said, with
an affected intonation of voice :—

“ How dost, my fine fellow 1—long
! No. 28. '

since I saw you !—dammee, bat you
look the worse for wear. What hast
thou been doing with thyself?”

“Ha!” cried our hero, returning
the salutation of the stranger, “and
is it Long Ned whom I behold? I am
indeed glad to meet you; and I say,
my friend, I hope what I heard of you
is not true!” .

“Hist!” eaid Long Ned, looking
round fearfully, and sinking his voice,
—*“never talk of what you hear of
gentlemen, except you wish to bring
them to their last dying speech and
confeesion. But come with me, my
Iad; there is a tavern hard by, and
we may a8 well discuss matters over a
pint of wine. You look cursed seedy,
to be sure, but. I can tell Bill the
waiter—famous fellow, that Bill !—
that you are one of my tenants, come
to complain of my steward, who has
just distrained you for remt, you
dog!—No wonder you look so worn
in the Come follow me,
I can’t walk with thee. It would look
too like Northumberland House and
the butcher’s abode next door taking
a stroll together.”

“ Really, Mr. Pepper,” said our
hero, colouring, and by no means
pleased with the ingenious comparison
of his friend, “if you are ashamed of
my clothes, which I own might be
newer, I will not wound you with
my —"

“ Pooh! my lad—pooh!” ecried
Long Ned, interrupting him ; “never
take offence. J never do. I mever
take any thing but money,—except,
indeed, watches. I don’t mean to
hurt your feelings;—all of us have
been poor once. ’'Gad, I remember
when I had not a dud to my back,
and now, you see me—you see me,
Paul! But come, ’tis only through
the streets you need separate from
me. Koep a little behind—very
little—that will do.—Ay, that will
do,” repeated Long Ned, mutteringly
to himself, “ they’ll take him for a
% 3
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"bailtff. It looks handseme nowsdsys
to be'so attended, It shews one had
credit once /”

ever of the crimes of his cost-amd
the vices of his other “0
breathe not its name !”—followed
doggedly and sullenly the strutting
steps of the coxcombical Mr. Pepper.
That
small tavern, and, arresting 3 wajter
who was running scross the -passsge
into the coffee-room with-a &ish of
‘hung-beef, demanded (mo doubt from
a pleasing anticipstion of a similar
pendulous catastrophe) & plate of the
same excellent cheer, to be carried,
in company with a botile of porf,
into a private a t. Wo soomer
did he find himself alone with Psul,
than, bursting into & loud laugh, Mr.
"Ned suryeyed his comrade from head
‘to ‘foot, through an which
he wore fastened to his button-hole
by a piece of blue ribsnd.
“Well—gad now,” said he, stop-
ping ever and anon, as if to laugh the
.more heartily—“stab my vitals, but
you are a comical quiz; I wonder
what the women would eay, if they
saw the dashing Edward Pepper,
Esquire, walking arm in srm with
thee at Ranelagh or Vauxhall? Nay,
man, never be downeast; if Ilaugh
at thee, it is only to make thee look
‘s little merrier thyself. Why, thou
lookest like a book of my grand-
father’s called Burton's Anatemy of
Melancholy ; and faith, a shabbjer
‘bound copy of it I never saw.”
“These jests are a little bard,” said
Paul, struggling between anger aud
an attempt to smile ; and then recol-
lecting his late literary occupations,
“and the many extracts he had taken
from Gleanings of the Belles Letres,
‘in order to impart elegance to_his
- ‘-

arrived at Iast at & |

“PAUYL, CLIPFORD.

eriticisms, he throw out his hamd

theatrically, and spomted with &

solemn faco—

«cc Of all the griefs that harass the distrest; *
Sire the most bitter is sscerntyl Jest !’ *
““Well now, prithee forgive me,”

sbid Long Ned, composing his fes-

tores; “and just tell me what you
have been doing the last two months.”
and plasterigg!” said

Paul, with conscious pride. :
“ Rlgahing and what! The boy’s

mag,—what do you mean, Pault”
“In other words,” said our hero,

! g very stowly, “¥kmnow, O very

“Long Ned ! that 1 have been critic to

“The Asingenm.””
1f Paul's comrmie lapghed at first,

'he now laughed ten times more

.merrfly than -ever. ‘He threw his

'length of limb upon a meighbouring

sofa, and literally rolled with cachin-
natory convnlsions; nor did his risible

-emotions subside until the entrance

of the hungbeef restored him to
recollection. RBecing, then, that a
clond lowered oyer Paul's counte-
nance, he went up to him, with some-
thing like gravity ; begged his pardon
for his want of politeness; and desired
him to wash away all nnkindness in
& bumper of port. Paul, whose ex-
cellent dispositions we have before
had occasion to remark, was not im-
pervions to his friend’s apologies.
He assured Long Ned, that he quite
forgave him for his ridicule of the
high situation he (Paul) had enjoyed
in the Nterary world ; that it was the
duty of a public censor to bear mno
malice; and that he should be very
glad to take his share in the interment
of the hung-beef,

‘The pair now set down to thejr ré-
past, and Panl, who had fared but
meagrely in that Temple of Athena
over which Mac Grawler presided,
did ample justice to the viands before
him. By degrees, as he ate and
drank, his heart opened to his com-
panion; and, laying sside that Asi.
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o dignity ‘whish he had at st
thought it imemmbhent en him o
‘sssume, he entertained with

--all the particulars of the life he had
Iately ‘passed. Hé msxrated to him
his breach with Dame Lohkina ; his
agroement ‘with Niac Grawler; the

. gloryhe had sequined, and. the wrongs
ke had suatained ; and he coneluded,
a8 now the second bottle made its
appearance, by stating ‘his desire of
exchanging, for ssme mere -aotive
‘profession, that sedentary carces which
he hsd s0 hegun.

'Phia 1ast part of ‘Paul's confeesions
secretly delighted the-monl of Long
Ned; for that experienssd eslbeator
of \‘.be highways—(Ned, was, indeed,
of mo leas nohlo.s * profession)~edad
long-fixed an/ eye wpam oar hero, as
ome wham he-thenght. Klesly to.be an
"homour to that enterprising calling
+which ‘he espepscd, and an weeful
assistant 10 himaedf. He had nat, in
his earlier acquaintance with Paaul,
when the youth -was under the roof
and the surveillance of the practised
and wary Mrs. Lobkins, deemed it
prudent $0.expese the exact natare of
his own pursnits, and had conteated
bimself by graduslly ripening the
miad and the finances of Paul imto

" that state when the propssitien of a
leap from a hedge would not be likely
greatly to revolt the person to whom
it was made. He now thought that
time near at hand; and, filling our
hero's glass mp to the brim, thus
artfally addressed him :—

# Courage, my friend |—your narre-
tion has given me a sensible pleasure;
for, eurse me if it has not strengthened
‘my favourite opinion,—that every
‘thing is for the best. If it had not
been for the meanness of that pitiful
fellow, Mac ‘Grawler, you might still

of earning & fow shillings-a-week, and
vilifying a pareel ‘of poor devils in
the what-d'yecallit,' with a herd
name; whereas now, my good Paul,
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I trust 1 shall b sble to-open to your
genins a now eavesr, in which gnineas
are had for the saking,~4in which you
may wear fino elothes, and agle the
ladies ot Ranslagh; and when you
are -tired of glory :and lberty, Paul
why you have anly tomake your bow
to an heivess, or a widew with a
spankiag jointure, end quit the hum
of man:like a Cinginnatus | ”
Though Paul's perception into the
abatruser hranehes of moxals was not

‘very -apmte,—~aund at .that time the

port wine had considersbly confused
the few notiens he upon

-“ the beanty of viring,”~pet he conld

not but perceive that Mr. Pepper’s
insinnated proposition was far from
‘being one which the-banch of bishops,
or a synod of momlists, would con-
scientiously have approved: he conse-
-quently reinained silent; .and Long
Ned, after a paase, eontinued—
“You ¥mnow'my geneslogy, my
good fellow¢—1 was theson of Lawyer
Pepper, a shrewd old dog; but as hot as
Caleutta ; and the grandson of Sexton
Pepper, & great author, who wrote
verses on tombstones, snd kepta stall
of - religions traets in Carlisle. My
grandfather, the sexton, wasthe best
temper of the family; for all of us
are a little inelined to be hot in the
mouth, Well, my fine follow, my
father left me his blessing, and this
devilish good head of hair. I lived
for spme years on my OWD resources.
I found it a pertieniarly inconvenient

-metle of life, and of late I have taken

to live on the public. My father and
grendfather did it before me, though
in 3 different line. *Tis the pleasantest
plan in the world. Follow my ex-
smple,and your ceatshall be as spruce
a3 'my own.—Master Paul your

-health, ! *
be inspired with the paléry ambition | .

“ But, O longcst of moﬂds l" said

Paaul, reﬁlllng his .glass, “thongh the

public may sllow you to éat yomr

mutton off their backs for a-short

time, they will kick up at lasy, and
p2
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" upset you and your banquet : in other
words -(pu'don my metaphor, dear
. Ned, in remembrance of the part I
lnve lately maintained in ¢ The Asi-
neeum,” that most magnificent and
metaphorical of journals!)—in other
words, the police will nab thee at
. last ; and.thou wilt have the distin-
guished fate, as thou already hast
characteristi

“the distinguishing o—of
Absalom ! ”
“ You mean that I shall be hanged,”

said Long Ned. “ That may or may
not be’; but he who fears death never
enjoys life. Consider, Paul, that
though hanging is a bad fate, starving

- is & worse; wherefore fill your glass,
and let us drink to the health of
that great donkey, the people, and
may we never want saddles to ride
it)” :

“To the great donkey,” cried Paul,
tossing off his bumper; “may your
(y)ears be as long!" But I own to

* you, my friend, that I cannot enter
into your plans. And, as a token of
my resolution, I shall drink no more,
for my eyes already begin to dance in
the air: and if I listen longer to
your resistless eloquence, my feet may
share the same fate ! ”

So saying, Paul rose; nor could
any entreaty, on the part of - his
entertainer, persuade him to resnme
his seat..

“Nay, a8 you will,” said Pepper,
sﬂ'ectmg a umwlmlant tone, and

arranging his cravat before the glass.
“Ndy, as you will. Ned Pepper
requires no man’s companionship

his liking : and if the noble
spark of ambition be not in your
bosom, 'tis no use spending my breath
in blowing at what only existed in
my too flattering opinion of your
qualitiea. 8o, then, you propose to
return to Mac Grawler, (the scurvy
old cheat !) and pass the inglorious
remainder of your life in the mangling
of authors and the murder of gram-
mar! Go, my good fellow, go!
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scribble again and for ever for Mac
Grawler, and let him live upon thy
brains, instead of suffering thy brains

“Hold 1” cried Paul. “ Although
I may have some scruples which pre-
vent my adoption of that rising line
of life you have proposed to me, yet
you are very much mistaken if you
imagine me so spiritless as any longer
to" subject myself to the frauds of
that rascal Mac Grawler. No! My
present intention is to pay my old
nurse 8 visit. It appears to me pass-
ing strange, that though I have left
her so- many weeks, she has never
relented enough to track me out,
which one would think would have
been no difficult matter : and now you
see that I am pretty well off, having
five guineas and four shillings, all my
own, and she can scarcely think I
want her money, my heart melts to
her, and I shall go and ask pardon
for my haste ! ”

“ Pshaw ! sentimental,” cried Long
Ned, a little alarmed at the thought of
Paul's gliding from those clutches
which he thought had now so firmly
closed upon him. “ Why, you surely
don’t mean, after having once tasted
the joys of independence, to go back
to the boozing ken, and bear all
Mother Lobkins’ drunken tantarums!
Better have stayed with Mac Grawler
of the two!”

“You mistake me,” answered Paul’;
“1 mean solely to make it up with
her, and get her permission to see the
world, My ultimate intention is—to
travel.”

“Right ; ” cried Ned, “on the high-
road—and on horseback, I hope !”

“No, my Colossus of Roads! No!
Iam in doubt whether or not I shall
enlist in a marching ent, or
(give me your advice on it) I fancy I
have a great turn for the stage, pvsr
since I saw Garrick in Richard. Shsll
I turn stroller? It -must be a merry
life.”
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“(, the devil!” cried Ned “I
myself once did Cassio in & barn, and
every one swore I enacted the drunken
scene to perfection ; but you have no
notion what a lamentable life it is to
s man of any susceptibility. No, my
friend. No! There is only one line
in all the old plays worthy thy atten-
tion—

¢ Tody or not tody,* that is the question.’

1 forget the rest !”

“Well!” said our hero, answering
in the same jocular vein, I confess, I
have ‘the actor’s high ambition.’. It
is astonishing how my heart beat,
when Richard cried out, ‘Come bustle,
bustle !’ Yes, Pepper avaunt!—

*A thousand hearts are great within my
‘bosom.””

“Well, well,”said Long Ned, stretch-
ing himself, “since you are so fond of
the play,,what say you to an excursion
thither to-night? Garrick acts!”

“ Done!” cried Paul.

“Done !” echoed lazily Long Ned,
rising with that blasé air which dis-
tinguishes the matured man of the
world from the enthusiastic tyro.
“Done! and we will adjourn after-
wards to the White Horse.”

“ But stay a moment,” said Paul;
“if you remember, I owed you a
gninea when I last saw you: here it
m 1 ”»

“ Nonsense,” exclaimed Long Ned,
refusing the money, “ nonsense ! you
want the money at present ; pay me
when you are richer. Nay, never be
coy about it : debts of honour are not
paid now as they used to be. Welads
of the Fish Lane Club have changed
all that. - Well, well, if I must.”

And Long Ned, seemg that Paul
insisted, pocketed the gumea. When
this delicate matter had been ar-

“ Co;ne,", said Pepper, “come get

# The highway. t Money.
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your hat; but, bless me! I have for-
gotten one thing.”

“ What 1"

“ Why, my fine Paul, consider, the
play is a bang-up sort of a place ; look
::.lyoureo.emdyonrwﬂmg that’s

!”

Our hero was struck dumb with
this argumentum ad hominem. But
Long Ned, after enjoying his per
plexity, relioved him of it, by wllmg
him that he knew of an honest trades-
man who kept a ready-made shop,
just by the theatre, and who would
fit him out in a moment. .

In fact Long Ned was as good as
his word ; he carried Paul to a tailor,
who gave him for the sum of thirty
shillings, half ready money, half on
credit, a green coat with a tarnished
gold lace, a pair of red inexpressibles,
and a pepper-and-salt waistcoat ; it is
true, they were somewhat of the hrgeet
for they had once belonged to no less
a poson than Long Ned himself: but
Paul did not then regard those nice-
ties of apparel, as he was subsequently
taught to do by Gentleman George (a
personage hereafter to be introduced
to our reader), and he went to the
theatre, as well satisfied with himself
as if he had been Mr. T——, or the
Count de M——. .

Our adventurers are now quietly
seated in the theatre, and we shall not
think it necessary to detail the per-
formances they saw, or the observa-
tions they made. Long Ned was one
of those superior beings of the road
who would not for the world have
condescended to appear any where but
in the boxes, and, accordingly, the
friends procured a couple of places in
the dress-tier. In the next box to
the one our adventurers adorned, they
remarked, more especially than the
rest of t.he audience, & gentleman and
a young lady seated next each other;
the latter, who was about thirteen
years old, was so uncommonly beau-
tiful, that Paul, despite his dramatic
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enthusisem, could: soarodly divert his.
eyes from her counteumice to the
stage. Her hair, of a bright-ead fair

the roses seemed just bnddmg as ib
weve, into- blash: luayuhge

if'a very breath -¢ould mar it Pur-
haps the facs might bhave wanted
animation ; but, perimps, ale, it bor-
rumdn'mﬂntmtmum
t‘herepono{ﬁemmsoloﬁ
and gentle, that the eys wamdered
there with the sahe dwlight, and left
it with the same reluctanece, which it
experiences-in dwelling on or in:quit-
ting those ‘haes which are found to
harmonise- the most with its-visiom
But- while -Paul was fesding his. gave
on this youtg beauty, the keen
glances of Leng Ned Imd found an
object ‘no less faseinating in a:large
gold watch which the gentleman who
accompanied the damsel ever and
anon broughst to his eye, as if he were
:{ui:g a little weary of the length

" the pieces or the ro-

e lingering p:

“ What a Besutifal faee!™ whis-
pered Paal,

“Is the fave goid, then, as well as
the baek‘l"whhpemdhngﬂed»in
retum,

- PANL.CLIDFORD,

Abma | with, began wondering What relation~
ship her companion bore to her.
Though the gentleman altogether was
handsome, yet his fentures, and the.
whole

many & line aad fwrréw; snd in his
oyes the light, though searching, was
more sober and staid than becaufe
his years. A disagreeable expression
plsyed abeut the mouth, amd the
shape of the face, which was long and:
thin, considersbly detraeted from.the
prepossessing effect of & hemdsomie
aquiline nose, fine teeth, and & dark,
matily, though sallow comrplexion.
There was a mingled air of shrewd-
ness snd distraction in the expression
of his face. He seemed to pay very
little attewrtion to the play, or te any
thing about him; but he testified
very considerable alacrity when the
play was over in putting her cloak
around his young companion, and in

their way through the thick
crowd that the boxes were now pour-
ing forth.

Paml and his compemion silently,
and' em¢h: with very different mo-
tives: from the other, followed thenr,
They were now at the door of the
theatte.

A servant stepped forward and in-
formed the gentieman that hiscarringe
was a few paces distant, but thst it
might be some tinre: before it counld
drive up to the theatre.

“ Can you walk te the carrisge, my
dear?” said-the—gentleman to- his
young charge ; and.ghe . answering in
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the affirmative, they both left the
house, preceded by the servant.

“ Come on!” said Long Ned,
hastily, and walking in the same
direction which the strangers‘ had
taken. Paul readily agreed ; they
soon overtook the strangeis.
Ned walked the nearest to the. gens
tleman, and brushed by> him«in
passing. Presently a vole cried,
“Stop thief!” and Long Ned imwying’
to Paul, “Shift for yourself—runr”
darted from our hero's side into the
arowd, and. vanished ity & twinkling:.
Before Paul osuld resover his amaney
he fownd hinmelf suddenly seideds by
the oellar; he tussed sbruptly, smd
sew the dask facwr.of -the youmg iadyle

eompanion,..

“ Basosh!” cvied the. gentbenimei:
“ ray ‘wateh:)”

“ Watch$” repeated Psul, howtd:
dered ; smdonly for the.mite of the
m Indy reftaisting frons knesking;

downt his arvestors— Watch!”"

4 Ay, youug Tass |” cxded s fdlow
ina grest eoady who now suddendy aps
péared.on the-otherside of Paul ; “:m
geatlomen'swatch, piease yeurhomour
(addtessing the complsinanty, 1 be @
watcls teo,~ahndl I ko up thimchaph”

“By sll meeuns,” eried the gentie

man; “T weuld net:have loxt my |1

wateh) for twiesdtevalue.: 1.can swesr
I saw this fallow's compaaion. santch
it from my fob. The thief’s gone;
but wé bave at- leass the: aecomplive.
I give him in. sirict charge to yow;
wateheman ; take thd edmsequenses if
you Iét him. coewpe.”

The watehinan answered, suilealy,
that bedid not wans to be threstened,
sad heicnswhow tondissltarge hisduty.

"Yiong] est him.

s

“Don’t answer me, fellow!” said
the gentleman haughtily; “do as I
tell you!” And, after a little col-
loquy, Paul found himself suddenly

off between two tall fellows,
who looked prodigiously inclined to
By this time he had re-
covered his surprise and dismay : he
did notswant -the penetration to see
that hi# companion had really com-
mittad the ce for which Ae was
tharged } and he also foresaw that the
circumstance might be attended with
dissgiresablo: ontzsoguentes to hissself,
Tinder:alk the features of the cnss, he
thomght . thak an attemapt to- escape:
would netbosniinipradent provseding
ofehin pest ; aceosdingly, after moving.
| adénpaoss very qmly and very pasc
sively; he: wedohed his oppertwaity,
weenched himsslf frem: the gripe of
the gantlessan onhis left, and brought:
the hamd:. thue: reloased agnimat: the'
clwoels.of :thesgamtletman ow his right
whilt:s0 -heanty & good will a8 to comee
hbt«lelqﬂ his hotd, and retread/

sianbing:

abead sort of How with the lefd fimbin
very uafsvourable towinde the preses-
vatiom:.of & firm balames; udbd‘ow

(which a mem may reasonably bosst
of losing, simos it i only the mivority
wha hewe thema to lose), he found
hisasetf: streichied: on. - betiol in the
Wakshlwuse.
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CHAPTER VII

« Begirt with many a gallant slave,
Apparell'd as becomes the brave, :

014 Giaffir sat in his divan :
. . .

[ ] . iR J

.
L

L
L

Much I misdoudt this wayward boy
‘Will one day work me more annoy.”

Tas learned and -ingenious John
Schweighseuser (s name facile to spell
and mellifluous to pronounce) hath
been pleued, in that Appendiz conti-

doctrine de mente
humam? which closeth the volume of
his Opuscula Academica, to observe
(we translate from memory) that, “in
the infinite variety of things which in
the theatre of the world occur to a
man’s survey, ‘or in some manner or
another affect his body or his mind,
by far the greater part are so con-
trived a8 to bring to him rather some
sense of pleasure than of pain or dis-
comfort.” Assuming that this holds
generally good in well-constituted
frames, we point out a notable ex-
ample in the case of the incarcerated
Paul; for, although that youth wasin
no agreeable situation at the time
present, and although nothing very
encouraging smiled upon him from
the prospects of the future, yet, as
soon as he had recovered his con-
sciousness, and given himself a rousing
shake, he found an immediate source
of pleasure in discovering, first, that
several ladies and gentlemen bore him
company in his imprisonment ; and,
secondly, in perceiving a huge jug of
water within his reach, which, as his
awaking sensation was that of burn-
ing thirst, he delightedly emptied at
8 drsught. He then, stretching him-
self, looked around with a wistfal
earnestness, and discovered a back
turned towards him, and recumbent | head.

Bride of Abydos.

on the floor, which, at the very first
glance, appeared to him familiar.
“ Surely,” thought he, “I know that
frieze coat, and the peculiar turn of
those narrow shoulders.” Thus solilo-
quising, he raised himself, and, put-
ting out his leg, he gently kicked the
reclining form. “ Muttering strange
oaths,” the form turned round, and,
raising itself upon that inhospitable
part of the body in which the intro-
duction of foreign feet is considered
any thing but an honour, it fixed its
dull- blue eyes upon the face of the
disturber of its slumbers, gradually
opening them wider and wider, until-
they seemed to have enlarged them-
selves into proportions fit for the
swallowing of the important - truth
that burst upon'them, and then from
the mouth of the creature issued—

“Queer my glims, if that bem't
little Paul 1”

“ Ay, Dummie, here I am |—Not
been long without being laid by the
heels, you see!—Life is short ; we must
make the best use of our time ! *

Upon this, Mr. Dunnaker (it was no
less respectable a person) scrambled
up from the floor, and seating himself
on the bench beside Paul, said, in a
pitying tone,—

“Vy,laus-a-me if you ben’t knocked
o’ the head !—Your pole’s as bloody as
Murphy’s face* ven his throat's cut!”

* « Murphy’s face,” unlearned reader,
M in Irish phrase, to mean ¢ pig’s
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“'Tis only the fortune of war,

Dummie, and & mere trifle: the
- heads manufactured at Thames Court
are not easily put out of order. But
tell me, how come you here 1”

“Vy, I had been lushing heavy
vet—"

“Till you grew light in the head,
eh? and fell into the kennel.”

“Yes”

“Mine is a worse business than
that, I fear:” and therewith Paul, in
a lower voice, related to the trusty
Dummie the train of accidents which
had conducted him to his present
asylum. Dummie’s face elongated as
he listened : however, when the nar-
rative was over, he endeavoured such
consolatory palliatives as occurred to
him. He represented, first, the pos-
sibility that the gentleman might not
take the trouble to appear ; secondly,
the certainty that no watch was found
about Paul’s person ; thirdly, the fact
that, even by the gentleman’s confes-
sion, Paul had not been the actual
offender; fourthly, if the worst came
to the worst, what were a few weeks',
or even months’, imprisonment?

“Blow me tight!” said Dummie,
“if it ben’t as good a vay of passing
the time a2 a cove as is fond of snug-
gery need desire | ”

This observation had no comfort for
Paul, who recoiled,” with all the
maiden coyness of one to whom such
unions are unfamiliar, from & matri-
monial alliance with the snuggery of
the House of Correction. He rather
trusted to another source for consola-
tion. -In & word, he encouraged the
flattering belief, that Long Ned, find-
ing that Paul had been caught instead
of himself, would have the generosity
to come forward and exculpate him
from the charge. On hinting this
idea to Dummie, that accomplished
“man about town” could not for some
time believe that any simpleton could
be so thoroughly unacquainted with
the world as seriously to entertain so

I
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ridiculous & notion ; and, indeed, it is
somewhat remarkable that such a
hope should ever have told its flatter-
ing tale to one brought up in the
house of Mrs. Margaret Lobkins. But
Paul, we have seen, had formed many
of his notions from books; and he
had the same fine theories of your
““moral rogue,” that possess the minds
of young patriots when they first leave
college for the House of Commons,
and think integrity a prettier thing
than office. '

Mr. Dunnaker urged Paul, seriously,
to dismiss so vague and childish &
fancy from his breast, and rather to
think of what line of defence it would
be best for him to pursue. This sub-
ject being at length exhausted, Paul
recurred to Mrs. Lobkins, and in-
quired whether Dummie had-lately
honoured that lady with a visit.

Mr. Dunnaker replied that he had,
though with much difficulty, appeased
her anger against him for his supposed
abetment of Paul’s excesses, and that
of late she had held sundry conversa-
tions with Dummie respecting our
hero himself. Upon questioning
Dummie further, Paul learned the
good matron’s reasons for not evinc-
ing that solicitude for his returm
which our hero had reasonably antici-
pated. The fact was, that she, having
no confidence whatsoever in his own
resources independent of her, had not
been sorry of an opportunity effec-
tually, as she hoped, to humble that
pride which had so revolted her; and
she pleased her vanity by anticipating
the time when Paul, starved into sub-
mission, would gladly and penitently
re-seck the shelter of her roof, and,
tamed as it were by experience, would
never again ‘kick against the yoke
which her matronly prudence thought
it fitting to impose upon him. She
contented herself, then, with obtaining
from Dummie the intelligence that
our hero was under Mac Grawler’s
roof, and, therefore, out of all absolute
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eul, md,u sho could:not foresse the
ingemious exertioms of imtellect by
which - Paul had . cenverted himself
inm the “ Nobilitaa” of “The Asi-

” and thereby saved himself
fmm umr penury, she was perfectly
comvinced, from her knowledge' of
character, . that, the illusirious Mac

Grawler would not long continue that-

protection to the rebellious. protégs,
which, . in: iex opinion, wes kis oaly.
presezvative from picking  pockets:or
famishing. T the former deoent al-
ternative sho knew Paals great and
Jejune aversion, and she consequently
had little fear for his morals or his
safety, in thus abandoning him for a
while to chance, Any anxiety, too,
that she might otherwise bave keenly
experienced . was deadened by the
habitual intoxication now increasing
upon the good lady with age, and
which, though at times she could be
excited to all her characteristic vehe-
mence, kept Ler senses for the moss
part plunged into a Lethesan stapor;

or, to. speak more .courteounsly, into a’

poetical abstraction from the things
of the external world.

“ But,” said Dummie; as by
he imparted the solution. of the dame’s
conduct to the listening ear of his
companion—* But I hopesas how ven
you be out of -this ere scxape, leetlo
Paul, you vill take varning, and drop
Moester Pepper’s acquaintance . (vich,
I must say, I vas alvays.a sorry. to see
you hencourage), and.go home to the
Mug, and fam grasp the old mort, for
she has not been like the same eretur
ever gince you vent, 8he’s.a delicate
arted oman, that Piggy Lob {”

So appropriate a panegyric on Mrs,
Margaret Lobkins might, at another
time, bhave excited Paul’s risible
nruscles ; but at. that moment he
really felt compunction for the unce
remonious manner in which he had
left her, and the sofiness of regretful
affection imbued in its hallewing
¢olours even the image of Piggy Lob,

In conversation of this intellectuwa

and domestic. description, the night:
and ensuing merning pased away, till-

Paul found himself in.the awful pre-
sence of Justice Burnflat. Several
cases were: disposed. of befere his ewn,

and among others Mr. Dummie Dun.

naker obtained. his release, though
not witheut.a. severe reprimand for
his sin of inebriety, which mo dowbt
sensibly affected.the ingenuous spirit
of that-noble character. At length
Paul’s tarn came. He heard, as he
teok his station, a general busz, A$
first he imagined it wasat his own in~
teresting appearancs ; but, raising his
oyes, he perceived that it was at.-the
entrance of the gentleman who was ta
become his accuser,

“ Hush,” said. some one nesr him,
“’tis Lawyer Brandon. Ah, he’s
a ‘cute fellow! It will go hard with
the person he complains of.”

There was a happy fund of elasticity
of spirit about our hero; and though
he had not the good fortune o have
“a blighted heart,” a . circumstanse
which, by the poots and philosophers
of the present day, is supposed to

degrees | inspire & man with wonderfulcolnge,

and. make him impervious to all mis-
fortunes ; yet he bore himself up with
wonderful courage- under his present
trying situation, and was far from
overwhelmed, though he was certainly
a little damped, by the observation he
had just heard.

Mr. Brandon, was, indeed, & barris-
ter of considerable reputation, and in
high esteem. in.the world, not only for
talent, but also for a. great amsterity
of manners, which, though a little
mingled with sternness and acerbity
for the errors of other men, was natu-
rally thought the mwore praiseworthy
on that account ; there being, as per
sons of experience are doubtless aware,
two divisions in the first class of
morality : imprimis, a great hatsed for
thevices of one’s neighbour; secondly,
the possession of virtues in one’s self, .
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Mr. Braadon was roceived with
great courtesy by Justice Burnfiag,
and as he omme, wadh. in haad (&
borrowed waleh), snying that kis time |
was worth five guineas &  momend,
the justica. proseeded intraediately o
business,

Nothing. eould be cleaves, .sliortar,
or more satisfaciexy, thes the evidemeo
of Mr. Beanden; The sorzeborative’
teatimony ‘of thy watehzmmn, followed ;
and then Paul-was called upom for his!
defence.. This was equally, brief with:
the chavge;—but,. alas! it was not
equally satisfnetory, It commisted im
a fom declaration of hie immocence.
His- comyade, he oomfessed, might
have stolem the wateh,.bus he humbly
suggested that that. was exactly the
very reasom Why /e had neé stelen it.

“ How long, fellow,” asked . Justice
Burnflat, “have ysu kirown. yowr

ion}”

“ About half 3 yeart”

“ And what is his nameand calling”

Paul. hesitated, " and. deelined: to
answer, .

“ A sad piece of business!” said the.
Jjustice, in a- melancholy teme, and
shaking his head. portenieusly,

"~ The lawyer aoguiesced mthoapho-
rism; but with grest

observed, that he did met wish 40 be
hard upen the yeungman. His yeuth
was in his favour, amd his offonce was
probably the comsequence .of evil com~

pany, He suggested, therefore, that | to

a8 he maust be perfectly aware of the
address of his friend, he should receive
afull. pardonif he would immedistely
favour the magistrate with) that infor-
with singalas philanthropy, thad it was
not the punishment of the youth,. bus
the recavery of . his: watel, that' he
desired.

Justice Bumfia, havisg. duly im-
pressed upon our -heves miad the
disinterested and Christian mercy of
the complainant, and the everlasting

obligation. Paul was under to him for

48.

it displey, new veposied, with donble
schemnidy, those. o8

the habitation and name of Long Ned,.
whish-our heto-hsd befosedeclined to
LREWer.

Crisved aze we to confoms that Paul,
ungrabeful for; snd wholly untonched
by, .the besutiful of Lawyer:
Brandon, contineed firm im his steb-
bern: demial ¢ betray bis comrade; snd.
with equal obdurary he continued to
insist upen his-own inneconce and un
blemaished. respeetability -of charaster..

“ Yourmame, young man?” quéth
the justic. “ Your name, youmsy, is
Paul-~Paal what? yow have many an
aliasy 1’1} be bound.”

“ Paul Lobkins, yowr worship.”

“ Lebkinsé” repsated the judge~—
“ Lobhine! come hither, Saunders:
lwwe mot we that aame down in our
black books?}”

“p, please your worship,” quotk a
litile stout xem, very usefal in many
respects to the Festus of the police,
“ thawe: is ons Peggy Lobkins, who
keeps a publie-house, &.sors of flask
ken, caliod the Mug, in Thames Court,
net exsctly in our best, your worship.”

“ Ho, ho!” ssid Justios Burafist,

inkimg a6 My. Beamdon, « we must
gift this & litle. Pray, Mr. Paul
Lobkins, what relation i» the goed
Ismdlady of the Mag, in Thames Court,

l”

“ Nemv ab all, air,” ssid Paul,
hastily,—# ghe 's only a friend } ”

Upon thie there was & langh in the
mt

“ Silenve,” oried the justioe: “and
I dare sey, Mr. Paul Lobkins, that
this friemd of yeurs will veunch for the
respectability of your chamaster, upon
which:you.sse plessed t0 value your-
self1”

“] have net » doubt of it, sir,”
answered Paul ; snd there was smother

langh.
“ And in .there: sny other equally:
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yours who will do you the like kind-
nees t”

Paul hesitated ; and at that moment,
to the surprise of the court, but, above
all, to the utter and astounding sur-
prise of himself, twogentlemen, dressed
in the height of the fashion, pushed
forward, and, bowing to the justice,
declared themselves ready to .vouch
for the thorough respectability and
unim e character of Mr. Paul
Lobkins, whom they had known, they
said, for many years, and for whom
they had the greatest respect. While
Psul was surveying the persons of
these kind friends, whom he never
remembered to have seen before in
the course of his life, the lawyer, who
was a very sharp fellow, whispered to
the magistrate; and that dignitary
nodding as in assent, and eyeing the
new comers, inquired the names of
Mr. Lobkins’s witnesses.

“ Mr. Eustace Fitzherbert, and Mr.
William Howard Russell,” were the
several replies. -

Names so aristocratic produced a
general sensation. But the impene-
trable justice, calling the same Mr.
Saunders he had addressed before,
asked him to examine well the coun-
tenances of Mr. Lobkins’ friends.

As the alguaril eyed the features of
the memorable Don Raphael and the
illustrious Manuel Morales, when the
former of those accomplished person-
ages thought it convenient to assume
the travelling dignity of an Italian
prince, son of the sovereign of the
valleys which lie between Switzerland,
the Milanese, and - S8avoy, while the
latter was contented with being ser-
vant to Monseigneur le Prince ; even
80, - with far more earnestness than
respect, did Mr. Saunders eye the
features of those high-born gentlemen,
Mesars. Eustace Fitzherbert and Wil-
liam Howard Russell; but, after a
long survey, he withdrew his eyes,
made an unsatisfactory and unrecog-
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weighty and praiseworthy friend of | nising

none of my flock ; but Bill Troutling
knows more of this sort of genteel
cbplmthn 1 does.” )

“ Bill Troutling appear!” was
the laconic order.

At that name a certain modest con-
fusion might have been visible in the
faces of Mr. Eustace Fitzherbert and
Mr. William Howard Russell, had not
the attention of the court been imme-
diately directed to another case. A
poor woman had been committed for
seven days to the House of Correction
on a charge of dierespectabilily. Her
husband, the person most interested
in the matter, now came forward to
disprove the charge; and by help of
his neighbours he succeeded.

“It is all very true,” said Justice
Burnflat; “but as your wife, my good
fellow, will be out in five days, it will
be scarcely worth while to release her
now.” *

80 judicious a decision could not
fail of satisfying the husband ; and the
audience became from that moment
enlightened as to s very remarkable
truth, viz. that five days out of seven
bear & peculiarly small proportion to
the remaining two; and that people
in England have so prodigious a love
for punishment, that though it is not
worth while to velease an innocent
woman from prison five days sooner
than one would otherwise have done,
it is exceedingly well worth while to
commit her to prison for seven !

When the husband, drawing his
rough hand across his eyes, and mut-

some vuigar impertinence or
m«;ther,hd withdrawn, Mr. Saunders
said,—

“ Here be Bill Troutling, your
worship | ” )

“ Oh, well,” quoth the justice,—
‘ and now Mr. Eustace Fits —

#* A fact, oocurring in the month of Janu-

ary, 1830.— Vide * The Morning Herald.”
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Hollo, how’s this! where are Mr.
William Howard Russell and his
friend Mr. Eustace Fitsherbert?}”

“ Echo answered,—Where ?*

These noble gentlemen, having a
natural dislike to be confronted with
80 low & person as Mr. Bill Troutling,
had, the instant public interest was
directed from them, silently disap-
peared from s scene where their rank
in life seemed .so little regarded. If,
reader, you should be anxious to learn
from what part of the world the tran-
sitory visitants appeared, know that
they were spirits sent by that inimit-
able magician, Long Ned, partly to
report how matters fared in the court;
for Mr. Pepper, in pursuance of that
old policy which teaches that the
nearer the fox is to the hunters the
more chance he has of being over-
looked, had,immediately on his abrapt
departure from Paul, dived intoa house
in the very street where his ingenuity
had displayed itself, and in which
oysters and ale nightly allured and
regaled an assembly that, to speak
impartially, was more numerous than
select : there had he learned how a
pickpocket had been seized for unlaw-
ful affection to another man’s watch ;
and there, while he quietly seasoned
his oysters, had he, with his charac-
teristic acuteness, satisfied his mind,
by the conviction that that arrested
unfortunate was no other than Paul.
Partly, therefore, as a precaution for
his own safety, that he might receive
early intelligence should Paul's defence
make a change of residence expedient,
and partly (out of the friendliness of
fellowship) to back his companion with
such aid as the favourable testimony
of two well-dressed persons, little
known “ about town,” might confer,
he had despatched those celestial
beings, who had appeared under the
mortal names of Eustace Fitzherbert
and William Howard Russell, to the
imperial court of Justice Burnflat.
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Having thus accounted for the appa-
rition (the di. ilion requires no
commentary) of Paul's * friends,” we
return to Paul himself.

Despite the perils with which he
was girt, our young hero fought out
to the last, but the justice was not by
any means willing to displease Mr.
Brandon ; and ol that an in-
credulous and biting sneer remained
stationary on that gentleman’s lip
during the whole of Paul's defence,
he could not but shape his decision
according to the well-’known acute-
ness of the celebrated lawyer. Paul
was accordingly sentenced to retire
for three months to that country-
house situated at Bridewell, to which
the ungrateful functionaries of justice
often banish their most active citizens.

As soon as the sentence was passed,
Brandon, whose keen eyes saw mno
hope of recovering his lost treasure,
declared that the rascal had perfectly
the Old-Bailey cut of countenance;
and that he did not doubt but, if ever
he lived to be a judge, he should also
live to pass a very different descrip-
tion of sentence on the offender.

8o saying, he resolved to lose mo
more time, and very abruptly left the
office, withqut any other comfort than
the remembrance that, at all events,
he had sent the boy to a place where,
let him be ever 80 innocent at present,
he was certain to come out as much
inclined to be guilty as his friends
could desire; joined to such moral
reflection as the tragedy of Bombastes
Furioso might haveafforded to himself
in that sententious and terse line,—

Meanwhile, Paul was condueted in
state to his retreat, in company with
two other offenders, one a middle-
aged man, though a very old “ file,”
who was sentenced for getting money
under false pretences, and the other
a little boy, who had been found guilty
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rascals in the pountry!”

As it was rather late.in the day
when Paul made. Mis fisst entrée-at
‘Bridewell, he passed that night in the

“reesivingroom.” The next morning,
a8 soon a8 he had been ‘examined by
the surgeon, and elothed in the
customary uniform, ke was ushered,
according to his elassifieation, among
the good company who had been
considered guilty of that compendious
offence, “ & misdemeanour.” Here a
tall gentleman marehed up to him,
and addressed him in a certain lan-
guage, which might be called the free-
masonry of ‘flash; -and which Paul,
though he did not comprehend verba-
tsm, rightly understood ‘to be an
inquiry whether he was a thorough
rogue and an entive rascal. He an-
swered half in eonfusion, half in
anger ; and bhis reply was so detri-
mental to any favourable influence he
might otherwise have exercised over
the interrogator, that the latter person-
age, giving him a pineh in the ear,
shouted out, “ Ramp, ramp !” and, at
that significant and awfal word, Paul
found himself surrounded in & triee
by a whole host of ingenious tor-
mentors. One pulled this member,
‘gnother pinched that ; ene cuffed him
before, and another thrashed him
behind. By way of interlude to this

pleasing ooewpation; they sitipped him
of the very fow thimgs that in his
change of dress he had retained. 'One
carriad off his hamdkerchiéf, o pecond
his neckocloth, -and a -thied, Tuekier
than either, possessed himsélf -of a
pair of ecornelian shirt-butbens, given
to Paul as.a-gage d'umbyuymg
lady.who sold oranges near the Tower.
Happily, before this initiatory process,
technieally termed “ ramping,” and
exereised npon all new comers who
seem to have a spark of deeency in
them, had reduoed the bones of Paul,
who fought tooth and nafl in kis
defenee, to the state of magnesia, &
man of a grave , who had
hitherto plucked his oakum in quiet,
suddenly rose, thrust himself between
the vietim and the -sssaflants, and
desired the latter, Yke ome )nving
authority, to leave tke lad done,

go and be d—-d.

This proposal to resort to another
place for amusement, though uttered
in a very grave and tranguil manner,
produced that instantaneous effoet
which admonitions from great rogues
genenlly work upon little, Messicurs

the “ rampers” eceased from 'their
amusements, and the ringleader of
the gang, thamping Paul heartily s
the back, declared he was a capital
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“fellow, and it-was only a bit of & sprec
Jke, which-he hoped had not given

say offence.

Paul, sill clenching his fist, was
‘about to amswer in mo pacific mood,
svhen & teynkey, who did not care in
the least how mamy men he locked
up-for an offence, but whe did not at
all like- the -trouble of loeking after
any ene of his flock to see that the
offence was not eommitted, now sud-
denly appeared among the set ; and,
.after scolding them for the: exeeldve

‘plague they were to him, earried off
o of the poovest of the mob to
solitary eonfinement. ‘It happened, of
eourse, that these two had not taken
the smallest shave in the distarbance.
Fhis sceno over, the company returned
to picking oakum,— the tread-mill,
that admirably just imvention, hy
which a strong man saffers no fatigue,
and a weak one loses his health for
life, not having been then introduced
into our excellent establishments for
eorrecting erime. Bitterly, and with
many dark and wrathful feelings, in
which the sense of injustice at punish-
ment alone bore him up against the
humiliations to which he was sub-
Jjected—Dbitterly, and with a swelling
heart, in which the thoughts that lead
to crime were already forcing their
way through a soil suddenly warmed
for their growth, did Paul bend over
his employment. He felt himself
touched on the arm, he turmed, and
saw that the gentleman who had so
kindly delivered him from his tor-
mentors was now sitting next to him.
Paul gazed long and earnestly upon
his neighbour, struggling with the
thought that he had beheld that saga-
cious comnterance in happier times,
although now, alas! it was altered,
not only by time and vicissitude, but
by that air of gravity which the cares
‘of manhood spread gradually over the
face of the mest thoughtless,~—until
4ll doubt melted away, and he ex-
claimed,—

A7

“Is that you, Mr. Posmlinson |
How glad ] am to see you here!”

“ And I,” returned the quondam
murderer for the sewspapers, with a
nasl twang, “ showld be very glad to
see myself any where else !”

Paul made no answer, and Augustus
eontinued.

“<To a wise man all places ave the
same,’'—#0 it has been sald. I don't
believe it, Paul,—I don’t belisve it.
But a truce to-reflection. I remem-
bered you the ‘moment I saw you,
though you are surprisingly grown.
How is my friend Mac Geawler t—
still hard st work for ‘The Asinsoum 1*”

“ 1 beliove 80,” ssid Panl sullenly,
and to chango the comver-
sation ; “ but tell mo, Mr. TomMnson,
‘how came you hither 7 I heard you

'hed gome- down to the north eof
‘Engiand to full o luerstive employ-

ment.”

% Posibly ! the werld always mis-
reprosents the actions of those who
are constantly befere it !”

“ It is very-true,” said Panl; “and

T have said the same thing-

myself &
hundred times in ‘‘The Asinsewm,’ for
we were never too lavish of our truths
in that magnificent journal. ’Tis
astonishing what a way we made three
ideas go.”

“ You remind me of myself and my
newspaper labours,” rejeined-Augustus
Tomlinson : “I am net quite sure
that J had so many as three ideas to
spare ; for, a8 you say, it is astonish-
ing how far that number may go,
properly managed. It is with writers
a8 with strolling players,~—the same
three ideas that did for Turks in one
soene do for Highlanders in the next:
but you must tell me your history
one of these days, and you shall hear
mine.”

“1 should be exceasively obliged
to you for your confidencs,” said Paul,
“ and I doubt not but your life must
be exceasively entertaining. Mine, as
yet, has been but ingipid. The lives
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. of literary men are not fraught with

adventure ; and I question whether
every writer in “ The Asingum’ has
not led pretty nearly the same ex-
istence as that which I have sustained
myself.” .

In conversation of this sort our
newly restored friends the
remainder of the day, until the hour of
half-past four, when the prisoners are
to suppose night has begun, and be
locked up in their bed-rooms. Tom-
linson then, who was glad to refind
& person who had known him in his
beaux jours, spoke privately to the
turnkey ; and the result of the con-
.versation was the coupling Paul and
. Augustus in the same chamber, which
. waa a sort of stone box, that generally
accommodated three, and was,—for
we have measured it, as we would
have measured the cell of the prisoner
of Chillon,—just eight feet by six.

We do not intend, reader, to indi-
cate, by broad colours and in long
detail, the moral deterioration of our
hero; becanse we have found, by
experience, that such pains on our
part do little more than make thee
blame our stupidity instead of laud-
ing our intention. We shall there-
fore only work out our moral by
subtle hints and brief comments ; and
we shall now content ourselves with
reminding thee that hitherto thou
hast seen Paul honest in the teeth of
circumstances. Despite the contagion
of the Mug,—despite his associates
in Fish Lane,—despite his intimacy
with Long Ned, thou hast seen him
brave temptation, and look forward
to some other career than that of
robbery or fraud. Nay, even in his
destitution, when driven from the
abode of his childhood, thou hast
observed how, instead of resorting to
some more pleasurable or libertine
road of life, he betook himself at once
{0 the dull roof and insipid employ-
ments of Mac Grawler, and preferred
honestly earning his subsistence- by
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the sweat of his brain to recurring to
any of the numerous ways of living
on others with which his experience
among the worst part of society must
have teemed, and which, to say the

least of them, are more alluring to

the young and the adventurous than
the barren paths of literary labour.
Indeed, to let thee into a secret, it
had been Paul’s. daring ambition to
raise himself into a worthy member
of the community. His present cir-
cumstances, it may hereafter be seen,
made the cause of a great change in
his desires; and the conversation he
held that night with the ingenious
and skilful Augustus, went more to-
wards fitting him for the hero of this
work than all the habits of his child-
hood or the scemes of his earlier
youth. Young people are apt, erro-
neously, to believe that it is & bad
thing to be exceedingly wicked. The
House of Correction is so called,
because it is a place where so ridi-
culous a notion is invariably corrected.

The next day Paul was surprised
by a visit from Mrs. Lobkins, who
had heard of his situation and its
causes from the friendly Dummie,
and who had managed to obtain from
Justice Burnflat an order of admission.
They met, Pyramus and Thisbe like,
with a wall, or rather an iron gate,
between them : and Mrs. Lobkins,
after an ejaculation of despair at the
obstacle, burst weepingly into the
pathetic reproach,—

“0 Paul, thou hast brought thy
pigs to & fine market !”

“"Tis a market proper for pigs,
dear dame,” said Paul, who, though
with & tear in his eye, did not refuse
a joke as bitter as it was inelegant ;
“for, of all others, it is the spot
where a man learns to take care of
his bacon.”

“Hold your tongue-!” cried the
dame, angrily. “ What business has
you to gabble on so while you are in
limbo?”
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" ¢« Ah, dear dame,” said Paul, “ we
can't help these rubs and stumbles on
our road to preferment !”

“ Road to the scragging

cried the dame. “I tells you, child,
youll live to be hanged in spite of all
my care and ’tention to you, though
I hedicated you as a scholard, and
always hoped as how. you would grow
-up to be an honour to your —"
" “King and country,” interrupted
Paul. “We always say honour to
king and country, which means get-
ting rich and paying taxes. ¢The
more taxes a man pays, the greater
honour he is to both, as Augustus
says. Well, dear dame, all in good
time.”

.“What! you is merry, is you?
Wby does not you weep ! Your heart

. i8 as hard as a brickbat. It looks
quite unnatural and hysena-like to

1 »
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passed through, the body refused, and
the dame was forced to retract the
“cretur.” . Upon this, the kind-
hearted woman renewed her sobbings ;
and 8o absorbed was she in her grief,
that, seemingly quite forgetting for
what purpose she had brought the
bottle, she applied it to her own
mouth, and consoled herself with that
elizir vite which she had originally
designed for Paul. .

This somewhat restored her; and
after a most affecting scene, the dame
reeled off with the vacillating steps
natural to woe, promising, as she
went, that, if love or money could
shorten Paul’s confinement, neither
should be wanting. We are rather
at 8 loss to conjecture the exact
influence which the former of these
arguments, urged by the lovely Mar-
garet, might have had upon Justice

be 8o devil-me-careish!” So saying, | Burnflat.

‘the good dame’s tears gushed forth
‘with the. bitterness of a despairing

" Parisina,

“ Nay, nay,” said Paul, who, though
he suffered far more intensely, bore
the suffering far more easily than his
patroness, “ we cannot mend the mat-
ter by crying. Suppose you see what
can be done for me. I dare say you
may manage to soften the justice’s
sentence by a little ‘oil of palms;
and if you can get me out before I am
quite corrupted,—a day or two longer
in this infernal place will do the busi-
ness,—I promise you that I will not
only live honestly myself, but with
people who live in the same manner.”

“Buss me, Paul,” said the tender
Mrs. Lobkins, “ buss me,—oh ! but I
forgits the gate ; 1’1l see what can be
done. And here, my lad, here’s sum-
mat for you in the meanwhile—a drop
o’ the cretur, to preach comfort to
your poor stomach. Hush ! smuggle
it through, or they ’ll see you.”

Here the dame endeavoured to push
a stone bottle through the bars of the
gate; but, alas! though the neck

No. 24,

‘When the good dame had departed,
Paul hastened to repick his oakum
and rejoin his friend. He found the
worthy Augustus privately selling
little elegant luxuries, such as tobacco,
gin, and rations of daintier viands
than the prison allowed ; for Augus-
tus, having more money than the
rest of his companions, managed,
through the friendship of the turn-
key, to purchase secretly, and to resell
at about four hundred per cent., such
comforts as the prisoners especially
coveted.*

“ A proof,” said Augustus dryly to
Paul, “that, by prudence and ‘exer-
tion, even in those places where a
man cannot turn himself, he may

manage to turn a penny !”

+ A very common practice at the Bride-
wells. The governor at the Coldbath-Fields,
apparently a very intelligent and active man,
every way fitted for & most arduous under-
taking, informed us, in the only conversation
we have had the honour to hold with him,
that he thought he had nearly, or quite, de-
stroyed in his jurisdiction this illegal method
of commerce.

E 4
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r CHAPTER 1X.
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A angar improvement. had iaken
place in the character of Angustus
Tomlingon gince” Paul had Jast en-
countered tha illustrions man. Z%en,
Avugustus had affected the aman of
pleasure,—the learned leunger about
town,—the all-accomplisbed Pericles
of the papers—now quoting Horace—
now flanking. 3 fly-from the leader of
Lord Dunshunner ; in. a word,. a gort
of human half-way-house between
Lord Dudley and the Marquess of
Worcester. Now, a graver, yet not a
less supercilions air had settled upon
his features; the pretence of fashion
had given way to the pretemce of
wisdom ; and, from the man of plea-
sure, Augustus Temlingon had grown,
to the philosopher. With. this eleva-
tion alone, 100, he was not content :
he united the philosopher with the
politician ; .and the ingenious rascal
was pleased espegially to pique him-
self upon being “ 3 moderate Whig!”
“Paul,” he was wont 10 obgerye, be-
lieve me, moderate i
most excellent creed. It adapts itself
to every .possible change,—to every
conceivable variety of circumstance.
It is the only politics for us who are
the aristocrats of .that free body who
rebel against tyrannical laws! for,
hang it, I am none of your democrats,
Let there be dungeons and tarnkeys
for the low rascals who whip clothes
from the hedge where they hang to
dry, or steal down an area in quest of
a silver spoon ; but houses of correc-
tion are not made for men who have
received an enlightened education—

whoabhor your petty-thefis as much
as a juskice of peace.can.do,~who
ought neyer to be termed dishonest
mtlmrdedmcs,but,lftheyare
found out, ‘unlucky in Gheir specula-
tiogns!’* A pretty thing, indeed,
that there should be distinctions of
rapk among other members .of the
community, and none among us!
Where ’s your boasted British consti-
tution, I should like to know—where
are your privileges of aristecracy, if I,
who-am. & . gentlemsn .bern, know
Latin, and haye lived in the best
society, should be thrust info this
ahominable place. with a dirty fellow,
who was born in a cellar,and could
never eayn, more at a time thanwould
purchase & sausage +—No, no ! none
of your levelling prineiples for me ! I
am liberal, -Paul, and love liberty;
but, thank Heaven, I despise your
democracies | ”

Thus, half in earnest, half veiling a
natural twrn to sarcasm, would this
a | moderate Whig run on for the hour
together, during those long nights,
commencing . at half-past fonr, in
which he and Paul bore ea¢h other
company.

One evening, when Tomiinson was
80 bitterly disposed.to be prolix.that
Paul felt himself somewhat wearied
by his eloguence, our hero, desirous
of a change in the conversstion, re-
minded Augustus of his promise to
communicate his history; and the

* A phrasa applied to & noted defanliter of
the public money.
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philosophical Whig, nothing loath te
spukofhmnlf,cluredhuthmt,
and began.

HISTORY OF AUGUEIUS TOMLINSON.

“ Never .mind who was my father,
norwhat was my native plaeel My
first anocestor was Tommy
heir besamne Tom Linn’s son :)—you
have -heard the ballad made in his
praise :—
¢ ¢Tommy Linn is & Scotchman born,

His head is bald, and his beard is shorn ;
He bad & cap made of a hareskin,—
An elder man is Tommy Linn!’ *

“There was a sort of prophecy re-
specting my ancestor'’s descendants
darkly insinuated in the concluding
stanza-of this ballad :—
¢ Tommy Linn, and his wife, and his wife’s

mother,

-They all fel into the fire together ;

They that lay undermost got & hot -Hn,-—

«We ..1: not emough!’ said Tommy

“You see the propheey; it is ap-
plicable both to gentlemen rogues
and to.moderate Whigs ; for both are
undermost in the world, and both are
perpetually bawling out, ¢ We are not
enough !’

«] ghall begin my own history by
saying, I went to a North Country
school; where I was noted for my
aptmu in harning, and my skill at

¢ prisoner’s base :’—upon my word I
purposed no pun! I was intended for
the charch : wishmg, betimes, to in-
stract myself in its coremonies, I per-
suaded myschoolmaster’smaid-servant
to assist me towards promoting a
christening. My father did not like
this premature love for the sacred
rites. He took me home; and, wish-
ing to give my clerical udour a dif-
ferent turn, prepared me for writing
sermons, by reading me & dozen
a-day. I grew tired of this, strange

#® See Ritson’s NortA-Country Chorister.
+ Ibid.

a8 it may seem to you. ‘Father,’
said I, one morning, ‘it is no-wee
talking, I will not go into the chareh
—that’s positive. Give me - yeur
blessing, and a hundred pounds, and
I’ll go up to London, and get a hiving
instead of s ecuracy’ My fither
stormed, but I got the m»u
Itﬂked of becoming a private tator ;
swore I had heard nothiag was so
easy,—the only things wanted wore
pupils; amd the only way to get them
was to go to London, and let my
learning -be known. My peor fhther?
—well, he ’s gone, and I am glad of it
now | (the speaker’s voice faltered)—
I got the better, I say, and I came to
town, where I had a relation a book-
seller. Through his interest, I wrote
a book of Travels in Kthiopia for an
earl’s son, who wanted to become a
lion; and a Treatise on the Greek
Particle, dedicated to the prime
minister, for a dean, who -wanted to
become a bishop,—Greek being, next
to interest, the best read to theamitre.
These two achievements were liberally
paid ; so I took a lodging in a first
floor, and resolved to make a bold
stroke for a wife. What do you think
I did +—nay, never guess, it would be
hopeless. First, I went to the best
tailor, and had my clothes sewn on
my back ; secondly, I got the peerage
and its genealogies by heart ; thirdly,
I marched one night, with the coolest
deliberation possible, into the house
of a duchess, who was .giving an
immense rout! The newspapers had
inspired me with this idea. I had
read of the vast crowds which a lady
‘at home’ sought to win to her
house. I had read of staircases im-
passable, and ladies carried out in &
fit; and common sense told me how
unpossible it was that the fair re-
ceiver should be acquainted with the
legality of every importation. I
therefore resolved to try my chance,
and—entered the body of Augustus .
Tomlinson, as a piece of stolen goods.

® 2
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Faith! the first night I was shy,—I
stuck to the staircase, and ogled an
old maid of quality, whom I had heard
announced as Lady Margaret Sinclair.
Doubtless, she had never been ogled
before ; and she was evidently enrap-
tured with my glances. The next
right I read of a ball at the Countess
of . My heart beat as if I were
going to be whipped ; but I plucked
up courage, and repaired to her lady-
ship’s. There I again beheld the
divine Lady Margaret ; and, observing
that she turned yellow, by way of a
blush, when she saw me, I profited by
the port I had drunk asan encourage-
ment to my entrée, and lounging up
in the most modish way possible, I
reminded her ladyship of an intro-
duction with which I said I had once
been honoured at the Duke of Dash-
well’s, and requested her hand for the
next cotillon. Oh, Paul! fancy my
trinmph ! the old damsel said with a
sigh, ‘She remembered me very well,’
ha! ha! ha! and I carried her off
to the cotillon like another Theseus
bearing away a second Ariadne. Not
to be prolix on this part of my life, I
went night after night to balls and
routs, for admission to which half the
fine gentlemen in London would have
given their ears. And I improved my
time so well with Lady Margaret,
who was her own mistress, and had
five thousand pounds,—a devilish bad
portion forsome, but not to be laughed
at by me,—that I began to think
when the happy day should be fixed.
Meanwhile, as Lady Margaret intro-
duced me to some of her friends, and
my lodgings were in a good situation,
I bad been honoured with some real
invitations. The only two questions
I ever was asked were (carelessly),
‘Was I the only son ?’ and on my
veritable answer ¢ Yes!’ ¢ What,
(this was more warmly put)— what
wag my county?’ — Luckily, my
county was a wide one,—Yorkshire ;
and any of its inhabitants whom the
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fair interrogators might have ques-
tioned about me could only have
answered, ‘I was not in their part
of it.’

“Well, Paul, I grew so bold by
success, that the devil one day put
into my head ‘to go to a great din-
ner-party at the Duke of Dashwell’s.
I went, dined,—nothing happened : I
came away, and the next morning
I read in the papers,—

¢ ¢ Mysterious affair,—person lately
going about,—first houses — most
fashionable parties—nobody knows—
Duke of Dashwell’s yesterday. Duke
not like to make disturbance—as—
royalty present.’ *

“The journal dropped from my
hands. At that moment, the girl of
the house gave me a note from Lady
Margaret,—alluded to the paragraph ;
—wondered who was ¢ The Stranger;’
—hoped to see me that night at Lord
A——s, to whose party I said I had
been asked ;—speak then more fully
on those matters I had touched on !—
in short, dear Paul, a tender epistle ¢
All great men are fatalists : I am one
now: fate made me & madman: in
the very face of this ominous para-
graph I mustered up courage, and
went that night to Lord A——"s. The
fact is, my affairs were in confusion—
I was greatly in debt : I knew it was
necessary to finish my conquest over
Lady Margaret as soon as possible ;
and Lord A——'s seemed the best
place for the purpose. Nay, I thought
delay so dangerous, after the cursed
paragraph, that & day might unmask
me, and it would be better therefore
not to lose an hour in finishing the
play of ‘ The Stranger,’ with the farce
of the ‘Honey Moon.' °Behold me
then at Lord A——7s, leading off
Lady Margaret to the dance. Behold
me whispering the sweetest of things
in her ear. Imagine her approving
my suit, and gently chiding me for

# Fact.
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talking of Gretna Green. Conceive | yet faith, ha! ha! ha! I could not

all this, my dear fellow, and just at
the height of my triumph, dilate the
eyes of your imagination, and behold
the stately form of Lord A——, my
noble host, marching up to me, while
a voice that, though low and quiet as
an evening breeze, made my heart
sink into my shoes, said, ‘I believe,
&ir, you have received no invitation
from Lady A. 13

“ Not a word could I utter, Paul,—
not a word. Had it been the high-
road instead of a ball-room, I could
have talked loudly enough, but I
was under a spell. ‘Ehem!’ I fal-
tered at last :—‘E—h—e—m ! Some
mis—take, I—I" There I stopped.
‘Sir,’ said the Earl, regarding me
with a grave sternness, ‘you had
better withdraw !’

“ ¢ Bless me ! what's all this ' cried
lady Margaret, dropping my palsied
arm, and gazing on me as if she

me to talk like a hero.

“¢QOh,’ said I, ‘Eh—e—m, eh—e—m,
I will exp—lain to-morrow, ehem,
e—h—e—m.’ I made to the door;
all the eyes in the room seemed turned
into burning glasses, and blistered the
very skin on my face. I heard a
gentle shriek as I left the apartment ;
Lady Margaret fainting, I suppose !
There ended my courtship and my
adventures in ‘the best society. I
fell melancholy at the ill success of
my scheme. You must allow, it was
a magnificent project. What moral
courage! I admire myself when I
think of it. Without an introduction,
without knowing a soul, to become,
all by my own resolution, free of the
finest houses in London, dancing with
earls’ daughters, and all but carrying
off an earl's daughter myself as my
wife. If I had, the friends must have
done something for me; and Lady
Margaret Tomlinson might perhaps
have introduced the youthful genius
of her Augustus to parliament or the
ministry. Oh what a fall was there !

help langhing, despite of my chagrin,
when I remembered that for threo
months I had imposed on these deli-
cate exclusives, and been literally
invited by many of them, who
would not have asked the younger
sons of their own cousins; merely
because I lived in a good street,
avowed myself an only child, and
talked of my property in Yorkshire !
Ha, ha! how bitter the mercenary
dupes must have felt, when the dis-
covery was made! what a pill for the
good matrons who had coupled my
image with that of some filial Mary
or Jane,—ha! ba! ha! the triumph
was almost worth the mortification.
However, as I said before, I fell melan-
choly on it, especially as my duns
became menacing. 8o, I went to
consalt with my cousin the bookseller;
he recommended me to compose for
the journals, and obtained me an
offer. I went to work very patiently
for a short time, and contracted some
agreeable friendships with gentlemen
whom I met at an ordinary in St.
James’s. 8till, my duns, though I
paid them by driblets, were the plague
of my life: I confessed a8 much to
one of my new friends. ‘Come to
Bath with me,’ quoth he, for a week,
and you shall return as richasa Jew.'
1 accepted the offer, and went to Bath
in my friend’s chariot. He took the
name of Lord Dunshunner, an Irish
peer who had never been out of Tip-
perary, and was not therefore likely
to be known at Bath. He took also
a house fora year, filled it with wines,
books, and a sideboard of plate: as
he talked vaguely of setting up (at
the next parliament) for the town,
he bought these goods of the towns-
people, in order to encourage their
trade : I managed secretly to transport
them to London and sell them ; and
as we disposed of them fifty per
cent. under cost price, our customers,
the pawnbrokers, were not very
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‘Wé lived a jolly life- at
Bath for a eouple of months, and de-
parted one night, leaving our house-
koeper to answer all interrogatories.
‘We had éaken the precaution to wear
disguises, stuffed .ourselves out, and
changed the hues of .our hair: my
noble friend was an adept in these
transformations, and though-the po-
liee .did.mot sleep on the business,—
they never stumbled on us. I am
especially glad we 'werenot discovered,
for .I liked -Bath excessively, and I
intemdi:to retuzn there some of these
dayscand retire from the werld—on
an.hairess
“ Well; Paul, shortly after this ad-
venitnrs, I made your acquaintance.
I.continned ostensibly my - liverary
prefession, but, only as a mask for the
labowrs I did not profess;. A cirewmn-
sience obliged me. to leave .London
rather. precipitately.. Lowd:Dunshran-
ner joined me in Edinburgh: D—r
it, instead of doing anything there, we
wase done! The veriest urchin that
ever cropt through the High Street is
moane then:.a. matoh for the. most
salentific of . Englishmen, With..us
it is ark; with the-Bootch it is nature.
Thiy pick your paekets, without usimg
their fingers for it ; and they preveat
rqm-.l by. huing nothing for yeu

“We left Edinburgh . witk very
lng faces, and at Carlisle we found. it
necesaary. to..separate.. For my part,
1 wemt as a.valet. o8 nobleman: who
badjustlost his last servantat Carlisle
bya fover : my friend gave me the best
ofiicharncters! My new masier ‘was
a very clever mam.' He. astonished
people at dinner by the impromptus
he prepared at breakfast ;—in a word;
he'was a wit. He soon saw, for he
was leamed himself, that I had re-
ceived o classieal education, and' he
employed me in the confidential eapa-
city ;of finding quotations for him.
1. clamed ‘ theso alphsbetically and
under .three. heads« ¢ Parliamentary
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Literary, Dining-out’ These were
aglin subdivided, into. ¢ Fine,’—
¢ Learned,’ md‘Jocnhr soﬂntrmy
master know at onoowhen to refer
for genius, wisdom, and wit. Hewas
delighted with my management of
his intellects, In eomrpliment to him,
I paid more atier Jion to politics than

-1 had done befoxs, for he was a “ great

Whig,’ and uncommonly liberal in
every thing,—but money! Hence,
Paul, the origin of my politieal prin-
ciples ; and, I thank Heaven, there is
not now s rogue in England whois a
better, that is to say, more of a mede-
rate, Whig than your humble servant !
I continued with him nearly a year.
He discharged me for & fanlt worthy
of my gemius,—other servamts may
lose the wateh or the coat of their
master ; I went at.nebler game and
lost him—his prevate:-character !
“ How do you meand?

t  “Why, I was enameured of a lady

who would not have looked at-me as
Mr. Tomlinson ; so I tookmy master’s
clothes, and oecasiomally hiw casviage,
and- made love to my:nymph, as
Lord -— Her vanity made henin-
disoveet. The Tory pspers got -hold
-ofit; and my master, in a change of
ministers, was declaved by George
the Third to be ‘too.gay for-a Chan-
cellor -of -the Exchequer! An:old
gentleman who had had fifteem: chil-
dren. by & wife like a ‘Gorgonm, was
chosen instead of my mmster: and
although the new minister was & foel
in . his ‘puhli¢ capacity; the. moral
public. were perfectly comtemnt. with
him; beesuse-of his privete virbuest

“ My master was furious, . made the
strictest inquiry, found Ime out, and
turned me out toe

“ A Whig not in place has anexouse
for disliking the constitutien. My
distress almost made me & republioan ;
but, true 40 my-creed, I must confeas
that .I 'would only have levelied up-
wards.. 1 eapecially disaffected the
inequality of riches : T looked moodiky
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on every carriage that pased : I even
frowned like .5 sesond Ontiline at the
steany of & geatleman’s kitehen! My
last siteation had not been lucrative ;
1 had seglevted tny perquisites, in my
andour for peliticss My master, too,
refused to give mrea charavter r—who
would take me without one?

«1 was ashtiog ‘myneM: this melan-
choly question one- morsing, when I
suddenly encowntered one of the fine
fricndeI had. picked -ap at-my old

hauvythie ordimary, in St.. Jamees,.

His name was Pepper¥
~ “Peppert” cried. Paul.

Without hesdinig the exelamation,
Tomlitwon contitred.

“ Wé went 16-a tavern and drank »

bottle together, Wiiie made me eom- |-

munieative ;: it alse opened -my com-
rades heart Hevnskod me to-take a
ride witk him. that. night towards
Hounslow: I did soy and found' a

putse.”
. “Hbw fortunate! Wheret”

“Ina gentlemun's pocket.—I was
80 pleased with my luek, that I went
the samee road twice a-wéek; in order
to ses if 1 could pick up any more
puorses.: Fate favoured me, and I
Lived: fot & long time the life of the
blest. Oh, Paul, you know not-—you
know' not- what a glorioas lifs is that
of & highwayman : but you shall taste
ik 'ome .of thess-dayy; you- shill; on
ny honowr,

“T now lived with a ¢lab of horest
follows = we called: ourselves ‘The
Exclusives, for weo -were mighty re-
served in our associates; and .only
those who did-businesson a grand
soale were admitted-irtto our aet, - For
myrpat, with all my-love for my pre-
feasion, I liked ingenuity -still better
than - foree, -and- preferred: what the
volgar call swindling, even ‘to- the
hightoad:: On an-expedition of this
sort, I rode onee into:a country town,
and ‘saw a crowd assexwbled . inone
cornerp—] joined it, and,—guess my
foelings ! beheld my poor friend,
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Visecunt Dunshunner, just abeut tode
hanged! Irodeoff as fust as I could,
—I thought I mw Jsck Keteh at my
heels; My horse threwme ata hedge,
and I broke my vollarbome. In the
confinsment that.ensusd, glovmy ideas
flonted ‘before wi¢y I did met like to
be'hanged t 80 ¥ ressonod Against my
errors, and. - repested.. I recovered
slewly, returnéd-to: town, and- repaired
to n¥y cousin the. bookseller.: To say
‘trath, I had pleyed -him a little triek ;
-colleatad some debts of this by a mis-
tako—very natural in' the confusion
incidemt on my distresmes. However,
-he- was - extremely unkind. about it ;
and the mistale, naturst as: it was,
had cost me hig acquaintance.
“ 1 went now-to him with the
pentiential aspeet of the prodigat son,
and, "faith,- hé wowld mot Nave made
‘s bad represenrtation of the fatted calf
about t¢ ‘be'killed on my return: so
corpuleirt looked Re, and so dejected !
¢ Graceloss: reprebste !’ he begam;
¢ yqur poor: father is desd!” I was
y sitokeed? bt never fosr,
Paul, I anxnot aboub to be pathetic.
My father -had- divided his fortane
ameng all-his-ehildrerf! my ghare was
5001 The. pessémsion of this eum
‘made my penitomee-sotii ymok more
sinoere i the eyes-of mygood cousin!
and -after & vory pathetio scene, he
took me ones more irto favour. I
now -consulted: whth- him- as. to the

"best wnethdd-of laying-out my capital

and ' recoverimg vy . churacter. We
¢oukl net devite any:stheme -at: the
first conferende 5 but the -second time
1 saw- hima, my cousin-sald : with &

.cheerful countenamee,- ¢ Cheer up,

Avsngustos, 1 hatve got theo: a situation.
.Mr. Asgrave, the: .badflees, 'will take
thed as-a clerk. . Herid & most worthy
man; and having:a vast.dealof learn-

ing, he will Tespect thee for thy ac-

 quirernenss’ - The::zame day I was
introduted to:' MY, Aggrave; who was
a litéle man witlca finis bald benevolent
head ; and after.a long conversation
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‘which he was pleased to hold with me,
I became one of his quill-drivers. I
don’t know how it was, but by little
and little I rose in my master'’s good
graces : 1 propitiated him, I fancy, by
dispoging of my 5001 according to his
advice : he lnd it out for me, on what
he said was famous security, on a
landed estate. Mr. Asgrave was of
social habits,—he had a capital house
and excellent wines. As he was not
very particular in his company, nor
ambitions of visiting the great, he
often suffered me to make one of his
table, and was pleased to hold long
arguments with me about the ancienta.
I soon found out that my master was
a great moral philosopher ; and being
myself in weak health, sated with
the ordinary pursuits of the world, in
which my experience had forestalled
my years, and naturally of a contem-
plative temperament, I turned my
attention to the moral studies which
so fascinated my employer. I read
through nine shelves full of metaphy-
sicians, and knew exactly the points in
which those illustrious thinkers quar-
relled with each other, to the great
advance of the science. My master
and I used to hold many a long dis-
cussion about the nature of good and
evil ; and as by help of his benevolent
forehead, and a clear dogged voice, he
always seemed to our audience to be
the wiser and better man of the two,
he was very well pleased with our
disputes. This gentleman had an only
daughter, an awful shrew with a face
like a hatchet : but philosophers over-
come personal defects; and thinking
only of the good her wealth might
enable me to do to my fellow-creatures,
I secretly made love to her. You will
say, that was playing my master but
a scurvy irick in return for his kind-
ness : not at all, my master himself
had convinced me, that there was no
such virtue as gratitude. It was an
error of vulgar moralists. I yielded tn
his arguments, and at length privately

espoused his daughter. The day
after this took place, he sammoned
me to his study. ¢ 8o, Augustus,’ said

he very mildly, ¢ you have married

my daughter: nay, never look con-
fused ; I saw a long time ago that you
were resolved to do 8o, and I was very
glad of it."

“1 attempted to falter out some-
thing like thanks. ¢ Never interrupt
me!’ said he. ‘I had two reasons
for being glad :—1st, Because my
daughter was the plague of my life,
and I wanted some one to take her off
my hands ;—2dly, Because I required
your assistance on a particular point,
and I could not venture to ask it of
any one but my son-inlaw. In fine,
I wish to take you into partnership!!!’

“ ¢ Partnership!’ cried I, falling on
my knees. ¢ Noble—generous man !’

“ ¢Stay a bit,’ continued my father-
inlaw. ¢ What funds do you think
requisite for carrying on a bank? You
look puzzled! Not a shilling! You
will put injushs much as I do. You
will put in rather more ; for you once

Ipnt in five hundred pounds, which

' has been spent long ago. 7 don’t pat
in a ghilling of my own. I live on my
clients, and I very willingly offer you
half of them !’

“ Imagine, dear Paul, my astonish-
ment, my dismay! I saw myself mar-
ried to a hideous shrew—son-in-law
to a penniless scoundrel, and cheated
out of my whole fortune ! Compare
this view of the question with that
which had blazed on me when I con-
templated being son-in-law to the rich
Mr. Asgrave. I stormed at first.
Mr. Asgrave took up Bacon On the
Advancement of Learning, and made
no reply till I was cooled by explo-
gion. You will perceive that, when
passion subsided, I necessarily saw
that nothing was left for me but
adopting my father-in-law’s proposal.
Thus, by the fatality which attended
me, at the very time I meant to
reform, I was forced into scoundrelism,
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and I was driven into defrauding
& vast number of persons by the
aocident of being son-in-law to a great
moralist. As Mr. Asgrave was an
indolent man, who passed his morn-
ings in speculations on virtue, I was
made the active partner. I spent the
.day at the counting-house; and when
-1 came home for recreation, my wife
acratched my eyes out.”
- “But were you never recognised as
¢ the stranger,’ or ‘ the adventurer,’ in
your new capacity?”

“No; for, of course, I assumed, in
all my changes, both aliases and dis-
guises. And, to tell you the truth,
my marriage 8o altered me that, what
with asnuff-coloured coat and a brown
scratch wig, with 2 pen in my right
ear, I looked the very picture of staid
respectability. My face grew an inch
longer every day. Nothing is so
respectable as a long face ! and a sub-
dued expression of countenance is the
eurest sign of commercial prosperity.
Well, we went on splendidly enough
for about a year, Meanwhile I was
wonderfully improved in philosophy.
You have no idea how a scolding wife
sublimes and rarifies one’s intellect.
Thunder clears the air, you know!
At length, unhappily for my fame (for
I contemplated & magnificent moral
history of man, which, had she lived
a year longer, I should have com-
pleted), my wife died in child-bed.
My father-inlaw and I were talking
over the event, and finding fanlt with
civilisation, by the enervating habits
of which women die of their children,
instead of bringing them forth without
being even conscious of the circum-
stance ;—when a bit of paper, sealed
awry, was given to my partner: he
looked over it—finished the discus-
sion, and then told me our bank had
stopped payment. ‘Now, Augustus,’
said he, lighting his pipe with the bit
of paper, ¢ you see the good of having
nothing to lose 1’

. “We did not pay quite sixpence in
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the pound; but my partner was
thought so unfortunate that the
British public raised a subscription
for him, and he retired on an annuity,
greatly respected and very much com-
passionated. As I had not been so
well known as & moralist, and had
not the prepossessing advantage of a
bald Denevolent head, mothing was
done for me, and I was turned once
more on the wide world, to moralise
on the vicissitudes of fortune. My
cousin the bookseller was no more,
and his son cut me. I took a garret
in Warwick Court, and, with a few
books, my only consolation, I endea-
voured to nerve my mind to the
future. It was at this time, Paul, that
my studies really availed me. I
meditated much, and I became a true
philosopher, viz. a practical one. My
actions were henceforth regulated by
principle; and, at some time or other,
I will convince you, that the road of
true morals never avoids the pockets
of your neighbour. So soon as my
mind had made the grand discovery
which Mr. Asgrave had made before
me, that one should live according to
a system,—for if you do wrong, it is
then your system that errs, not you,—
I took to the road, without any of
those stings of conscience which had
hitherto annoyed me in such adven-
tures, I formed one of a capital knot
of ¢ Free Agents,’ whom I will intro-
duce to you some day or other, and
I soon rose to distinction among
them. But, about six weeks ago,
not less than formerly preferring by-
ways to highways, I attempted to
possess myself of a carriage, and sell
it at discount. I was acquitted on
the felony; but sent hither by Justice
Burnflat on the misdemeanour. Thus
far, my young friend, hath as yet
proceeded the life of Augustus Tom-
linson.”

The history of this gentleman made
a deep impression on Paul. The im-
pression was strengthened by the



convemations - subsequently holden
with -Augustes. That werthy was-a
dangerouns and subtle persuader. He
had renily read 3 good-dead of history,
and something of merals; and he
had ‘an ingemious way of defending
his raseally prastioes by syllegisms.
from the latter, and exswiples from the:
former: These theories-he clenched,.
as it- were; by a referemce -to- the.
existing politics of the day. Chesters
of the-public, on false pretanoas, ‘he
was - pleased to- term ' “ moderedte.
Wluga; " bullying demsnders-of your.
purse wers “ high Tories 7 and thiev-:
ing in .gangs: was -« the et of ‘the:
spirit- of ‘party” There was -this
difforemee between Angustus Tomiin--
pon <and - Leng Néd: Ned:was the.
acting' kmave ; Augustas;- the reason-'
ing one; snd we: mey ses; therefors,.
by a: hm tefieetion; that- 'l‘omlim
was: o ifar -nrore perilous companion
tham Pepper; for showy theories are
: mere seductive to <the:-young
and ' clever ‘than : sunsive examples,
and thte vanity of. the.youshful makes

them better pleased by being ‘con-.|-

vineed ‘of ' & thing, than' by being
enticed toiti.

A-day oréwo afier-the narvetive of |:

Mri Tomlinwon, Paul wasagainvistted
by -M¥e. Lobkins; for the regeistions
agsimt: frequent visitors: were' net.
then so sirictly enforeed as-we under-
stand ‘them to be now ; and the goed
dame eame to-deplere the ill- suecess:
of hér mterview: with Justice-Burn-
fisk
- Wé spave the tender-hearted reader
& detail of the affecting interview that/
ensaeth . Iridend, it was' bat a repe-
titiow: of «the-one we - have before
navvated; We -shell only say; as-a
proef ‘of 'Pauls tondermess of heart,
thatrwhenhe.took:lesve of the ;
metron;-and bade“ God bless her,”
his voice faltered, and the tears steod
in>his' eyes—just-as- they were wont.
to-de in the eyes of-George the Third,
that exoellent monarch was
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plensed -gracotsly to- enesre “ God
save the King ”

“ 111 be hanged,” soliloquised otir
hero, as he slowly beat his eourse
towsrds the sabtle: Augwatas.— 111
be hanged (humph? the demuncistion
is prephetic), if 1 dom’t feel a8 grate-
ful-to-the old-lady for her eare of nie
a8 if she had never #l-ased are - As for
my parents, I béeve I have itde to be
‘gratefal.for; or-preud of, in thist: quar-
ten- My poer mether by alldecotnts,
seems scarcely to have-hud: even
the-brute vinue of maternal: tender-
ness; and in all hemsn.-dikdihood
I -siall never know whosher -1 had
one father or fifty.. But wiait'matiers
it? 1 rathewlike the  bétter-to- be
indopandent ; and; after .ally what do
‘nine-tenthe of us ever got from .our
parewis bat ax ugly name;andadvice
‘whieh,if ‘we follow, we sre-wrotohed,

-—and- if we ~neglect;: wevaw:disin-

herited 4™
Comfurting - hiwseslf < with these
thoughts, which perhape: took -thetr

Augustus, md whiek: broke’off /into
the mrattered airvof-

« Why should we quarrel for riches 2"

Paul repaired t0-his ‘custehstxry avo-
cations,

In the third ‘week: of ‘our hevo’s
captivity, Tomlinson coxrmunicated
to him'a plan- of eseape-thist had
oecurred- to his-sagacions bmin. In
the yard: appreprinted: to-the amuse-
- nvents of the gentlomen-* misdernesn-
ing,” theére was s -waterpipe - that,
skirting the -wall, paased over a-door,
through” which, every mormiug; the
pious eaptives-passed in their waymto
the chapel. By-this, Toinlinsen - pro-

good.| posed to - escape ; fofto the -pipe

which  reached - from-the .door to: the
wall, in & slanting aud-easy direction,
thm was 8 sort' of hoard’;

and a dexterous and ' nimble nm

might readily, by the help of this
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beard, convey himself along the pipe,
until the progress of that useful cea-
ductor (which' was happily very brief)
was stopped by the summit of the
wall,. where it found. s sequel in
another pipe, that descemded to the
ground:on the.opposite side of the wall.
Now, on: this oppesite side was the
garden of the prison; in this garden
was.s watehman.; and this watchman
waa.-the hebgoblinn of Tomlinson's
schemse: “ For, suppose us safe in-the
garden,” said he, “ what shall we do
with this.confounded fellow ”

“ But.that is not all,” added Paul ;
¢ for even were there no watchman,
therain s derikle wall, which I noted.
especially last weoel; when:we were.
selcto-woek invthe garden, and which.
has no pipeysave a perpendicular one,
thatsaen roust-have the legs of a fly
t0:beable o climb {”

“ Nonsease!"* retutwed. Tomlinson :
“ 1 widli show-you .how: to-climb the
stabbornest 'wall - in. Cheistendom, if
one-has-:but :the: coast ‘clear: it is
the . watchmazw— the watchman, we
w.‘__.”

“ What 1 asleed - Paul; obsevving:
his commde'did ne# coneude-ihe
sexxtence.

It ‘was some time: before the sage
Augustus seplied:; he then said, in-a

tonew— -

“ I hawe been:thinkiug; Psul,
whethor it would: be:consistent with:
virtue, and that-strict. code of morats
by wikich all‘my actions are reguiated,

ror-siricken; -

“And I have decided,? conmtinued
Aungustus, solemnly, without. regard
to the exclamatien, “ that the action:
weuld be perfectly justifisble!”

“ Villaini” exelaimed Pgul, reseil-
ing to the other end.of thestone box
~(for it wes.night)—in which they
were B

eaoped.
“ But,” purswmed ’ Augustus; who
secmiod soliloquising, and whose veice,
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sounding calm and thoughtfal, like
Young’s in the famous monologue in
Hamilet, denoted that he heeded not
the uncourteous interraption— but
opinion dees not always influenee
conduct; and although it may be
virtuous to murder the watchman,
I have not the heart to do it. I trust
in my fatare histery I shall not, by
discerning moralists, be too
censoved for & weakness for which my
physical {emperament is alome to
blame 1 ”

Despite the tum of the soliloquy, it
was a long time before Paul could be
reconciled to further ocomversstion

-with Augustus; and it was only frem

the belief that the moralist had leaned

{0 the jesting vein that he at length

resemed the consultation.

The comspiratoss did-not, however,
bring their scheme: that night to any
ultimate decision. The next. day,
Augustus, Paul, and-some others. of
the company, were set to work in the

‘garden ; and Paul. thee: sbaerved that

his friend, wheeling a Larrow close by
the spot where the.watchman stood,
overturned its contextts. The watch-
man . was. geod-natured enough to
asaist him. in refilling the barrow ; and
Tomlinsom profited so well by the oc-

.cagion, thiat; that night,. he informed

Paul, that they wounld have nothing to
dread from the watchman’s vigilance.
“ Ho.has promised,” said Augustus,
“for certain. com-si-deradi-ons, to
allow me to knock him down : he has
also promised to-be so 1uch hur, as

not 40.be able-to .move, until we are

over the wall. Our main diffiealty
now, then, is, the.first step,—namely,
to climb the pipe unpewroeived.! ”

“ As to that,” said Psul, who.deve-
loped, through -the whole of the
scheme, organs of  sagacity, boldness,
and ‘invention, whick charmed . his
friend, and > certainly - promised well
for hisfuture caveer ;— as 40 that, I
think. we.may manage the first aseent
with less.danger than you imagine:
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the mornings, of late, have been very
foggy ; they are almost dark at the
hour we go to chapel. Let you and I
close the file: the pipe passes just
above the door; our hands, as we
have tried, can reach it ; and a spring
of no great agility will enable us to
raise _ourselves up to a footing on the
pipe and the skirting-board. The
climbing, then, is easy; and, what
with the dense fog, and our own
quickness, I think we shall have little
difficulty in gaining the garden. The
only precautions we need use are, to
wait for a very dark morning, and to
be sure that we are the last of the file,
&0 that no one behind may give the
alarm——"

“Or attempt to follow our example,
and spoil the pie by a superfluous
plum!” added Augustus. “You
counsel admirably ; and one of these
days, if you are not hung in the
meanwhile, will, I venture to argue,
be a great logician.”

The next morning was clear and
frosty ; but the day after was, to use
Tomlinson’s simile, “as dark as if all
the negroes of Africa had been stewed
down into air.” “You might have
cut the fog with a knife,” as the pro-
verb says. Paul and Augustus could
not even see how, significantly each
looked at the other.

It was a remarkable trait of the
daring temperament of the former,
that, young as he was, it was fixed
that he should lead the attempt. At
the hour, then, for chapel—the pri-
soners passed as usual through the
door. When it came to Paul's turn,
he drew himself by his hands to the
pipe, and then ereeping along its
sinuous course, gained the wall before
he had even fetched his breath.
Rather more clumsily, Augustus fol-
lowed his friend’s example : once his
foot slipped, and he was all but over.
He extended his hands involuntarily,
and caught Paul by the leg. Happily
-our hero had then gained the wall to

which he was clinging, and for once
in a way, one rogue raised himself
without throwing over another. Be-
hold Tomlinson and Paul now seated
for an instant on the wall to recover
breath ! the latter then,—the descent
to the ground was not very great,—
letting his body down by his hands,
dropped into the garden.

“ Hurt }” asked the prudent Augus-
tus in a hoarse whisper before he
descended from his “ bad eminence,”
being even willing

¢¢ To bear those flls he had,
Than fly to others that he knew not of,”

without taking every previous pre-
caution in his power.

“ No!” was the answer in the same
voice, and Augustus dropped.

So soon as this latter worthy had
recovered the shock of his fall, he lost
not & moment in to the
other end of the garden: Paul fol-
lowed. By the way Tomlinson stopped
at a heap of rubbish, and picked up
an immense stone; when they came
to the part of the wall they had agreed
to scale, they found the watchman,
about whom they needed not, by the
by, to have concerned themselves;
for had it not been arranged that he
was to have met them, the deep fog
would have effectually prevented him
from seeing them : this faithful guar-
dian Augustus knocked down, not
with the stone, but with ten guineas ;
he then drew forth from his dress a
thickish cord which he had procured,
some days before, from the turnkey,
and fastening the stone firmly to one
end, threw that end over the wall.
Now the wall had (as walls of great
strength mostly have) an overhanging
sort of battlement on either side, and
the stone, when flung over and drawn
to the tether of the cord to which
it was attached, necessarily hitched
against this projection ; and thus the
cord was, a8 it were, fastened to the
wall, and Tomlinson was enabled by
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it to draw himself up to the top of
the barrier. He performed this feat
with gymnastic address, like one who
had often practised it; albeit, the
discreet adventurer had not men-
tioned in his narrative to Paul any
previous occasion for the practice. As
soon as he had gained the top of the
wall, he threw down the cord to his
companion, and, in consideration of
Paul’s inexperience in that manner
of climbing, gave the fastening of
the rope -an additional security by
holding it himself. With slowness
and labour Paul hoisted himself up ;
and then, by transferring the stone
to the other side of the wall, where it
made, of course, & similar hitch, our
two adventurers were enabled suc-
cessively to slide down, and consum-
mate their escape from the house of
correction.

“Follow me now !” said Augustus,
as he took to his heels; and Paul
pursued him through a labyrinth of
alleys and lanes, through which he
shot and dodged with a variable and
shifting celerity that, had not Paul
kept close upon him, would very soon
(combined with the fog) have snatched
him from the eyes of his young ally.
Happily the immaturity of the morn-
ing, the obscurity of the streets passed
through, and, above all, the extreme
darkness of the atmosphere, prevented
that detection and arrest which their
prisoners’ garb would otherwise have
insured them. At length, they found
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themselves in the fields ; and, skulk-
ing along hedges, and diligently
avoiding the highroad, they continued
to fly onward, until they had advanced
several miles into ¢ the bowels of the
land.” At that time “the bowels”

.of Augustus Tomlinson began to

remind him of their demands; and
he accordingly suggested the desira-
bility of their seizing the first peasant
they encountered, and causing him
to exchange clothes with one of the
fugitives, who would thus be enabled
to enter a public-house and provide
for their mutual necessities, Paul
agreed to this proposition, and, ac-
cordingly, they watched their oppor-
tunity and caught a ploughman.
Augustus stripped him of his frock,
hat, and worsted stockings ; and Paul,
hardened by necessity and compa-
nionship, helped totie the poor plough-
man to a tree. They then continued
their progress for about an hour, and,
as the shades of evening fell around
them, they discovered a public-house.
Augustus entered, and returned in a
few minutes laden with bread and
cheese, and a bottle of beer. Prison
fare cures a man of daintiness, and
the two fugitives dined on these
homely viands with considerable com-
placency. They then resumed their
journey, and at length, wearied with
exertion, they arrived at a lonely
haystack, where they resolved to
repose for an hour or two,
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CHAPTER X.

« [alike the ribald, whese licentions jest
- Pollutes his banquet, and insults his guest ;

From wealth and grandeur easy to descend,

- Thow jJoy'st to lose the master in thefriend :

‘We.round thy board the cheerful xeenisisase,

Gay with the smile of bland equality ;
No social care the gracious lord disdains ;

Love prompts te love, and reverenoce reverence gains.”
Transiation of Lucaw to Psso, prefived to the Twelfth Paper of “ The Rambler.”

Covvy shone down the bashful stars
upon our-adventurers, as, after a short
nsp behind the baystack, they
stretohed themselves, and, looking at
each other, burst into an inveluntary
and hilarious laugh at the -pros
perous termination of their exploit.

Hitherto they had been oo occ-
pied, first by their flight, then by
hunger, then by fatigue, for selfgra-
tulation; now they rubbed their
hands, and joked like runaway school-
boys, at their escape.

By degrees their thoughts turned.

from the past to the fatare ; and “ Tell
me, my dear fellow,” said - Augustus,
“ what you intend to do. Itrust I
have long ago convineed yeu, that it
is no sin ‘to serve our friends’ and to
“be true to our party;’ and therefore,
1 suppose, you will decide upon taking
to the road !”

“It is very odd,” answered Paul,
“that I should have any scruples left
after your lectures on the subje~t ; but
Iown to you frankly, that, somehow
or other, Ihave doubts whether
thieving be really the honestest pro-
fession I could follow.”

“Listen to me, Paul,” answered
Augustus; and his reply is not un-
worthy of notice. “ All crime and all
excellence depend upon a good choice
of words. I see you look puzzled; I
will explain. If you take money from
the public, and say you have robbed,
you have indubitably committed a

great erime ; but if you de thewame,
and say you have been reliesing the
necessises of the poor, you:have done
an exoellent action :-if; in afterwards
dividing this ‘meney with your com-
panions, you say you .have ~been
sharing booty, yeu have committed an
offence against the laws of your.eoun-
try ; but if you observe that-you Aave
gains of your sedustry, you bave:been
performing one of the noblestactions
of hamanity. To kmock a manon the
head is neither virtuous nor guilty,
but it depends-upon the language
applied to the action to make-itzour-
der or glory.* Why not say, shen,
that you have testified ¢ the commage
of a hero, rather than ¢ the mircily
of-a rufian #’ This is perfectly elear,
is it mot?”

“ It seems s0,” answered Panl.

“It is so self-evident, Ahat it is the
way all governmenis are carvied-em.
‘W herefore, my good Paul, we only do

* We observe in a paragraph from an
American paper, copied without comment
into the Morning Chronicle, a singular
proof of the truth of Tomlinson’s philo-
sophy. “ Mr. Rowland Stephenson (s0
runs the extract), the celedbrated English
banker, has just purchased a oonsider-
able tract of land,” &c. Moet philosophical
of paragraphists! ¢¢ Celedrated English
danker!” that sentence is a better illustra-
tion of verbal fallacies than all Bentham’s
treatises put together.  Celedrated!™ O
Meroury, what a dexterous epithet !
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what all other logislators do. Weare
never rogues 80 long as-we eall our-
selves hanest fellows, snd we never
cammit & crume 50 long .8 we can
term it a vidwe! What uyynu
now?”

Paul amiled, and was silent. uﬁw
mment.n before he,replied :

“There is very.little donbt but that

you.are wrong ; yet.if you are; so.are
allﬂmust of the world. Iiis of no
use 10 ba the only white sheep of the
flock. Wherefore, my daear Tomlin-
sen, I will in. futare be am axcellent
citizen, relieve the. neasssities of the.
poor,andshare thagains of my indus-
try with wmy friends.” |

“ Brsvol" cried Tomlingon. “.4nd:
now that that is- settled, the soomer
you are insugmreted the better.. Since
the starlight has shape forth, I see
that I am .in a place. I opght to.be
very well acquainted with ;' or, if you
like to be guspicious, you may believe
that I have brought.you purposely in
this direction : but first. let.me ask if
you feel any great desire to:pasi-the
night by. this haystack, or whether:
you would like a song and the punch-|
bowl almosi as much as the open eir,
with the chance. of being.eat up.in &
pinch of bay by some strolling cow !”

“You may conceive my chaice,”
answered Paul.

“ Well, then, there is an excellent
fellow near here, who keeps & public-
house, and is & firm ally and generons
patron of the lads of the cross. At
certain periods they hold .weekly
meetings at his house : this is.one of
the nights. What say you %:shall I
introduce you to the club ?”

“I shall be very glad, if they. will,
admit me |” refurned Paul, whom
msany and comflicting thoughts .ren-
dered laconic.

“Oh! no fear of that, mnder my
auspices. To tell you the truth,
though we are a tolerant sect, we
welcome every new proselyte with

enthusiasm. But are you tired 1”

68
“A litle;. the house,.is mot fyr,

you say ?”
“ About s.mile off,” answered Tom-
linsen. “ Liean on-me.”

ley. Common ; for the abode rof -the
worthy publican was felisitously:situ-
ated, .and. the ssene in which .his
gheate-sclebrated their feativities was
close by. that on which, they efien
performed their exploits.

As they preeceded, Paul guestioned
his friend touching ihe..mame sand
character of “mine host;”. and the
all-.knowing Augustus Tomlineen an-
syemd him,. Quakerlike, by.a ques-

n,-—
‘“Have you never-heard of Gentle-
man.George?”

- “What ! the noted head of a flash
pablic-house. in the country? To be
sure I have, often ; my peor nnrse,
Dame Lobkins,. uied to .say he was
the. besi-spoken maniin the.srade |”
so.he is.still. In-his youth,
Gmrgo was. & very handsomae fellow,
bat & little too Sond of his Jass mdlm
bottle ta please.his father, & very staid
old gentlaman, who walked ahout on
Sundays in a.bob-wig and a gold-
headed cane,and was a mueh. beiter

farmer on .than he -was
head of a public-house. George wsed
to be.a- y smart-dressed

fellow, and so he is fo tlusday He
b, agreat deal of.wit, is.a very good
whist-phyer, has a gapital cellar, and
is 8o fond -of seeing:his friends drunk,
that he bonught seme time ago a large
pewier measure in which six men can
stand .ppt sht. The -girls, or rather
the old women, to which last he-used
to be much more civil of the two,
a.lwsys liked him ; they say, nothing
is 80 fine as his fine speeches, and
they give him the title of ¢ Gentleman
George” He is a nice, kind-hearted
man in many things. Pray Heaven
we-shall have no cause to. miss him
when . he departs. But, to tell you
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the truth, he takes more than his
share of our common purse.”

¢ What, is he avaricious }”

“ Quite the reverse; but he’s so
cursedly fond of building, he invests
all his money (and wants us to invest
all ours) in houses; and there’s one
confounded dog of a bricklayer, who
runs him up terrible bills,—a fellow
called ¢ Cunning Nat,’ who is equally
adroit in spoiling ground and im-
proving ground rent.”

“ What do you mean?”

“Ah! thereby hangs a tale. But
we are near the place now; you will
see a curious set.”

As Tomlinson said this, the pair
approached a house standing alone,
and seemingly without any other
abode in the vicinity. It was of
curious and grotesque shape, painted
white, with a Gothic chimney, a
Chinese sign-post (on which was de-
picted a gentleman fishing, with the
words “The Jolly Angler” written
beneath), and a porch that would
have been Grecian, if it had not been
Dutch. It stood in a little field, with
a hedge behind it, and the common
in front! Augustus stopped at the
door, and, while he paused, bursts of
laughter rang cheerily within.

“Ah, the merry boys!” he mut-
tered : “I long to be with them!”
and then with his clenched fist he
knocked four times on the door.
There was a sudden silence, which
lasted about a minute, and was
broken by a voice within, asking who
was there. Tomlinson answered by
some cabalistic word; the door was
opened, and a little boy presented
himself.

“Well, my lad,” said Augustus,
“and how is your master?— Stout
and hearty, if I may judge by his
voice.”

“Ay, Master Tommy, ay, he’s
boosing away at a fine rate in the
back-parlour, with Mr. Pepper and
fighting Attie, and half-a-score more
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of them. Hell be woundy glad to
see you, I 'l be bound.”

“ Shew this gentleman into the
bar,” rejoined Augustus, “ while I go
and pay my respects to honest
Geordie ! ”

The boy made a sort of a bow, and
leading our hero into the bar, con-
signed him to the care of Sal, a buxom
barmaid, who reflected credit on the
taste of the landlord,and who received
Paul with marked distinction and &
gill of brandy.

Paul had not long to play the
amiable, before Tomlinson rejoined
him with the information that Gen-
tleman George would be most happy
to see him in the back-parlour, and
that he would there find an old
friend in the person of Mr. Pepper.

“What! is he here?” cried Paul.
“The sorry knave! to let me be
caged in his stead !”

“ Gently, gently, no misapplication
of terms,” said Augustus; “that was
not knavery, that was prudence, the
greatest of all virtues and the rarest.
But come along, and Pepper shall
explain to-morrow.” .

Threading a gallery or passage,
Augustus preceded our hero, opened
a door, and introduced him into a
long low apartment, where sat, round
a table spread with pipes and liquor,
some ten or a dozen men, while at
the top of the table, in an arm-chair,
presided Gentleman George. That
dignitary was a portly and comely
gentleman, with a knowing look, and
a Welsh wig, worn, as the Morning
Chronicle says of his Majesty’s hat,
“in a dégagé manner, on one side.”
Being afflicted with the gout, his left
foot reclined on a stool; and the
attitude developed, despite of a lamb’s-
wool stocking, the remains of an
exceedingly good leg.

As Gentleman George was a person
of majestic dignityamong the Knights
of the Cross, we trust we shall not be
thought irreverent in applying a few
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of the words by which the foresaid
Morning Chronicle depicted his Ma-
jesty, on the day he' laid the first
stone of his father's monument, to
the description of Gentleman George.

“ He had on a handsome blue coat,
and a white waistcoat;” moreover,
“he langhed most good-humouredly,”
as, turning to Augustus Tomlinson,
he saluted him with—

¢ So, this is the you pre-
sent to us?—Welcome to the Jolly
Angler! Give us thy hand, young
air ;—I shall be happy to blow a cloud
with thee.” -

“With all due submission,” said
Mr. Tomlinson, “I think it may first
be a8 well to introduce my pupil and
friend to his fature companions.”

“ You speak like a leary cove,” cried
Gentleman George, still squeezing our
hero’s hand ; and, turning round in
his elbow-chair, he pointed to each
member, as he severally introduced
his guests to Paul :

““Here,” said he,—*here’s a fine
chap at my right hand—(the person
thus designated was a thin military-
looking figure, in a shabby riding
frock, and with a commanding, bold,
aquiline countenance, a little the worse
for wear)—here s a fine chap for you ;
Fighting Attie we calls him: he’s a
devil on the road. ‘Halt—deliver—
must and shall—can’t and sha'nt—do
as I bid you, or go to the devil,'—
that’s all Fighting Attie's palaver;
and, ’sdeath, it has a wonderful way
of coming to the point! A famous
cull is my friend Attie—an old sol-
dier—has seen the world, and knows
what is what ; has lots of gumption,
and devil a bit of blarney. Howsom-
ever, the highflyers doesn’t like him ;
and when he takes people’s money, he
need not be quite so cross about it !—
Attie, let me introduce a new pal to
you.” Paul made his bow.

“ Stand at ease, man!” quoth the
veteran, without taking the pipe from
his mouth,
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Gentleman George then continued ;
and, after pointing out four or five of
the company (among whom our hero
discovered, to his surprise, his old
friends, Mr. Eustace Fitzherbert and
Mr. William Howard Russell), came,
at length, to one with a very red face,
and a lusty frame of body. ¢ That
gentleman,” said he, “is Scarlet Jem ;
a dangerous fellow for a press, though
he says he likes robbing alone now,
for a general press is not half such &
good thing as it used to be formerly.
You have no idea what a hand at dis-
guising himself Scarlet Jem is. He
has an old wig which he generally
does business in ; and you would not
go for to know him again, when he
conceals himself under the'wig. Oh,
he’s a precious rogue, is Scarlet Jem !
—As for the cove on t'other side,”
continued the host of the Jolly Angler,
pointing to Long Ned, “all I can say
of him, good, bad, or indifferent, is,
that he has an unkimmon fine head
of hair: and now, youngster, as you
knows him, spose you goes and sits
by him, and he’ll introduce you to the
rest; for, split my wig! (Gentleman
George was a bit of a swearer) if I
ben't tired, and so here’s to your
health ; and if 80 be as your name’s
Paul, may you alway rob Peter* in
order to pay Paul!”

This witticism of mine host’s being
exceedingly well received, Paul went,
amidst the general laughter, to take
possession of the vacant seat beside
Long Ned. That tall gentleman, who
had hitherto been cloud-compelling
(as Homer calls Jupiter) in profound
silence, now turned to Paul with the
warmest cordiality, declared himself
overjoyed to meet his old friend once
more, and congratulated him alike on
his escape from Bridewell, and his
admission to the councils of Gentle-
man George. But Paul, mindful of
that exertion of “prudence” on the

* Peter: a pottmmmu.s



pert of Mr. Pepper, by which he had
been left to his fate and the mercy of
Justice Burnflat, received his ad-
vances very sullenly. This coolnees
80 incensed Ned, who was naturally
choleric, that he turned his back on
our hero, and being of an aristocratic
spirit, mntterod something about
“ upstart, and vulgar clyfakers being
admitted to the company of swell
” This murmur called all

Paul’'s blood into his cheek; for
though he had been punished as a
<lyfaker (or pickpocket), nobody knew
better than Long Ned whether or not
he was innocent ; and a reproach from
him came therefore: with double in-
justice and severity. In his wrath,
he seized Mr. Pepper by the ear,
and, telling him he was a shabby
seoundrel, challenged him to fight.

8o pleasing an invitation not being
ammounoced sotto voce, but in a tone
suited to the importance of the pro-
position, every one around heard it ;
and before Long Ned could answer,
the full voice of Gentleman George
thundered forthb—

¢ Keep the peace there, you young-
ster! What! are you just admitted
into our merry-makings, and must
you be wrangling already? Harkye,
gemmen, I have been plagued enough
with your quarrels before now, and
the first cove as breaks the present
quiet of the Jolly Angler, shall be
turned out neck and crop—shan’t he,
Attie ?”
hero “Right about, march,” said the

“« Ay, that’s the word, Attie,” said
Gentleman George. “ And now, Mr.
Pepper, if there be any ill blood
’twixt you and the lad there, wash it
away in a bumper of bingo, and let ’s
hear no more whatsomever about it.”

“I'm willing,” cried Long Ned,
with the deferential air of a courtier,
and holding out his hand to Paul.
Our hero, being somewhat abashed by
the novelty of his situation and the
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rebuke of Gentleman George, accepted,
though with some reluctanoce, the pro-
ferred courtesy.

Order being thus restored, the con-
versation of the convivialists began to
assume a most fascinating bias. They
talked with infinite gofl¢ of the sums
they had levied on the publis, and the
peculations they had committed for
what one called the “ good of #he com-
munity,” and another, the “esta-
blished order,”—meaning: themselves,
It was easy to see in what school the
discerning Tomlinson had
learned the value of words.

There was- something edifying in
hearing the rascals! . So mnice was
their language, and so honest their
enthusiasm for their own interests,
you might have imagined you were
listening to a coterie of cabinet minis.
ters conferring on taxes, or debating
OR perquisites.

“ Long may the Commons flourish !”
cried punning Georgie, filling hisglass;
“ i$ is by the commons we ’re fed, and
may they never know cultiwation !”

“Three times three !” shouted Long
Ned : and the toast was drunk as Mr.
Pepper proposed.

“ A little moderate caltivation of
the commons, to speak frankly,” said
Augustus Tomlinsonmodestly, “ might
not be amiss; for it would decoy people
into the belief that they might travel
safely ; and, after all, a hedge or a
barley-field is as good for us as a bar
ren heath, where we have no shelter
if once pursued !”

“You talks nonsense, you spooney ! ”
cried a robber of note, called Bagshot ;
who, being aged, and having been a
lawyer’s footboy, was sometimes deno-
minated “Old Bags.” “ You talks
nonsense ; these innowating ploughs
are the rnin of us. Every blade of
corn in a common is an encroachment
on the constitution and rights of the
gemmen highwaymen. I’m old, and
mayn’t live to see these things; but,
mark my words, a time will come
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when & man may go from Lunnun to
Johnny Groat’s without losing a penny
by one of us; when Hounslow will be
safe, and Pmchley secure. My eyes,
what a sad thing for us that'll be!”

The venerable old man became sud-
denly silent, and thetears started to his

Gentleman George had a great
horrorof blue devils, and particularly
disliked all disagreeable subjects.

“Thunder and oons, Old Bags!”
quoth mine host of the Jolly Angler,
¢ this will never do: we’re all met
here to be merry, and not to listen to
your mullancolly taratarantarums. I
says, Ned Pepper, spose you tips us a
song, and I'll beat time with my
knuckles.”

Long Ned, taking the pipe from his
mouth, attempted, like Walter Scott’s
Lady Heron, one or two pretty excuses:
these being drowned by an universal
shout, the handsome purloiner gave
the following song, to the tune of
“ Time has not thinned my flowing
hair.”

LONG NED'S 80NG.

1.
¢ Oh, if my hands adhere to cash,
My gloves at least are clean,
And rarely have the gentry flash
In sprucer clothes been seen.

2.
Bweet Publio, since your coffers mmst
Afford our wants relief,
Oh ! soothes it not to yleld the dust
To such a charming thief ?

3.
1 never robbed a single coach
Bnt with a lover's air;
And though you might my coursereproach,
‘Youa never could my Aair.

4.
John Bull, who loves a harmiess joke,
Is apt at me to grin,
But why be cross with laushlng folk,
Unless they laugh and win ?

&
John Bull has money in his box 3
And though his wit'’s divine,
Yet let me laugh at Johnny's locks—

“¢And Jobn may laugh at mine,
excellent ! ” cried Gentleman George,
lighting his pipe and winking at Attie,
“] hears as how you be & famous
fellow with the lasses.”

Ned smiled and nnlwmd “ No
man should boast; but ——" Pepper
paused ﬁgmﬁnmtb and then glanc-
ing at Attie, said—* Talking of lasses,
it is my turn to knock down a gentle-
man for & song, and I knock down
Fighting Attie.”

“ I never sing,” said the warrior.
Tmson, treason,” cried Pepper.
“Tt is the law, md you must obey the
law ;—s0
“It is true, Atlie,” said Gentleman
George.
There was no appeal from the honest
publican’s fiat; so, in & quick and
laconic manner, it being Attie’s fa-
vourite dogma, that the least said is
the soonest mended, the warrior sung
a8 follows:—

FIGHTING ATTIE'S S8ONG.
Aiy.~+ Ho was famed for deeds of arms.”

“ Rise at six—dine at two—
Rob your man without ado—
Such my maxims—if you doubt
Their wisdom, to the right about ! "
(Bigning to a sallow gentieman on
the same side of the table to send
up the drandy bowl.)
¢ Pass round the bingo,—of a gun,
You musky, dusky, Ausky ml ¥
(The sallow gentieman, in a koarse
voice,)
¢ Attie—the bingo 's now with me,
I can’t reaign it yet, d’ye see!”
(dUis, seising the bowl,)
% Resign, resign it—ocease your dust! ™
(Wresting it away, andflercely re-
garding the sallow gentieman.)
« You have resign'd it—and you must.”
CHORUS.
¢ You have resign’'d it~and you must.”

* Much of whatever amusement might be
ocoasioned by the not (we trust) ill-natuved

And John may laugh at mine ! ”

travesties of certain eminent characters in
¥ 2
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While the chorus, 1sughing at the
discomfited tippler, yelled forth the
emphatic words of the heroic Attie, | gemman,
that personage emptied the brandy at
a draught, resumed ‘his pipe, and, in
a8 fow words as possible,- called on
Bagshot for & song. The excellent
old highwayman, with great diffidence,
obeyed the request, cleared his throat,
and struck off with a ditty somewhat
to the tune of “The Old Woman.”

OLD BAGS’ 8ONG.

¢ Are the days then gone, when on Houns-
low Heath . .
‘We flash’d our nags?
‘When thestoutest bosoms quail’d beneath
The voice of Bags? .
Ne'er was my work half undone, lest
I should bo nabb'd :
Blow was old Bags, but he never ceased
°Till the whole was grabb’d.

CHORUS.
*Till tho whole was grabb'd.

‘When the slow coach paused, and the
gemmen storm'd,
I bore the brunt—
And the only sound which my grave lips
form'd
‘Was * blunt "—still ¢blunt !’
Oh! those jovial days are ne’er forgot {—
But the tape lags—
‘When I be's dead, you 'l drink one pot
To poor old Bags !

CHORUS.
To poor vld Bags !

“Ay, that we will, my dear Bag-
shot,” cried Gentleman Goorge, affec-

tionately ; but, observing a tear in the I

fine old fellow’s eye, he added, “ Cheer
up. What, ho! cheer up! Times
will improve, and Providence may
yet sead us one good year, when you
shall be as well off as ever! You

this part of our work, when first published,
like all politioal allusions, loses point and
mobnmum:pplieniomcennb
‘be familiar. It isal
w.y,MMMAt&hmmu
illustrates the Duke of Wellington's abrupt
dismissal of Mr. Huskissen. .
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shakes your poll. Well, don’t be
hnmdurgeoned, but knock down a

Dulung away the drop of sensi-
bility, the veteran knocked down Gen-
tleman George himself.

“ Oh, dang.it!” edid George, with
an air of dignity “I ought to skip,
since I finds the lush; but howsom-
ever here goes.”

GENTLEMAN GEORGE’S SONG.
Atr—+01d King Cole.”

1 be's the oovo—the merry old cove,
Of whose max all the rufflers sing.
And a lushing cove, I thinks, by Jove,

Is as great as a sober king!

 CHORUS. .
Is as great as a sober king.

‘Whatever the nofse as is made by the Loys,
At the bar as they lush away;
The devil a noise my peace alloys,
As long as the rascals pay !
CHORUS. :
As long as the rascals pay !

‘What if I sticks my stones and my bricks
‘With mortar I takes from the snobbish ?

All who e¢an feel for the public weal,
Likes the public-house to be bobbish.

CHORUS.
Likes the public-house to bcbobbhh.'

“ There, gemmen !” said the pub-
lican, stopping short, “ that’s the
pith of the matter, and split my wig
but I'm short of breath now. So,
send round the brandy, Augustus: you
sly dog, you keeps it all to yourself.”

By this time the whole conclave
were more than half-seas” over, or, as
Augustus Tomlinson expressed it,
“ their more austere qualities were
relaxed by a pleasing and innocent
indulgence.” Paul’s eyes reeled, and
his tongue ran loose. By degrees the
room swam round, the faces of his
comrades altered, the countenance of
Old Bags assumod an awful and
menacing air. He thought Long Ned
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insulted him, and that Old Bags took
the part of the assailant, doubled his
fists, and threatened to put the plain-
tiff ’s nob into chancery, if he disturbed
the peaco of the meeting. Various
other imaginary evils beset him, He
thought he had robbed a mail-coach
in company with Pepper; that Tom-
linson informed against him, and that
Gentleman George ordered him to be
hanged ; in short, he laboured under
a temporary delirium, occasioned by &
sudden reverse of fortune—from water
to brandy ; and the last thing of which
he retained any recollection, before he
sunk under the table, in company with
Long Ned, Scarlet Jem, and Old Bags,
was, the. bemng his part in the bur-
then, of what appeared to him a chorus
of last dying speeches and confessions,
but what in reality was & song made
in honour of Gentleman George, and
sung by his grateful guests as a finale
to the festivities. It ran thus

THE ROBBIB‘B GRAND TOAST.
« A tumbler of blue ruin, fil, fill for me !
Red tape those as likes it may drain,
But whatever the lush, it a bumper must be,
If we ne'er drinks a bumiper again !
Now—now in the crfb, where a ruffer may
e, -
‘Without fear that the traps should distress
him,
With a drop in the mouth, and a drop in the

eye,
Here's to Gentleman George—God bless
him1{
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God bless him—God bless him!
nm":n;o Gentleman Geuvrge—God bless
!

'Mong the pals of the Prince, I have heard
it’s the go,
Before they have tippled enough,
To lmlm their pnnch with the best

© ouragoa,
More conish to render the stuff!
I boast not such lush!—but whoever his

glass
Dou:otnke,l'nbohu"dlflpn-
im §

Upcun;nng. n;y kiddies—round, round let
- gp.. VN
Here .l:l: Gentleman George—God bless
!
God blees him—God bless him !
Km';ht: Gentleman Georgo—God bless
!

See—seo—the fine fellow grows weak on the
stumps,
Assist him, ye rascals, to stand !
Why,yo-ﬁrnotnpq!—m youll“ntbe
© " dumps?—
l'l‘hﬁn(Attlo,(o.uanhmd"

{The robders crowd around Gentleman

, eack, under pretence of sup-

porting Aim, pulling him first one
way and am ")

Come, lean upon me—at jom service Iam !
Getaway from his elbow, you whelp!—him
You’ll only upset—them ‘ere fellows but

sham!
Here'’s to Gentumm Georgo—God help
“ him!
God help him—God help him !|—
Here ’s to Gentleman George—God help
him!”
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CHAPTER XI.

¢« 1 boast no song in magic wonders rife.
But yet, O Nature! is there nought to prize,
Familiar in thy bosom scenes of life ?
And dwells in daylight truth’s salubrious skies
No form with which the soul may sympathise ?

Or blest his noonday walk—she was his only child.”

O mxz, thou hast played strange
tricks with us! and we bless the stars
that made us a novelist, and permit
us now to retaliate. Leaving Paul
to the instructions of Augustus Tom-
linson and the festivities of the Jolly
Angler, and suffering him, by slow but
sure degrees, to acquire the graces and
the reputation of the accomplished and
perfect appropriatorof othermen’s pos-
sessions, we shall pass over the lapse of
years with the same heedless rapidity
with which they have glided over us,
and summon our reader to a very
different seene from those which would
be likely to greet his eyes, were he
following the adventures of our new
Telemachus. Nor wilt thou, dear
reader, whom we make the umpire
between ourself and those who never
read—the critics ;—thou who hast, in
the true spirit of gentle breeding,
gone with us among places where
the novelty of the scene has, we fear,
scarcely atoned for the coarseness, not
giving thyself the airs of a dainty
abigail,—not prating, lacquey-like, on
the low company thou hast met;—
nor wilt thou, dear and friendly reader,
have cause to dread that we shall
weary thy patience by a “ damnable
iteration ” of the same localities. Paus-
ing for a moment to glance over the
divisions of our story, which lies before
us like & map, we feel that we may

Gertrude of Wyoming.

promise in future to conduct thee
among of society more fami-
liar to thy habite ;—where events flow
to their allotted gulf through land-
scapes of more pleasing variety, and
among tribes of a more luxurious
civilisation.

Upeon the banks of one of fair Eng-
land’s fairest rivers, and about fifty
miles distant from London, still stands
an old-fashioned abode, which we shall
here term Warlock Manor-house. It
is a building of brick, varied by stone
copings, and covered in great part
with ivy and jesmine, Around it lie
the ruins of the elder part of the fabric,
and these are sufficiently numerous in
extent, and important in appearance,
to testify that the mansion was once
not without pretensions to the mag-
nificent. These remains of power,
some of which bear date as far back
a8 the reign of Henry the Third, are
sanctioned by the character of the
country immediately in the vicinity
of the old manor-house. A vast tract
of waste land, interspersed with groves
of antique pollsrda, and here and there
irregular and sinuous ridges of green
mound, betoken to the experienced
eye the evidence of a dismantled chase
or park, which must originally have
been of no common dimensions. On
one side of the house the lawn slopes
towards the river, divided from a
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terrace, which forms the most im-
portant embellishment of the pleasure-
grounds, by that fence to which has
been given the ingenious and sig-
nificant name of “ haha!” A few
scattered trees of giant growth are
the sole obstacles that break the view
of the river, which has often seemed
to us, at that particular passage of its
course, to glide with unusual calmness
and serenity. On the opposite side of
the stream there is a range of steep
hills, celebrated for nothing more
romantic than their property of im-
parting to the flocks that browse upon
their short, and seemingly stinted
herbage, a flavour peculiarly grateful
to the lovers of that pastoral animal
which changes its name into mutton
after its decease. Upon these hills the
vestige of human habitation is not
visible ; and at times, when no boat
defaces the lonely smoothness of the
river, and the evening has stilled the
sounds of labour and of life, we know
few scenes so utterly tranquil, so
steeped in quiet, as that which is pre-
sented by the old, quaint-fashioned
house and its antique grounds,—the
smooth lawn, the silent, and (to speak
truly, though disparagingly) the some-
what sluggish river, together with
the large hills (to which we know,
from simple, though metaphysical
causes, how entire an idea of quiet,
and immovability, peculiarly attaches
itself), and the white flocks—those
most peaceful of God’s creatures,—
that in flececy clusters stad the
ascent.

In Warlock House, at the time we
refer to, lived a gentleman of the
name of Brandon. He was a widower,
end had attained his fiftieth year,
without casting much regret on the
past, or feeling much anxiety for the
fature. In a word, Joseph Brandon
#was one of those careless, quiescent,
indifferent men, by whom a thought
upon any subject is never recurred to
witheut a very urgent necessity. He
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was good-natured, inoffensive, and
weak ; and if he was not an incom-
parable citizen, he was, at least, an
excellent vegetable. He was of &
family of high antiquity, and formerly
of comsiderable note. For the last
four or five generations, however, the
proprietors of Warlock House, gradu-
ally losing something alike from
their acres and their consequence,
had left to their descendants no
higher rank than that of a small coun-
try squire. One had been a Jacobite,
and had drunk out half a dozen farms
inhonour of Charleyover thewater;—
Charley over the water was no very
dangerous person, but Charley over
the wine was rather more ruinous.
The next Brandon had been a fox-
hunter, and fox-hunters live as largely
as patriotic politicians. Pausanias
tells us, that the same people who
were the most notorious for their love
of wine, were also the most notorious
for their negligence of affairs. Times
are not much altered since Pausanias
wrote, and the remark holds as good
with the English as it did with the
Phigalei. After this Brandon came
one who, though he did not scorn the
sporteman, rather assumed the fine
gentleman. He married an heiress,
who, of course, assisted to ruin him :
wishing no assistance in so pleasing
an occupation, he overturmed her
(perhaps not on purpose), in a new
sort of carriage which he was learning
to drive, and the good lady was
killed on the spot. She ‘left the fine
gentleman two sons, Joseph Brandon,
the present thane, and a brother some
years younger. The elder, being of a
fitting age, was sent to school, and
somewhat escaped the contagion of
the paternal mansion. But the
younger Brandon, having only reached
his fifth year at the time of his mo-
ther'’s decease, was retained at home.
Whether he was handsome, or clever,
or impertinent, or like his father
about the eyes (that greatest of all
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merits), we know not; but the
widower became so fond of him, that
it was at & late period, andthhgreat«
reluctance, that he finally intrusted
him to the providence of a school.

Among harlots, and gamblers, and
lords, and sharpers, and gentlemen
of the guards, together with their
frequent accompaniments—guards of
the gentlemen—rviz. bailiffs, William
Brandon passed the first stage of his
boyhood. He was about thirteen
when he was sent to school; and be-
ing a boy of remarkable talents, he
recovered lost time 8o well, that when,
at the age of nineteen, he adjourned
to the university, he had scarcely
reaided there a single t8rm before he
had borne off two of the highest
prizes awarded to academical merit.
From the university he departed on
the “grand tour,” at that time
thought 30 necessary to complete the
gentleman : he went in company with
a young nobleman, whose friendship
he had won at the university, stayed
abroad more than two years, and on
his return he settled down to the
profession of the law.

Mecanwhile his father died, and his
fortune, as & younger brother, being
literally next to nothing, and the
family estate (for his brother was not
unwilling to assist him) being terribly
involved, it was believed that he
struggled for some years with very
embarrassed and penurious circum-
stances. During this interval of his
life, however, he was absent from
London, and by his brother supposed
to have returned to the Continent:
ab length, it seems, he profited by a
renewal of his friendship with the
young nobleman who had accom-
panied him abroad, reappeared in
town, and obtained, ' through his
noble friend, one or two legal ap-
pointments of reputable emolument :
soon afterwards he got a brief on
some cause where a major had been
rairing a corps to his brother officer,
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with the better consent of the brother- .
officer’s wife than of the brother offi-
cer himself. Brandon's abilities here,
for the first time in his profession,
found an adequate vent; his reputa-
tion seemed made  at once, he rose
rapidly in his profession, and, at the
time we now speak of, he was sailing
down the full tide of fame and wealth,
the envy and the oracle of all young
Templars and barristers, who, having
been starved themselves for ten years,
began now to calculate on the pos-
sibility of starving their clients. At
an early period in his career he had,
through the good offices of the noble-
man we have mentioned, obtained a
seat in the House of Commons ; and
though his eloquence was of an order
much better suited to the bar than
the senate, he had nevertheless ac-
quired a very considerable reputation
in the latter, and was looked upon by
many as likely to win to the same
brilliant fortunes as the courtly Mans-
field—a great man, whose political
principles and urbane address Bran-
don was supposed especially to affect
as his own model. Of unblemished
integrity in pubhc life — for, as he
supported all that exist with
the most unbending rigidity, he could
not be accused of inconsistency — -
William Brandon was (as we have
said in a former place of unhappy
memory to our hero) esteemed in
private life the most honourable, the
most moral, even the most austere of
men ; and his grave and stern repute
on this score, joined to the dazzle of
his eloquence and forensic powers,
had baffled in great measure the
rancour of party hostility, and ob-
tained for him a character for virtues
almost as high and as enviable as that
which he had acquired for abilities.
While William was thus treading
a noted and an honourable career,
his elder brother, who had married
into & clergyman’s family, and soon
lost his .consort, had with his only
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child, a daughter named Lucy, resided
in his paternal mansion in undis-
turbed obscurity. The discreditable
character and habits of the preceding
lords of Warlock, which had sunk
their respectability in the county, as
well as curtailed their property, had
rendered the surrounding gentry little
anxious to cultivate the intimacy of
the present proprietor ; and the heavy
mind and retired manners of Joseph
Brandon were not calculated to
counterbalance the faults of his fore-
fathers, nor to reinstate the name of
Brandon in its ancient popularity and
esteem. Though dull and little cul-
tivated, the squire was not without
his “proper pride;” he attempted
not to intrude himself where he was
unwelcome, avoided county meetings
and county balls, smoked his pipe
with the parson, and not unoften with
the surgeon and the solicitor, and
suffered his daughter Lucy to edueate
herself, with the_help of the parson’s
wife, and to ripen (for Nature was
more favourable to her than Art) into
the very prettiest girl that the whole
county—we long to say the whole
country—at that time could boast of.
Never did glass: give back a more
lovely image than that of Lucy Bran-
don at the age of nineteen. Her
anburn hair fell in the richest luxari-
ance over a brow never ruffled, and a
cheek where the blood never slept;
with every instant the colour varied,
and at every variastion that smooth,
pure, virgin cheek seemed still more
lovely. than before. She had the
most beautiful langh that one who
loved music could imagine,—silvery,
low, and yet so full of joy! all her
movements, a8 the old parson said,
seemed to keep time to that laugh ;
for mirth made a great part of her
innocent and childish temper; and
yet the mirth was feminine, never
loud, nor like that of young ladies
who had received the last finish at

Highgate seminaries.  Everything
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Jjoyous affected her,-and at once ;—
air,—flowers,—sunshine,—butterfiies.
Unlike heroines in general, she very
seldom cried, and she saw nothing
charming in having the vapours.
But she never looked 80 beautiful as
in sleep! and as the light breath
came from her parted lips, and the
ivory lids closed over those eyes
which only in sleep were silent—and
her attitude in her sleep took that
ineffable grace belonging solely to
childhood, or the fresh youth into
which childhood merges,—she was
Jjust what you might imagine a sleep-
ing Margaret, before that moet simple
and gentle of all a poet’s visions of
womanhood had met with Faust, or
her elumbers been ruffled with a
dream of love.

We cannot say much for Lucy’s
intellectual acquirements; she could,
thanks to the parson’s wife, spell in-
differently well, and write a tolerable
hand ; she made preserves, and some-
times riddles—it was more difficult to
question the excellence of the former
than to answer the queries of the
latter. She worked to the admiration
of all who knew her, and we beg leave
to say that we deem that “an excel-
lent thing in woman.” She made caps
for herself and gowns for the poor,
and now and then she accomplished
the more literary labour of a stray
novel that had wandered down to the
Manor-house, or an abridgment of
ancient history, in which was omitted
every thing but the proper names.
To these attainments she added a cer-
tain modicum of skill upon the spinet,
and the power of singing old songs
with the richest and sweetest voice
that ever made one's eyes moisten, or
one’s heart beat.

Her moral qualities were more fully
developed than her mental. She was
the kindest of human beings; the
very -dog that had never scen her
before, knew that truth at the first

glance, and lost no time in making
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her acquaintance. The goodness of
her heart reposed upon her face like
sunshine, and the old wife at the
lodge said poetically and truly of the
effect it produced, that “ome felt
warm when one looked on her.” If
we could abstract from the description
8 oertain chilling transparency, the
following exquisite verses of a forgot-
ten poet* might express the purity
and lustre of her countenance :—

¢ Her face was like the milky way {’ the sky,
A meeting of gentle lights without a name.”

She was surrounded by pets of all
kinds, ugly and handsome, from Ralph
the raven to Beauty the pheasant, and
from Bob, the sheep-dog without a
tail, to Bean, the Blenheim with blue
ribands round his neck; all things
loved her, and she loved all things.
It seemed doubtful at that time
whether she would ever have sufficient
steadiness and strength of character.
Her beauty and her character ap-
peared 8o essentially womanlike—soft,
yet lively, buoyant, yet caressing,—
that you could scarcely place in her
that moral dependence that you might
in a character less amiable, but less
" yieldingly feminine. Time, however,
and circumstance, which alter and
harden, were to decide whether the
inward nature did not possess some
latent, and yet undiscovered proper-
ties, Such was Lucy Brandon, in the
year ——, and in that year, on a
beautiful autumnal evening, we first
introduce herpersonallyto our readers.
She was sitting on a garden-seat by
the river side with her father, who
was deliberately conning the evening
paper of a former week, and gravely
seasoning the ancient news with the
inspirations of that weed which so
bitterly excited the royal indignation
of our British Solomon It happens,
unfortunately for ws—for outward
peculiarities are scarcely worthy the
dignity to which comedy, whether in

# Buckling.
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the drama or the narrative, aspires,—
that Squire Brandon possessed so few

ing traits of mind, that he
leaves his delineator little whereby to
designate him, save a confused and
parenthetical habit of speech, by
which he very often appeared to thoss
who did not profit by long experience,
or close observation, to say exactly,
and somewhat ludicrously, that which
he did not mean to convey.

“1 say, Lucy,” observed Mr. Bran.
don, but without lifting his eyes from
the paper; “I say, corn has fallen—
think of that, girl, think of that!
These times, in my opinion, (ay, and
in the opinion of wiser heads than
mine, though I do not mean to say
that I have not some experience in
these matters, which is more than
can be said of all our neighbours,) are
very curious, and even dangerous.”

¢ Indced, papa ! ” answered Lucy.

“ And I say, Lucy, dear,” resumed
the squire after s short pause, “ there
has been (and very strange it is, too,
when one considers the crowded
neighbourhood—Bless me! what
times these are !) a shocking murder
committed upon (the
there it is)—think, you know, girl—
Jjust by Epping !—an old gentleman {”

“ Dear, how shocking ! by whom?”

“Ay, that's the question! The
coroner's inquest has (what a blessing
it is to live in a civilised country,
where a man does not die without
knowing the why and the whereforef)
gat on the body, and declared (it is
very strange, but they don’t secem to
have made much discovery ; for why ?
we knew as much before,) that the
body was found (it was found on the
floor, Lucy,) murdered ; murderer or
murderers (in the bureaw, which was
broken open, they found the money
left quite untouched,)—unknown !”

Here there was again a slight pause,
and passing to another side of the
paper, Mr. Brandon resumed in a
quicker tone,—
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“Ha! well, now this is odd! But
he’s a deuced clever fellow, Lucy!
that brother of mine has (and in a
very honourable manner too, which I
am sure is highly creditable to the
family, though he has not taken too
mauch notice of me lately ;—a circum-
stance which, considering I am his
elder brother, I am a little angry at ;)
—distinguished himself in a speech,
remarkable, the paper says, for its
great legal—(I wonder, by the by,
whether William could get me that
agistment-money | ’tis & heavy thing
1o lose ; but going teo law, as my poor
father used to say, is like fishing for
gudgeons [not a bad little fish, wecan
have some for supper,] with guineas)—
knowledge, as well as its splendid and
overpowering—(I do love Will for
keeping up the family honour; I am
sure it is more than I have dome—
heigh-ho )—eloquence ! *

“ And on what subject has he been
speaking, papsa?”

“ Oh, a very fine subject ; what you
call a—(it is astonishing that in this
country there should be sach a wish
for taking away people’s characters,
which, for my part, I don't see is a bit
more entertaining than what you are
always doing—playing « with those
stupid birds)—libel 1 ”

“But is not my uncle William
coming down to see us? He promised
to do 80, and it made you quite happy,
papa, for two days. I hope he will
not disappoint you; and I am sure
that it is not his fault if he ever
seems to neglect you. He spoke of
you to me, when I saw him, in the
kindest and most affectionate menmer.
I do think, my dear father,that he
loves you very much.”

¢« Ahem!” said the squire, evi-
dently flattered, and yet not con-
vinced. “ My brother Will is a very
acute fellow, and I make no—my
dear little girl-—question, but that—
(when you bave seen as much of the
world as I bave, you will grow sus-
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picious,)—he thought that any good
word said of me to my daunghter,
would—(you see, Lucy, I am as clear-
sighted as my neighbours, though I
don’t give myself all their airs ; which
I very well might do, considering my
great great great grandfather, Hugo
Brandon, had a hand in detecting the
gunpowder plot,}—be told to me
*n‘n ! »

“ Nay, but I am quite sure my uncle
never spoke of you to me with that
intention.”

“ Possibly, my dear child ; but when
(the evenings are much shorter than
they were!) did you talk with your
uncle about me 1” .

“Oh, when staying with Mrs.
Warner, in London ; to be sare, it is
six years ago; but I remember it per
fectly. I recollect, in particular, that
he spoke of you very handsomely to
Lord Mauleverer, who dined with him
one evening when I was there, and
when my uncle was so kind as to take
me to the play. I wasafterwards quite
sorry that he was so good-natured, as
he lost—(you remember I told you the .
story)—a very valuable watch.”

« Ay, ay, ] remember all about that,
and so,—how long friendship lasts
with some people |—Lord Mauleverer
dined with William! What a fine
thing it is for a man—(it is what I
never did, indeed, I like being what
they call ‘Cock of the Walk'—let
me see, now I think of it, Pillam
comes to-night to play a hit at back-
gammon)—to make friends with a
great man early in (yet Will did not
do it very early, poor fellow! he
struggled first with a great deal of
sorraw———hardship that is——)
life! T¢ is many years mow, since
Will has been hand-and-glove with my
("tis a bit of & puppy) Lord Mauleverer,
—what did you think of his lordship?”

“Of Lord Mauleverer? Indeed I
scarcely observed him ; but he seemed
a handsome man, and was very polite.
Mrs. Warner said he had been & very
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wicked person when he was young,
but he seems good-natured enough
now, papa.”

« By the by,” said the squire, “his
lordship has just been made—(this
new ministry seems very unlike the
old, which rather puzzles me; for I
think it my duty, d’ye see, Lucy,
always to vote for his Majesty’s
government, especially seeing that
.old Hugo Brandon had a hand in
detecting the gunpowder plot ; and it
is a little odd, at least, at first, to
think that good now, which one has
always before been thinking abomin-
able) Lord Lieutenant of the county.”

“Lord Mauleverer our Lord Lieu-
tenant 1” .

“ Yes, child ; and since his lordship
is such a friend of my brother’s, I
should think, considering especially
what an old family in the county we
are,—not that I wish to intrude my-
gself where I am not thought as fine as
the rest,~that -he would be more
attentive to us than Lord —— was;
but that, my dear Lucy, puts me in
mind of Pillam, and so, perhaps, you
would like to walk to the parson’s as
it is a fine evening. John shall come
for you at nine o’clock with (the moon
is not up then) the lantern.”

Leaning on his daughter’s willing
arm, the good old man then rose and
walked homeward ; and 80 soon as she
had wheeled round his easy chair,
placed the backgammon-board on the
table, and wished the old gentleman
an easy victory over his expected
antagonist the apothecary, Lucy tied
down her bonnet, and took her way
to the rectory.

When she arrived at the clerical
mansion, and entered the drawing-
room, the was surprised to find the
parson’s wife,a good, homely, lethargic
old lady, run up to her, seemingly in
a state of great nervous agitation, and

crying,
_“Oh, my dear Miss Brandon !
which way did you come? Did you
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meet nobody by the road? Oh, I am
so frightened! Such an accident to
poor dear Dr. Slopperton! Stopped
in the king’s highway, robbed of some
tithe-money he had just received from
Farmer Slowforth : if it had not been
for that dear angel, good, young man,
God only knows whether I might not
have been a disconsolate widow by
this time ! ”

While the affectionate matron was
thus running on, Lucy’s eye glancing
round the room discovered in an arm-
chair the round and oily little person
of Dr. Slopperton, with a countenance
from which all the carnation hues,
save in one circular ‘excrescence on
the nasal member, that was left, like
the last rose of summer, blooming
alone, were faded into an aspect of
miserable pallor : the little man tried
to conjure up a smile while his wife
was narrating his misfortune, and to
mutter forth some syllable of uncon-
cern; but he looked, for all his
bravado, so exceedingly scared, that
Lucy would, despite herself, have
laughed outright, had not her eye
rested upon the figure of a young
man who had been seated beside the
reverend gentleman, but who had
risen at Liucy’s enitrance, and who now
stood gazing upon her intently, but
with an air of great respect. Blushing
deeply, and involuntarily, she turned
her eyes hastilyaway,and approaching
the good doctor, made her inquiries
into the present state of his nerves,
in a graver tone than she had a
minute before . it possible
that she should have been enabled to
command,

“Ah! my good young lady,” said
the doctor, squeezing her hand, “ J—
may, I may say the church—for am
I not its minister +~—was in imminent
danger :—but this excellent gentle-
man-prevented the sacrilege, at least
in great measure. I only lost some
of my dues—my rightful dues—for
which I console myself with thinking
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that the infamous and abandoned
villain will suffer hereafter.”

“ There cannot be the least doubt
of that,” said the young man : “had he
only robbed the mail coach, or broken
into a gentleman's house, the offence
might have been expiable ; but torob
a clergyman, and a rector, too !—Oh,
the sacrilegious dog !”

“ Your warmth does you honour,
sir,” said the doctor, beginning now
to recover; “and 1 am very proud
to have made the acquaintance of
a gentleman of such truly religious
opinions |

“ Ah!” cried the stranger, “my
foible, sir—if I may so speak—is a
sort of enthusiastic fervour for the
Protestant Establishment. Nay, sir,
I never come across the very nave of
the church, without feeling an inde-
scribable emotion—a kind of sym-
pathy, as it were,~with-——with-—you
understand me, sir—1I fear I express
myself ill.”

“ Not at all, not at all I” exclaimed
the doctor : “ such sentiments are un-
common in one so young.”

“ 8ir, I learned them early in life
from a friend and preceptor of mine,
Mr. Mac Grawler, and I trust they
may continue with me to my dying
day.” .

Here the doctor’s servant entered

‘with (we borrow a phrase from the
novel of * * * ®) «thg teaequipage,”
and Mrs. Slopperton betaking. herself
to its superintendence, inquired, with
more composure than hitherto had
belonged to her demeanour, what sort
of a looking creature the ruffian was?

“I will tell you, my dear, I will
tell you, Miss Lucy, all about it. I
was walking home from Mr. Slow-
forth’s, with his money in my pocket,
thinking, my love, of buying you
that topaz cross you wished to have.”

“Dear good man ! ” cried Mrs. Slop-
perton; “ what a fiend it must have
been to rob so excellent a creature !”

“ And,” resumed the doctor, «it

(4

also occurred to me, that the Madeira
was nearly out—the Madeira, I mean,
with the red seal; and I was think-
ing it might not be amiss to devote
part of the money to buy six dozen
more; and the remainder, my love,
which would be about ome - pound
eighteen, I thought I would divide,
—*for heé that giveth to the poor
lendeth to the Lord!’—among the
thirty poor families on the common :
that is, if they behaved well, and the
apples in the back garden were not
feloniously abstracted !”

“ Excellent, charitable man !” ejacu-
lated Mrs. Slopperton.

“While I was thus meditating, I
lifted my eyes, and saw before me two
men; one of prodigious height, and
with a great profusion of hair about
his shoulders; the other was smaller,
and wore his hat slouched over his
face : it was a very large hat. My
attention was arrested by the singu-
larity of the tall person’s hair, and
while I was smiling at its luxuriance,
I heard him say to his companion,—
‘Well, Augustus, a8 you are such a
moral dog, he is in your line, not
mine : so I leave him to you.'—Little
did T think those words related to
me. No sooner were they uttered,
than the tall rascal leaped over a gate
and disappeared ; the other fellow then
marching up to me, very smoothly
asked me the way to the church, and
while I was explaining to him to turn
first to the right and then to the left,
and so on—for the best way is, you
know, exceedingly crooked—the hy-
pocritical scoundrel seized me by the
collar, and cried out—* Your money,
or your life!” 1 do assure you, that I
never trembled so much; not, my
dear Miss Lucy, so much for my own
sake, as for the sake of the thirty
poor families on the common, whose
wants it had been my intention to
relieve. I gave up the money, finding
my prayers and expostulations were
in vain; and the dog then, brandishing
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over my head an enormous bludgeon,
said—what abominable language |—
¢I think, doctor, I shall put an end
to an existence derogatory to your-
self and useless to others’ At that
moment the young gentleman beside
me sprang over the very gate by which
the tall ruffian had disappeared, and
eried, ‘Hold, villain !’ On seeing my
deliverer, the coward started back, and
plunged into a neighbouring wood.
The good young gemtleman pursued
him for a few minutes, but then re-
turning to myaid,conducted me home;
and a3 wo used to say at schoel :—

o+ T rediisse ineolumem gandeo.”
Which, being interpreted, means,—

(sir, excuse a pun, I am sure se great
a friend to the church understands
Latin)—tbhat I am very glad to get
back safe to my tea. He!he! And
now, Miss Lucy, you must thank that
young gentleman for having saved
the life of your pastoral teacher, which
act will no doubt be remembered at
the Great Day!”

As Lucy, looking towards the
stranger, said something in compli-
ment, she observed a vague, and, as
it were, covert smile upon his coum-
tenance, which immediately, and as
if by sympathy, conjured one to her
own. The hero of the advenmture,
however, in a very grave tone, replied
to her compliment, at the same time
bowing profoundly :— .

“ Mention it not, madam! I were
unworthy of the name of a Briton, and
2 man, could I pass the highway with-
out relieving the distress, or light-
ening the burthen, of a fellow-creature.
And,” continued the stranger, after
& momentary pause, colouring while
he spoke, and concluding in the high-
flown gallantry of the day, “ methinks
it were sufficient reward, had I saved
the whole church, instead of onme of
its most valuable members, to receive
the thanks of a lady, whom I might
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reasonably take for one of those celes-
tial beings to whom we have been
piously taught that the church is
especially the care!”

Though there might bave been
something really ridiculows in this
overstrained compliment, coupled as
it was with the preservation of Dr.
Slopperton, yet, coming from the
moath of one whom Lucy thought the
very handsomest person she had ever
seen, it appeared to her any thing
but absurd ; and, for a very long time
afterwards, her heart thrilled with
pleasure when she remembered that
the cheek of the speaker had glowed,
and his voice had trembled, as he
spoke it.

The conversation now, turning from
robbers in particalar, dwelt upon rob-
beries in general. It was edifying
to hear the honest indignation with
which the stranger spoke of the law-
leas depredators with whom the coun-
try, in that day of Macheaths, was
infested.

“ A pack of infamons raseals | ” said
he, in a glow ; “ who attempt to justify
their misdeeds by the example of
honest men; and who say, that they
do no more than is done by lawyers
and doetors, soldiers, clergymen, and
ministers of state. Pitiful delusion,
or rather shameless hypocrisy | ”

“ It all comes of educating the poor,”
said the doctor. “ The moment they
pretend to judge the conduct of their
betters—there’s an end of all order!
They see nothing saered in the laws,
though we hang the dogs ever so fast ;
and the very peers of the land, spi-
ritual and temporal, cease to be vene-
rable in their eyes.”

“ Talking of peers,” said Mrs. Slop-
perton, “I hear that Lord Mauleverer
is to pass by this road to-night, on his
way to Mauleverer Park. Do you
know his lordship, Miss Lucy? he is
very intimate with your uncle.”

“ 1 have only seen him once,” an-
swered Lucy.
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. “ Are you sure that his lordship will
come this read }” asked the stranger,
carelessly : “I heard something of it
this morning, but did not know it was
settled.”

“ Oh, quite so!” rejoined Mrs.
Slopperton. “His lordship’s gentle-
man wrote for post-horses to meet his
lordship at Wyburn, about three miles
on the other side of the village, at ten
o'clock to-night. His lordship is very
impatient of delay.”

“ Pray,” said the doctor, who had
not much heeded this turn in the
conversation, and was now “ on hos-
pitable cares intent ;”—* Pray, sir, if
not impertinent, are you visiting, or
lodging in the neighbourhood; or,
will you take a bed with us?”

“ You are extremely kind, my dear
sir, but I fear I must soon wish you
goad evening. I have to look after a
little property I havesome mileshence,
‘which, indeed, brought me down into
this part of the world.”

“ Property |—in what direetion, sir,
if I may ask?” quoth the doctor; “1
know the country for miles.”

“Do you, indeed 7—where’s my pro-
perty, you say ! Why, it is rather dif-
ficult to deseribe it, and it is, after all,
& mere trifle: it is only some common-
land near the high-road, and I came
down to try the experiment of hedging
and draining.”

“'Tis a good plan, if one has capi-
tal, and does not require a speedy
return.”

“ Yes; but one likes a good inte-
rest for the loss of principal, and
8 speedy return is always desirable;
although alas! it is often attended
with risk !”

“1 hope, sir,” said the doctor, « if
You must leave us so soon, that your
property will ofien bring you into our
Aeighbourhood.”

“ You overpower me with 80 much
unexpected goodness,” answered the
stranger. “To tell you the truth,
nothing can give me greater pleasure

7

than to meet those again who have
once obliged me.”

“ Whom you have obliged, rather !
cried Mra. Slopperton, and then added,
in a loud whisper to Lucy—"“ How
modest ! but it is always so with true

courage | ”
¢ 1 assure you, ” returned
the benevolent stranger, “ that I never

think twice of the little favours I ren-
der my fellow-men—my only hope is,
that theymay be asforgetful as myself.”

Charmed with so much unaffected
goodness of dispesition, the Dr. and
Mrs, Slopperton now set up a sort of
duet in praise of their guest: after
enduring their commendations and
compliments for some minutes with
much grimace of disavowal and dif-
fidence, the stranger’s modesty scemed
at last to take pain atthe excess of their
gratitude; and, accordingly, pointing
to the clock, which was within a few
minutes of nine, he said—

“I fear, my respected host, and my
admired hostess, that I must now
leave you; I have far to go.”

“ But are you yourself not afraid of
the highwaymen?” cried Mrs. Slop-
perton, interrupting him,

“ The highwaymen !” gaid the
stranger, smiling: “ No! I do not
fear them ; besides, I have little about
me worth robbing.”

“ Do you superintend your property
yourself1” said the doctor ; who farmed
his own glebe, and who, unwilling to
part with so charming a guest, seized
him now by the button.

“ Superintend it myself —why, not
exactly, There is a badiff, whose
views of things don't agree with mine,
and who now and then gives me a
good deal of trouble!”

“Then why don’t you discharge
him altogether 1”

“Ah! I wish I could: but 'tis &
necessary evil. We landed proprie-
tors, my dear sir, must always be
plagaed with something of the sort.
For my part, I bave found those
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cursed bailiffs would take away, if they
could, all the little property one has
been trying to accumulate. Bat,”

abruptly changing his manner into
one of great softneu, “ could I not
proffer my services and my compa-
nionship to this young lady? Would
she allow me to conduct her home,
and, indeed, stamp this day upon my
memory as one of the few delightful
ones I have ever known?”

“ Thank you, dear sir, ¢ said l[n.
Slopperton, answering at once for
Lucy; “it is very considerate of you ;
and I am sure, my love, I could not
think of letting you go home alone
with old John, after such an adventure
to the poor dear doctor.”

Lucy began an excuse which tho

good lady would not hear. But as|

the servant whom Mr. Brandon was
to send with a lantern to attend his
daughter home had not arrived, and
as Mrs. Slopperton, despite her pre-
possessions in favour of her husband’s
deliverer, did not for a moment con-
template his accompanying, without
any other attendance, her young friend
across the fields at that unseasonable
hour, the stranger was forced, for the
present, to re-assume his seat ; an open
harpsichord at one end of the room
gave him an opportunity to make
some remark upon music, and this
introducing an eulogium on Lucy’s
voice from Mrs. Slopperton, neces-
parily ended in a request to Miss
Brandon to indulge the stranger with
a song.
not & shy girl—she was too innocent
to be bashful—felt nervous hitherto
in singing hefore a stranger; but now
she hesitated and faltered, and went
through a whole series of little natural
affectations before she complied with
the request. She chose a song com-
posed somewhat after the old English
school, which at that time was reviv-
ing into fashion. The song, though
conveying & sort of conceit, was not,
perhaps, altogether without tender-

Never had Lucy, who was

ness ;—it was a favourite with Luey,
she scarcelyknew why, and ran thus:—

LUCY'S 80ONG.

‘¢ Why sleep, ye gentle flowers, ah, why,
‘When tender eve is falling,
And starlight drinks the bappy sigh
Of winds to fairies calling ?

Calling with low and plaining note,
Most like a ringdove chiding,

Or flute faint-heard from distant boat
O’er smoothest waters gliding.

Lo, round you steals the wooing breese—
Lo, on you falls the dew !

O Sweets, awake, for scarpely these
Can charm while wanting you !

‘Wake ye not yet—while fast, below
The silver time is fleeing ?

O Heart of mine, those flowers but show
Thine own contented being.

The twilight but preserves the bloom,
The sun can but decay ;

The warmth that brings the rich perfame,
But steals the life away.

O Heart enjoy thy present calm,
Rest peaceful in the shade,

And dread the sun that gives the balm
To bid the blossom fade.”

When Lucy ended, the stranger’s
praise was less loud than either the
doctor’s or his lady’s; but how far
more sweet it was; and for the first
time in her life anx made the dis-
covery, that eyes can praise as well as
lips. For our part, we have often
thonght that that diseovery is an
epoch in life.

It was now that Mrs. Slopperton
declared her thorough conviction that
the stranger himself could sing—* He
had that about him,” she said, * which
made her sure of it.”

“Indeed, dear madam,” said he,
with his usual undefinable half-frank,
half-latent smile, “my voice is but
80-80, and my memory so indifferent,
that even in the easiest passages I
soon come to a stand.. My best notes
are in the falsetto, and as for my
execution—~but we won’t talk of thut.

L e—— —

————— T — —
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“ Nay, nay; you are so modest,”
said Mrs. Slopperton: “I am sure
you could oblige us if yon would.”

“Your command,”said the stranger,
moving to the harpsichord, “ is all-
sufficient; and since you, madam”
(turningtoLucy) “have chosen a song
after the old school, may I find pardon
if I do the same} My selection is, to
be sure, from a lawless song-book, and
is supposed to be & ballad by Robin
Hood, or, at least, one of his merry
men ; a very different sort of outlaws
from the knaves who attacked you,
sir!”

With this preface, the stranger sung
to a wild yet jovial air, with a toler-
able voice, the following effusion :—

THE LOVE OF OUR PROFESSION; OR,
THE ROBBER'S LIFE.

¢ On the stream of the World, the Robber's
1ife
In borne on the blithest wave ;
Now it bounds into light in a gladsome

strife,
Now it laughs in its hiding cave.

At his maiden’s lattice he stays the rein,
How still is his courser proud !
(Butd‘l-}:{;am when it hangs o’er the

In the breast of the boding cloud) -

‘With the champed bit and the arched crest,
And the eye of a listening deer,

Like valour, frétful most in rest,
Least chaf’d when in career.

Fit slave to a Lord whom all else refuse
To save at his d te need ;
Bymynothl Ithink one whom the world

Mlﬂgbtbnpﬂntm

¢ Away, my beloved, I hear thefr feet !*
*I blow thee a kiss, my fair,
Andlpmniu tobnnctheo.whon next we

Ahﬂdlorthybonnyhdr

¢ Hurra ! for the booty !—my steed, hurra !
Thorough bush, thorough brake, go we ;
And the ooy Moon smfles on our merry way,
I;i{ko;::ownlow-dmﬁly
o,
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The Parson he rides with a jingling pouch,
How it blabs of the rified poor !

The Courtier he lolls in his gilded coach,
How it smacks of a sinecure !

The Lawyer revolves in his whlrﬂng chaise
Sweet thoughts of a mischief done;
And the Lady that knoweth the card she

plays
Is counting her guineas won !

‘Ho,wy!—wmt,holh.ycdnlﬂm!
My claim ye can soarce refuse
For whm honen folk live on thdr neigh-

Theyencrouh on the Robber's dues! *
The Lady changed cheek like a bashful

maid,
The anye'r talk’d wondrous fair,
The Pareon blasphemed, and the Courtier

pray'd,
And the Robber bore off his share,

¢ Hurra ! for the revel ! my steed, hurra ;
Thorough bush, thorough brake, go we !
It is ever a virtue, when others pay,
To ruffle it merrily!"’

Oh! therenever waslife like the Robber's—~so0
Jolly, and bold, and free ;
And its end—why, a cheer from the crowd

below,
And a leap from a leafless tree ! »

This very moral lay being ended,
Mrs. Slopperton declared it was ex-
cellent; though she confessed she
thought the sentiments rather loose.
Perhaps the gentleman might be in-
duced to favour them with a song of
a more refined and modern turn—

sentimental, in short.
Ghncmg towards Lucy, the stranger -
answered, that he only knew one song
of the kind Mrs. Slopperton specified,
and it was so short, that he could -
scarcely weary her patience by grant-
ing her request.

At this moment, the river, which
was easily descried from the windows
of the room, glimmered in the star-
light, and directing his looks towards
the water, as if the scene had suggested
to him the verses he sung, he gave
the following stanzas in a very low,
sweet tone, and with a far purer taste

[ 6,
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than, perhaps, would have suited the
preceding and ruder song.

THE WISH.

“ As sleeps the dreaming Eve below,
Its holiest star keeps ward above,
And yonder wave begins to glow,
Like Friendship bright'ning into Love !

« Ah! would thy bosom were that stream,
Ne'er woo'd save by the virgin air |—
Ah! would that Iwere that star, whose beam
Looks down and finds its image there/ ”

Scarcely was the song ended, before
the arrival of Miss Brandon’s servant
was announced, and her destined
escort starting up, gallantly assisted
her with her cloak and her hood—
happy, no doubt, to escape, in some
measure, the overwhelming compli-
ments of his entertainers.

¢ But,” said the doctor, as he shook
hands with his deliverer, “by what
name shall I remember and"—(lifting
his reverend eyes)—“ pray for the
gentleman to whom I am so much
indebted 1”

“You are very kind,” said the
stranger; “my name is Clifford.
Madam” (turning to Lucy), “may I
offer my hand down the stairs ?”

Lucy aocepted the courtesy, and
the stranger was half way down the
staircase, when the doctor, stretching
out his little neck, exclaimed,—

“Goodevening gir! I do hope we
shall meet again.”

“Fear mot,” said Mr. Clifford,
laughing gaily, “I am o0 great a
traveller to make that hope & matter
of impossibility. Take care, madam
~——one step more.”

The night was calm and tolerably
clelr, though the moon had mot yet
risen, a8 Lucy and her companion
puled t.hnngh the fields, with the

them at a little
dintueo with the lantern.

After a pause of some length, Clif
ford said, with s little hesitation, « Is
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Miss Brandon related to the cele-
brated barrister of her name ?”

“ He is my uncle,” said Lucy; “ do
you know him § "

“Only your uncle?” said Clifford,
with vivacity, and evading Lucy’s
question. “I feared—hem! hem!
—that is, I thought he might have
been a nearer relation.” There was
another, but a shorter pause, when
Clifford resumed, in. a low voice,
“ Will Miss Brandon think me very
presumptuons if I say, that & counte-
nance like hers, once seen, can never
be forgotten; and I believe, some
years gince, I had the honour to see
her in London, at the theatre? It
was but a momentary and distant
glance that I was then enabled to
gain; and yet,” he added, signifi-
cantly, “it sufficed ! ”

“1 was only once at the theatre
while in London, some years ago,”
said Lucy, a little embarrassed; “and,
indeed, an unpleasant occurrence
which happened to my uncle, with
whom 1 was, § is sufficient to make me
remember it.*

“ Ha!—and what was it 1” )
“Why, in going out of the play-
house, his watch was stolen by some

dexterous pickpocket.”
th"Wu the rogue caught?” asked

e X
“Yes; and was sent the next day
to Bridewell. My uncle said he was
extremely young, and yet quite har-
dened. I remember that I was foolish
enough, when I heard of his sentence,
to beg very hard that my uncle would
intercede for him ; but in vain.”

“Did you, indeed, intercede for
him 1” said the stranger, in so earnest
a tone that Lucy coloured for the
twentieth time that night, without
seeing any necessity for the blush.
Clifford continued in a gayer tone,
“Well, it is surprising how rogues
hang together. Ishould not be greatly
surprised if the person who despoiled
your uncle were one of the same gang
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as the rascal who so terrified your
worthy friend the doctor. But is this
_handsome old place your home 7”

¢ This is my home,” answered Lucy;
“but it is an old-fashioned, strange
place: and few people, to whom it
was not endeared by associations,
would think it handsome.”

“Pardon me!” said Lucy’s compa-
nion, stopping, and surveying, with a
look of great interest, the quaint pile,
which now stood close before them ;
its dark bricks, gable-ends, and ivied
walls, tinged by the starry light of
the skies, and contrasted by the river,
which rolled in silence below. The
shutters to the large oriel window of
the room, in which the squire usually
sat, were still unclosed, and the
steady and warm light of the apart-
ment shone forth, casting a glow, even
to the smooth waters of the river: at
the same moment, too, the friendly
bark of the house-dog was heard, as
in welcome ; and was followed by the
note of the great bell, announcing the
hour for the last meal of the old-
fashioned and hospitable family.

“There is & pleasure in this ! ” said
the stranger, unconsciously, and with

- & halfsigh : “T wish I had a home ! ”

“ And have you not & home 1” said

Lucy, with naiveté,

¢ As much as a bachelor can have,
perbaps,” answered Clifford, recaver-
ing without an effort his gaiety and
self-possession. “ But you know we
wanderers are not allowed the same
boast as the more fortunate Bene-
dicts; we send our hearts in search
of a home, and we lose the one with-
out gaining the other. But I keep
you in the cold, and we are now at
your door.”

“ You will come in, of course ! * said
Miss Brandon, “and partake of our
evening cheer.”

The stranger hesitated for an in-
stant, and then said in a quick tone,— -

“No! many—many thanks; it is
already late. Will Miss Brandon
accept my gratitude for her conde-
scension, in permitting the attemd-
ance of one unknown to her?1” As
he thus spoke, Clifford bowed pro-
foundly over the hand of his beautiful
charge ; and Lucy, wishing him good-
night, hastened, with a light step, ta
her father’s side.

Meanwhile, Clifford, after lingering
a minute, when the door was closed
on him, turned abruptly away ; and,
muttering to himself, repaired with
rapid steps to whatever object he had
then in view.

CHAPTER XIIL

¢ Up rouse yo then
My merry, merry men !“-~JoANNA Bamiiz.

When the moon rose that night,
there was one spot upon which she
palely broke, about ten miles distant
from Warlock, which the forewarned
traveller would not have been eager to
pass, but which might not have
afforded a bad study to such artists as
have caught from the savage painter
of the Apennines a love for the wild

and the adventuroms. Dark: trees,
scattered far and wide over a broken,
but verdant sward, made the back-
ground ; the moon shimmered through
the boughs as she came slowly forth
from her pavilion of cloud, and poured
a broader beam on two figures just
advanced beyond the trees. More
plainly brought into light by her rays
e 2
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than his companion, here a horseman, | o

clad in a short cloak that barely
covered the crupper of his steed, was
looking to the priming of a large
pistol which he had just taken from
his holster. A slouched hat, and a
mask of black crape, conspired with
the action to throw & natural suspi-
cion on the intentions of the rider.
His horse, a beautiful dark grey, stood
quite motionless, with arched neck,
and its short ears quickly moving to
and fro, demonstrative of that saga-
clous and anticipative attention which
characterises the noblest of all tamed
animals: you would not have per-
ceived the impatience of the steed,
but for the white foam that gathered
round the bit, and for an occasional
and unfrequent toss of the head. Be-
hind this horseman, and partially | “
thrown into the dark shadow of the
trees, another man, similarly clad,

was busied in tightening the girths | pose

- of a horse, of great strength and size.
As be did so, he hummed, with no
unmusical murmaur, the air of a popu-
lar drinking song.

¢ ’Sdeath, Ned !” said his comrade,
who had for some time been plunged
in a silent revery,—“’Sdeath! why
can you not stifle your love for the
fine arts, at a moment like this?
That hum of thine grows louder every
moment, at last I expect it will burst
out into a full roar; recollect we are
not at Gentleman George’s now ! ”

“The more’s the pity, Augustus,”
answered Ned. “Soho, Little John ;
woaho, sir! a nice long night like
this is made on purpose for drinki
‘Will you, sir ? keep still then !”

“ < Man never is, but always to be
blest,” ” said the moralising Tomlin-
son; “you see you sigh for other
scenes even when you have a fine
night and the chance of a God-send
before you.” .

“ Ay, the night is fine enough,”
said Ned, who was rather a grumbler,
as, having finished his groom-like
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jon, he now slowly mounted.
“ D—— it, Oliver* looks out as
broadly as if he were going to blab.
For my part, I love a dark night,
with a star here and there winking
at us, as much as to say, ‘I see you,
mb{) boys, butdl won't say a word
about it an aamall,psttemg
drizzling, rain, that prevents
Little John’s lioofs being heard, and
covers one'’s retreat, as it were. Be-
sides, when one is a little wet, it is
always necessary to drink the more,
to keep the cold from one'’s stomach
when one gets home.”

“Or in other words,” said Augus-
tus, who loved a maxim from his very
heart, “light wet cherishes heavy
wet!”

“Good !” said Ned, yawning.

“Hang it, I wish the eapta.in would
come. Do you know what o’clock it
is +—Not far short of eleven, I sap-
1 ”

“ About that!—hist, is that a
carriage }—no—it is only a sudden
rise in the wind.”

“Very self-sufficient in Mr, Wind
to allow himself to be raised without
our help!” gaid Ned: “by the way,
we are of course to go back to the
Red Cave.”

“8o Captain Lovett says——Tell
me, Ned, what do you think of the
new tenant Lovett has put into the
cave?”

“Oh, I have strange doubts there,”
answered Ned, ing the hairy
honours of his head. “I don’t half
like it; consider, the cave is our

. | stronghold, and ought only to be

known —"”

“To men of tried virtue,” inter-
rupted Tomlinson. “I agree with -
you; I must try and get Lovett to
dmea.rd his singuhx- protégé, as the
French say.”

“'Gad, Augustus, how came you
by so much learning? You know all

* The moon.
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the poets by heart, to say nothing of
Latin and French.”

“ Oh, hang it, I was brought up,
like the captain, to a literary way of
life.”

“That’s what makes you so thick
with him, I suppose. He writes (and
sings too) a tolerable song, and is cer-
tainly a deuced clever fellow. What
a rise in the world he has made! Do
. you recollect what a poor sort of way
he was in when you introduced him
. at Gentleman George’s 1 and now he’s

the Captain Crank of the gang.”

“The gang! the company you
mean. Gang, indeed! One would
think you were speaking of a knot of
pickpockets. Yes, Lovett is a clever
follow; and, thanks to me, a very
decent philosopher!” It is impos-
sible to convey to our reader the grave
air of importance with which Tom-
linson made his concluding laudation.
“ Yes,” said he, after a pause, “he has
a bold, plain way of viewing things,
and, like Voltaire, he becomes a phi-
losopher by being a Man of Sense !

- Hist! see my horse’s ears! some one
is coming, though I don’t hear him !

Keep watch |”

The robbers grew silent, the sound
of distant hoofs was indistinctly heard,
and, as it came nearer, there was a
crash of boughs, as if a hedge had
been ridden through; presently the
moon gleamed picturesquely on the
figure of a horseman, approaching
through the copse in the rear of the
robbers. Now he was half seen
among the sinuosities of his forest-

. path; now in full sight, now alto-
gethér hid ; then his horse neighed
impatiently ; now he again came in
sight, and in & moment more he had

- joined the pair! The new comer
was of a tall and sinewy frame, and
in the first bloom of manhood. A
frock of dark green, edged with a
narrow silver lace, and buttoned from
the throat to the middle, gave due
effect to an upright mien, a broad

chest, and a slender, but rounded
waist, that stood in no need of the
compression of the tailor. A short
riding-cloak clasped across the throat
with a silver buckle, hung pio
turesquely over one shoulder, while
his lower limbs were cased in military
boots, which, though they rose above
the knee, were evidently neither
heavy nor embarrassing to the vigo-
rous sinews of the horseman. The
caparisons of the steed—the bit, the
bridle, the saddle, the holater—wers
according to the most approved
fashion of the day; and the steed
itself was in the highest condition,
and of remarkable benuty. The
horseman’s air was erect and hold ; a
small but coal-black mustachio height-
ened the resolute expression of his
short, curved lip; and from beneath
the large hat which overhung his
brow, his long locks escaped, and
waved darkly in the keen night air.
Altogether, horseman and horse ex-
hibited a gallant and even a chival-
rous appearance, which the hour and
the scene heightened to a dramatio
and romantic effect.

“Ha! Lovett.”

“ How are you, my merry men$®
were the salutations exchanged.

“ What news 1" said Ned.

“Brave news! look to it. My
lord and his carriage will be by in
ten minutes at most.”

“ Have you got anything more out
of the parson I frightened so glori-
ously1” asked Augustus.

“No; more of that hereafter. Now
for our new prey!”

“Are you sure our noble friend
will be 80 soon at hand?” said Tom-
linson, patting his steed, that now
pawed in excited hilarity.

“Sure! I saw him change horses;
I was in the stable-yard at the time;
he got out for half an hour, to eat, I
fancy ;—be sure thas I played him a
trick in the meanwhile.”

“ What force 1 ” asked Ned.



“ Self and servant.”
" *The post-boys 1”
“ Ay, I forgot them. Never mind,

~ you must frighten them.”

“ Forwards ! ” cried Ned, and his
horse sprang from his armed heel.

“One moment,” said Lovett; I
must put on my mask—soho—Robin,
soho ! Now for it—forwards !”

As the trees rapidly disappeared
behind them, the riders entered, at a
hand gallop, on a broad track of
waste land interspersed with dykes
and occasionally fences of hurdles,
over which their horses bounded like
quadrupeds well accustomed to such
exploita,

Certainly at that moment, what
with the fresh air, the fitful moon-
light now breaking broadly out, now
lost in a rolling cloud, the exciting
exercise, and that racy and dancing
stir of the blood, which all action,
whether evil or noble in its nature,
raises in our veins; what with all
this, we cannot but allow the fascina-
tion of that lawless life;—a fascination
80 great, that one of the most noted
gentlemen highwaymen of the day,
one too who had received an excellent
education, and mixed in no inferior
society, is reported to have said when
the rope was about his neck, and the
good Ordinary was exhorting him to
repent of his ill-spent life,  Jil-spent,
you dog !—Gad ! (smacking his lips)
it was delicious ! ”

“Fie! fie! Mr, ——, raise your
thoughts to Heaven!”

“ But a canter across a common—

" oh!” muttered the criminal; and his

soul cantered off to eternity.

80 briskly leaped the heart of the
leader of the three, that, as they now
came in view of the main road, and
the distant wheel of a carriage whirred
on the ear, he threw up his right hand
with a joyous gesture, and burst into
8 boyish exclamation of hilarity and
delight.

“Whist, captain !” said Ned, check-
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ing his own spirits with a mock air of
gravity, “let us conduct ourselves
like gentlemen ; it is only your low
fellows who get into such confoundedly
high spirits; men of the world like
us should do everything as. if their
hearts were broken.”

“Melancholy* ever. cronies with

* A maxim which would have pleased
Madame de Stasl, who thought that philo-

sophy isted in fine senti ts. In the
Life of Lord Byron, just _published byl(r.
Moore, the distin
ndmﬂnuuﬂon to that of the - ‘sage Au-
gustus: ¢ When did ever a sublime thought
spring up in the soul that Melancholy was
not to be found, however latent, in itsneigh-
boushood?” New, with due deference to
Mr, Moore, this is a very sickly piece of
nonsense, that has not even an atom of
truth to stand on. ¢ God said, Let there be
light, and there was light | *—Wae should like
to kmow where lies the Melmclwly of that
sublime semtence? ¢ Truth,”
« is the body of God, and Light is hinhulnw
In the name of common sense, in what pos-
sible corner, In the vicinity of that lofty
image, lurks the jaundiced face of this
eternal béte noir of Mr. Moore's? Again, in
that sublimest passage in the sublimest of
the Latin poets (Lucretius), which bursts
forth in honour of Epicurus,¥ is there any
thing that speaks to us of sadness ? On tho
contrary, in the three passages we have re-
ferred to, especially in the two first quoted,

there is hing splendidly lumi and
cheering. Joy is Mun A great source of the
sublime; the of its

would alone suffice to make it so. What
can be mere sublime than the triumphant
Psalms of David, intoxicated as they are
with an almost delirium of transport? Even
in the gloomiest passages of the poets, where
we recognise sublimity, we do not often ind
melancholy, We are stricken by terror,
appalled by awe, but seldom softened into
sadness. In fact, Melancholy rather belongs
to another clase of feelings than those excited
by a sublime passage or those which en-
gender its composition. On one hand, in the
loftiest flights of Homer, Milton, and Shak-
speare, we will challenge a critio to discover
this «green sickness” which Mr. Moore
would convert, into the magnificence of the

#* « Primus Graius homo mortaleis tollere,
contra,” &c.

To these inst: ‘wemightespedially aild
the odee of Pindar, Horace, and Campbell.
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Sublimity, and Courage is- sublime,”
said Augustus, with the pomp of &
maxim-maker.

« Now for the hedge! ” cried Lovett,
. unheeding his comrades, and his horse
sprang into the road.

The three men now were drawn up
quite still and motionless by the side
of the hedge. The broad road lay
before them, curving out of sight on

plague, On the other hand; where is the
evidenoe that Melancholy made the habitual
temperaments of those divine men? Of
Homer we know nothing ; of Shakspeare
and Milton, we have reason to believe the
ordinary tempersment was constitutionally
cheerful. The latter boastsof it. A thou-
sand instances, in contradiction to an asser-
tion it were not worth while to contradiot,
were it not so generally popular, 8o highly
sanctioned, and 80 eminently pernicious to
everything that is manly and noble in litera-
tare, rush to our memory, But we think
wo have already quoted enough to disprove
the sentence, which the illustricus bio-
grapher has himself in more than
twenty passages, which, i/ he is pleased to
forget, we thank Heaven, posterity never
will. Now we are on the subject of this
Life, so exoellent in many respects, we
@annot but observe that we think the whole
scope of its philosophy utterly unworthy of
the accomplished mind of the writer ; the
philosophy consists of an unpardonable dis-
torting of general truths, to suit the pecu-
liarities of an individual, noble indeed, but
proverbiallymorbid and eocentric. A striking
instanoe of this ocours in the laboured asser-
tion that poets make but sorry domestic
charact: What! b Lord Byron is
said to have been a bad husband, was (to go
no further back for examples)—was Walter
Scott & bad husband? or was Campbell ? or
is Mr. Moore himself? Why, in the name
of justice, should it be imsinuated that
Milton was a bad husband, when, asfar as
any one can judge of the matter, it was Mrs.
Milton who was the bad wife? And why,
oh! why should we be told by Mr. Moore, &
man who, to judge by Captain Rock and the
Epicurean, wants neither learning nor dili-
genoe~why are we to be told, with peculiar
emphasis, that Lord Bacon never married,
when Lord Bacon not only married, but his

iage was so advant as to be an
absolute epoch in his career ? Really, really,
one begins to believe that there is not such
a thing as a fact in the world !
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either side; the ground was harden-
2 "the olear ing of spyconching
an U g of approac
hoofs sounded on the ear of thehrowl;-
bers, ominous, haply, of the chinks of
“ more attractive metal” about, if
Hope told no flattering tale, to be
their own.

Presently the long-expected vehicle
made its appearance at the turn of
the road, and it rolled rapidly on
behind four fleet post-horses.

“ You, Ned, with your large steed,
stop the horses ; you Augustus, bully
the post-boys; leave me to do the
rest,” said the captain. ,

 As agreed,” returned Ned, laconi-
cally. “ Now, look at me!” and the’
horse of the vain highwayman sprang
from its shelter. So instantaneous
were the operations of these experi-
enced tacticians, that Lovett's orders
were almost executed in a briefer time
than it had cost him to give them.

The carriage being stopped, and
the post-boys white and trembling,
with two pistols (levelled by Augustas
and Pepper) cocked at their heads,
Lovett dismounting, threw open the
door of the carriage, and in a very
civil tone, and with a very bland
address, accosted the inmate.

“ Do not be alarmed, my lord, you
are perfectly safe; we only require
your watch and purse.”

« Really,” answered a voice still
softer than that of the robber, while
a marked and somewhat French coun-
tenance, crowned with a fur cap,
peered forth at the arrester,—“really,
gir, your request is so modest that I
were worse than cruel to refuse you.
My purse is not very full, and you
may as well have it as one of my ras-
cally duns; but my watch I havea
love for, and —”

« T understand you, my lord,” inter-
rupted the highwayman, “ What do
you value your watch at?1”

« Humph——to you it may be worth
some twenty guineas.”
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« Allow me to see it!”
“ Your curiosity is extremely gra-

tifying,” retorned the nobleman, as:

_with great reluctance he drew forth
a gold repeater, set, 88 was sometimes
the fashion of that day, in precious
stones, The highwayman looked
slightly at the bauble.

_ “Your lordship,” said he, with great
gravity, “ was too modest in your
calculation—yourtaste reflects greater
credit on you : allow me to assure you
that your watch is worth fifty guineas
to us at the least. To shew you that
1 think so most sincerely, I will either
keep it, and we will say no more on the

. matter ; or I will return it to you upon
your word of honour that you will give
me a cheque for fifty guineas pay-
able, by your real bankers, to ¢ bearer
for self’ Take your choice; it is
quite immaterial tome!” -

“ Upon my honour, sir,” said the
traveller, with some surprise strug-
gling to his features, “ your coolness
and self-possessionare quite admirable.
1 see you know the world.”

¢ Your lordship flatters me!” re-
tarned Lovett, bowing. “ How do you
decide?”

“ Why, is it possible to write drafts
without ink, pen, or paper?”

Lovett drew back, and while he was
searching in his pockets for writing
implements, which he always carried
about him, the traveller seized the
opportunity, and, suddenly snatch-
ing a pistol from the pocket of the
carriage, levelled it full at the head
of the robber. The traveller was an
excellent and practised shot—he was
almost within arm’s length of hisin-
tended victim—his pistols were the
envy of all his Irish friends. He
pulled the trigger—the powder flashed
in the pan, and the highwayman, not
even changing countenance, drew forth
a small ink-bottle, and placing & steel
pen in it, handed it to the nobleman,
saying, with incomparable sang froid,

“ Would you like, my lord, to try the'

other pistol? If so, oblige me by a
quick aim, a8 you must see the neces-
sity of despatch. If not, here is the
back of & letter, on which you can
write the draft.”

The traveller-was not a man apt to
become embarrassed in anything—
save his circumstances; but he cer-
tainly felt a little discomposed and
confased as he took the paper, and,
uttering some broken words, wrote the
cheque. The highwayman glanced
over it, saw it was writien according
to form, and then with a bow of cool
respect, returned the watch, and shut
the door of the carriage.

Meanwhile the servant had been
shivering in front—boxed up in that
solitary convenience termed, not eu-
phoniously, & dickey. Him the robber
now briefly accosted.

“What have you got about you
belonging to your master?”

“ Only his pills, your honour ! which
I forgot to put in the ——”

“ Pills {—throw them down to me !*
The valet tremblingly extracted. from
his side-pocket a little box, which he
threw down, and Lovett canght in his
hand.

He opened the box, counted the
pills—

“ One, — two, — four, — twelve, —
Aha!” He reopened the carriage
door.

“ Are these your pills, my lord 1”

The wondering peer, who had begun
to resettle himself in the corner of his
carriage, answered “ that they were 1”

“ My lord, I see you are in a high
state of fever; you were a littledelirious
Jjust now when you snapped a pistol
in your friend’s face. Permit me to
recommend you & prescription—swal-
low off all these pills |”

“My God!” cried the traveller,
startled into earnestness: “ What do
you mean?—twelve of those pills
would kill a man!”

“ Hear him |” said the robber, ap-
pealing to his comrades, who roared
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with laughter. “What, my lord, would
you rebel against your doctor +—Fie,
fie! be persuaded.”

And with a soothing gesture he
stretched the pill-box towards the
recoiling nose of the traveller. But
though a man who could as well as
any one make the best of a bad con-
dition, the traveller was especially
careful of s health ; and 8o obstinate
was he where that was concerned, that
he would rather have submitted to the
effectual operation of a bullet, than
incurred the chance operation of an
extra pill. He, therefore, with great
indignation, as the box was still ex-
tended towards him, snatched it from
the hand of the robber, and, flinging
it across the road, said, with dignity :—

“Do your worst, rascals! But, if
you leave me alive, you shall repent
the outrage you harve offered to one of
his Majesty’s household !” Then, as
if becoming sensible of the ridicule of
affecting too much in his present situ-
ation, he added in an altered tome:
“ And now, for Heaven's sike, shut
the door; and if you must kill some-
body, there’s my servant on the box
—he’s paid for it.”

This speech made the robbers laugh
more than ever; and Lovett, who
liked a joke even better than a purse,

immediately closed the carriage-door
saying,—

“ Adien ! my lord ; and let me give
you a piece of advice : whenever you
get out at & country inn, and stay half-
an-hourwhile your horsesare changing,
take your pistols with you, or you may
chance to have the charge drawn.”

With this admonition the robber
withdrew ; and seeing that the valet
held out to him a long green purse,
he said, gently shaking his head,—

“Rogues should not prey on each
other, my good fellow. You rob your
master—so do we—let each keep what
he has got.”

Long Ned and Tomlinson then
backing their horses, the carriage was
freed ; and away started the post-boys
at a pace which seemed to shew less
regard for life than the robbers them-
selves had evinced.

Meanwhile the captain remounted
his steed, and the three confederates,
bounding in gallant style over the
hedge through which they had pre-
viously gained the road, galloped off
in the same direction they had come ;
the moon ever and anon bringing
into light their flying figures, and
the sound of many a joyous peal of
laughter ringing through the distance
along the frosty air.
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CHAPTER XIIL,
« What is bere 1—

GoMd? .

Thus mneh of this will make back white—fon fair.”

Timen of Athens.

« Came there a certain lord, neat, trimly drest,

Fresh as a bridegroom.”

Henry the Rourth.

«1 30 not kmew the man I should avold

Qf¥en he smiles ; dutsmiles in such s sort,
As if he mocked himself or scorned bis spisit,

That coald be moved to smile at anything.”
Tas next day, late at noon, as Lucy | large

was eitting with her father, not as
usual engaged either in work or in
reading, but seemingly quite idle,
with her pretty foot upon the squire’s
. gouty stool, and her eyes fixed on
the carpet, while her hands (never
were hands so soft and so small as
Lucy’s, though they may have been
eclipsed in whiteness) were lightly
clasped together and reposed listlessly
on her knees,—the surgeon of -the
village abruptly entered with a face
fall of news and horror. Old Squire
Brandon was one of those persons
who always hear news, whatever it
may be, later than any of their neigh-
bours ; and it was not till all the gossips
of the neighbourhood had picked the
bone of the matter quite bare, that
he was now informed, through the
medium of Mr. Pillum, that Lord
Manleverer had on the preceding
night been stopped by three highway-
men in his road to his country seat,
and robbed to a considerable amount.
The fame of the worthy Doctor
Slopperton’s mal-adventure having,
long ere this, been spread far and
wide, the whole neighbourhood was
naturally thrown into great conster-
nation. Magistrates were sent to,

Julius Cesar.

dogs borrowed, blunderbusses
cleaned, and a subecription made
throughout the parish for the raising
of a patrol. There seemed little doubt
but that the offenders, in either case,
were members of the same horde ; and
Mcr. Pillam, in his own mind, was per-
foctly oonvinced that they meant to
encroach upon his trade, and destroy
all the surrounding householders who
were worth the trouble.

The next week passed in the most
diligent endeavours, on the part of
the neigbouring magistrates and yeo-
manry, to detect and seize the robbers,
but their labours were utterly fruit-
less; and one justice of peace, who
had been particularly active, was
himself entirely “ cleaned out” by an
old gentleman, who, under the name
of Mr. Bagshot—rather an ominous
cognomen — offered to conduct the
unsuspicious magistrate to the very
spot where the miscreants might be
seized. No sooner, however, had he
drawn the poor justice away from his
comrades into a lonely partof the road,
than he stripped him to his shirt.
He did not even leave his worship his
flannel drawers, though the weather
was 88 bitter as the dog days of
eighteen hundred and twenty-nine.

s ——
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“'Tis not my way,” said the hoary
ruffian, when the justice petitioned at
least for the latter article of attire;
“’tis not my way—I be’s slow about
my work, but I does it thoroughly—
8o off with your rags, old un.”

This was, however, the only addi-
tional instance of aggression in the

- vicinity of Warlock Manor-house;
and, by degrees, as the autumn de-
clined, and no farther enormities were
perpetrated, people began to look out
for a new topic of conversation. This
was afforded them by a piece of unex-

. pected good fortune to Lucy Brandon.

Mrs. Warner, an old lady to whom
she was slightly related, and with
whom she had been residing during
her brief and only visit to London,
died suddenly, and in her will de-
clared Lucy to be her sole heiress.
The property, which was in the funds,

. and which amounted tosixty thousand
pounds, was to be enjoyed by Miss
Brandon immediately on her attaining
her twenty-first year; meanwhile the
executors to the will were to pay to
the young heiress the annual sum of
six hundred pounds. The joy which
this news created in Warlock Manor-
house may easily be conceived. The
squire projected improvements here,
and repairs there; and Lucy, poor
girl, who had no idea of money for
herself, beyond the purchase of a new
pony,ora gown from London, seconded
with affectionate pleasure all her

. father'’s suggestions, and delighted
herself with the reflection that those
fine plans, which were to make the
Brandons greater than the Brandons
ever were before, were to be realised
by her own, own money! It was at
this identical time that the surround-
ing gentry made a simultaneous and
grand discovery—viz. of the asto-
nishing merits and great good sense
of Mr. Jaseph Brandon. It was a pity,
they observed, that he was of so
reserved and shy a torn—it was
not becoming in a gentleman of so

01

ancient & family. But why should they
not endeavour to draw him from his
retirement into those more public
scenes which he was doubtless well
calculated to adorn ?

Accordingly, as soon as the first
month of mourning had expired,
several coaches, chariots, chaises, and
horses, which had never been seen at
Warlock Manor-house before, arrived
there one after the other in the most
friendly manner imaginable. Their
owners admired every thing—the
house was such a fine relic of old
times !—for their parts they liked an
oak-staircase —and those nice old
windows {—and what a beautiful pea-
cock |—and, Heaven save the mark !
that magnificent cheatnut-tree was
worth a forest | —Mr. Brandon was
requested to make one of the county
hunt, not that he any longer hunted
himself, but that his name would give
sach consequence to the thingl— -
Miss Lucy must coms to pass & week
with her dear friends the Honourable
Misses Sansterre l—Augustas, their
brother, had suck a sweet lady’s horse!
—In short, the customary change
which takes place in people’s charac-
ters after the acquisition of a fortune,
took place in the characters of Mr.
and Miss Brandon ; and when people
become suddenly amiable, it is no
wonder that they should suddenly
gain a vast accession of friends.

But Lucy, though she had seen so
little of the world, was mnot quite
blind ; and the squire, though rather
obtuse, was not quite a fool. If they
were not rude to their new visitors,
they were by no means overpo
with gratitude at their eondesoension.
Mr. Brandon declined subscribing to
the hunt, and Miss Lucy langhed in
the face of the Honourable Augustus
Sansterre. Among their new guests,
however, was one who to great know-
ledge of the world joined an extreme
and even brilliant polish of manners,
which at least prevented deceit from
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being disagreeable, if not wholly from
being unseen :—this was the new
lieutenant of the county, Lord Maule-
verer.

Though possessed of an immense
property in that district, Lord Maule-
verer had hitherto resided but little
on his estates. He was one of those
goy lords who are now somewhat un-
common in this country after mature
manhood is attained, who live an easy
and rakish life, rather among their
parasites than their equals, and who
yet, by aid of an agreeable manner,
natural talents, and & certain graceful
and light cultivation of mind (not the
less pleasant for its being universally
coloured with worldliness, and an
amusing rather than offensive regard
for self), never lose their legitimate
station in society ; who are oracles in
dress, equipages, cookery, and beauty,
and, having no character of their own,
are able to fix by a single word a cha-
racter upon any one else. Thus, while
Mauleverer rather lived the dissolute
life of & young nobleman, who prefers
the company of agreeable demireps to
that of wearisome duchesses, than
maintained the decorous state befit-
ting a mature age, and an immense
interest in the country,—he was quite
28 popular at court, where he held a
sitnation in the household, as he was
in the green-room, where he enchanted
every actress on the right side of forty.

votes in the House of Commons, and
eight livings in the church; and we
must add, in justice to his loyal and
religious principles, that there was
not in the three kingdoms a firmer
friend to the existing establishments.

Whenever a nobleman does not
marry, people try to take away his
character. Lord Mauleverer had
never married ; the Whigs had been
very bitter on the subject; they even
alluded to it in the House of Com-
mons, that chaste assembly, where
the never-failing subject of reproach
against Mr. Pitt was the not being of
an amorous temperament; but they
had not hitherto prevailed against the
stout earl’s celibacy. It is true, that
if he was devoid of a wife, he had
secured to himself plenty of substi-
tutes ; his profession was that of a man
of gallantry; and though he avoided
the daughters, it was only to make
love to the mothers. But his lord-
ship had now attained a certain age,
and it was at last circulated among his
friends that he intended to look out
for a Lady Mauleverer,

“Spareyour caresses,”said histoady-
in-chief to a certain duchess, who had
three portionless daughters: « Maule-
verer has sworn that he will not choose
among your order: you know his high
politics, and you will not wonder at
his declaring himself averse in matri-
mony a8 in morals, to a community of

A word from him in the legitimate | goods.

quarters of power went farther than
an harangue from another; and even
the prudes,—at least, all those who
had daughters,—confessed ¢ that his
lordship was a very interesting cha-
racter.” Like Brandon, his familiar
friend, he had risen in the world
(from the Irish baron to the English
earl) without having ever changed his
politics, which were ultra-Tory; and
we need not observe that he was
deemed, like Brandon, a model of
public integrity. He was possessed
of two places under government, six

The snnouncement of the earls
matrimonial design, and the circu-
lation of this anecdote, set all the
clergymen’s daughters in England on
ablaze of expectation ; and when Maul-
everer came to * * * * ghire, upon ob-
taining the honour of the licutenancy,
to visit his estates and court the friend-
ship of his neighbours, there was not
an old-young lady of forty, who worked
in broad-stitch and had never been to
London above a week at a time, who
did not deem herself exactly the sort
of person sure to fascinate his lordship.
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It was late in the afternoon when
the travelling chariot of this distin-
guished person, preceded by two out-
riders in the earl's undress livery of
dark green, stopped at the hall door
of Warlock House. The squire was
at home, actually and metaphorically;
for he never dreamed of denying him-
self to any one, gentle or simple. The
door of the carriage being opened,
there descended a small slight man,
richly dressed (for lace and silk vest-
ments were not then quite discarded,
though gradually growing less the
mode), and of an air prepossessing,
and distinguished, rather than dig-
nified. His years,—for his counte-
nance, though handsome, was deeply
marked, and evinced the tokens of
dissipation,—seemed more numerous
than they really were; and, though
not actually past middle age, Lord
Mauleverer might fairly bave received
the unpleasing epithet of elderly.
However, his step was firm, his gait
upright, and his figure was consider-
ably more youthful than his phy-
siognomy. The first compliments of
the day having passed, and Lerd
Mauleverer having expressed his con-
cern that his long and frequent absence
from the county had hitherto pre-
vented his making the acquaintance
of Mr. Brandon, the brother of one of
his oldest and most esteemed friends,
conversation became on both sides
rather an effort. Mr. Brandon first
introduced the subject of the weather,
and the turnips—inquired whether
his lordship was not very fond—(for
his part he used to be, but lately the
rheumatism had disabled him, he
hoped his lordship was not subject to
that complaint)—of shooting!

Catching only the last words,—for,
besides the awful complexity of the
squire’'s sentences, Mauleverer was
slightly afflicted by the aristocratic
complaint of deafness, —the earl
answered with a smile,—

. *“The complaint of shooting !—

Very good indeed, Mr. Brandon ; it is
seldom that I have heard so witty a
phrase. No, I am not in the least
troubled with that epidemic. It isa
disorder very prevalent in this county.”

“My lord 1” said the squire, rather
puzzled—and then observing that
Mauleverer did not oontinue, he
thought it expedient to start another
subject.

“1 was exceedingly grieved to hear
that your lordship, in travelling to
Mauleverer Park—(that is a very
ugly road across the waste land ; the
roads in this county are in general
pretty good—for my own part, when
I was a magistrate I was very strict in
that respect)—was robbed. You have
not yet, I believe, detected—(for my
part, though I do not profess to be
much of a politician, I do think that’
in affairs of robbery there is a great
deal of remissness in the ministers)—
the villains !”

“Qur friend s disaffected!” thought
the lord-lieutenant, imagining that
the last opprobrious term was applied
to the respectable personages specified
in the parenthesis. Bowing with a
polished smile to the squire, Maule-
verer replied aloud, that he was
extremely sorry that their conduct
(meaning the ministers) did not meet
with Mr. Brandon's approbation.

“Well,” thought the squire, “ that
is playing the courtier with a ven-
geance!” “Meet with my approba-
tion !” said he, warmly : “how could
your lordship think me—(for though
I am none of your saints, I am, I hope,
a good Christian; an excellent one
Jjudging from your words, your lord-
ship must be!) eo ial to crime !”

“1I partinl to crime!” returned
Mauleverer, thinking he had stumbled
unawares on some outrageous demo-
crat, yet smiling as softly as usual;
“you judge me harshly, Mr. Brandon!
you must do me more justice, and you
can only do that by knowing me
better.”
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Whatever unlucky answer the squire
might otherwise have made, was cut
off by the entrance of Lucy; and the
earl, secretly delighted at the inter-
ruption, rose to render her his homage,
and to remind her of the introduction
he had formerly been so happy as to
obtain to her through the friendship
of Mr. William Brandon,—*a friend-
ship,” said the gallant nobleman, “to
which I have often before been in-
debted, but which was never more
agreeably exerted on my behalf.”

Upon this Lucy, who, though she
had been so painfully bashful during
her meeting with Mr. Clifford, felt
no overpowering diffidence in the
presence of so much greater a person,
replied laughingly, and the earl re-
Jjoined by a second compliment. Con-
versation was now no longer an effort ;
and Mauleverer, the most consummate
of epicures, whom even royalty trem-
bled to ask without preparation, on
being invited by the unconscious
squire to partake of the family dinner,
eagerly accepted the invitation. It
was long since the knightly walls of
Warlock had been honoured by the
presence of a guest so courtly. The
gopd squire heaped his plate with a
profusion of boiled beef; and while
the poor earl was contemplating in

‘dismay the alps upon alps which he
was expected to devour, the grey-
headed butler, anxious to serve him
with alaerity, whipped away the over-
loaded plate, and presently returned
it, yet more astoundingly surcharged
with an additional world of & compo-
sition of stony colour and sudorific
aspect, which, after examining in
mute attention, for some moments,
and carefilly removing as well as he
was able, to the extreme edge of his
plate, the earl discovered to be suet
pudding.

“You eat nothing, my lord,” cried
the squire; “let me give you (this is
more underdone ;)” holding between
blade and fork in middle air & horrent
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fragment of scarlet, shaking its gory
locks,—* another slice.”

Swift at the word dropped upon
Mauleverer's plate the harpy finger
and ruthless thumb of the grey-headed
butler.

“Not a morsel more,” cried the
earl, struggling with the murtherous
domestic. “ My dear sir, excuse me ;
I sasure you I have never ate such a
dinner before—never !”

“ Nay, now!” quoth the squire,
expostulating, “you really—(and this
air is 80 keen that your lordship should
indulge your appetite, if you follow
the physician’s advice,) eat nothing !”

Again Mauleverer was at fault.

“The physicians are right, Mr.
Brandon,” said he; “very right, and
I am forced to live abstemiously:
indeed I do not know whether, if I
were to exceed at your hospitable
table, and attack all that you would
bestow upon me, I should ever re-
cover it. You would have to seek a
new lieutenant for your charming
county, and on the tomb of the last
Mauleverer the hypocritical and un-
related heir would inscribe, ¢ Died of
the visitation of Beef, John, Earl, &c.’”

Plain as the meaning of this speech
might have seemed to others, the
squire only langhed at the effeminate
appetite of the speaker, and inclined
to think him an excellent fellow for
jesting so good-humouredly on his
own physical infirmity. But Lucy
had the tact of her sex, and, taking
pity on the earl’s calamitous situation,
though she certainly never guessed at
its extent, entered with so much grace
and ease into the conversation which
he sought to establish between them,
that Mauleverer’s gentleman, who had
hitherto been pushed aside by the zeal
of the grey-headed butler, found an
opportunity, when the squire was
laughing and the butler staring, to
steal away the overburthened plate
unsuspected and unseen.

In spite, however, of these evils of
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board and lodgment, Maunleverer was
exceedingly well pleased with his
visit; nor did he terminate it till
the shades of night had begun to
close, and the distance from his own
residence conspired with
to remind him that it was possible
for a highwayman’s audacity to attack
the equipage even of Lord Mauleverer.
He then reluctantly re-emtered his
carriage, and, bidding the postilions
drive as fast as possible, wrapped him-
self in his roquelasrs, and divided his
thoughts between Lucy Brandon and
the homard au gratin with which he
-purposed to console himself imme-
diately on his return:home, However,
Fate, which mocks our most cherished
hopes, ordained that on arriving at
Mauleverer Park the owner should be
suddenly afflicted with a loss of appe-
tite, a coldness in the limbs, a pain in
the chest, ‘and various other ungra-
cious symptoms of portending malady.
Lord Mauleverer went straight to bed ;
he remained there for some days, and
when he recovered his ph;
ordered him to Bath. The Whig
Methodists, who hated him, ascribed
his illness to Providence; and his
lordship was firmly of opinion that it
should be ascribed to the beef and

pudding. However this be, there was | peremptorily

an end, for the present, to the hopes
of young ladies of forty, and ‘to- the
intended festivities at Mauleverer
Park. “ Good Heavens!” said the
earl, as his carriage. wheels turned
from his gates, ¢ what a loss to coun.
try-tradesmen may be oceasioned by
2 piece of underdone beef, especially
if it be boiled 1”

About a fortnight had elapsed since
Mauleverer’s meteeric visit to Warlock
Houss, when the squire reeeived from
his brother the following epistle >— -

“ My pEar JosupE,

“You know my numerous avocs-

tions, and, amid.the press of business
which lnrmndsma, will, I am ‘sure,

.
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farngo me for being a very negligent
and remiss oorrespondent. Neverthe-
less, I assure you, no one can more sin-
cerely sympathise in that good fortane
which has befallen my niece,
and of which your last letter informed
me, than I do. Pray give my hest love
to her, and tell her how complacently
Ilook forward to the brilliant sensa-
tion she will create, when her beauty
is enthroned upon that rank which,
I am quite sure, it will one dayor
other cemmand.

“ You are not aware, perhaps, my
dear Joseph, that I have for some -
time been in a very weak and de-
clining state of health, The old
nervous complaint in my face has of
late attacked me grievously, and the
anguish is sometimes 8o great that I
am scaroely able to bear it. I believe
the great demand which my profession
makes upon a frame of body never
strong, ahd now prema-
turely to feel the infirmities of time, is
the real cause of my maladies. Atlast,
however, I must absolutely punish
my pocket, and indulge my inclina-
tions by a short respite from toil.
Thedoctors—sworn friends, you know,
to the lawyers—sinoe they make eom.
mon cause against mankind, have
ordered me to lie by,
and to try a short course of air, exer-
cise, social amusements,and the waters
of Bath. Fortunately this is vacation
time, and I can afford to lose a few
weeks of emolument, in order, per-
haps, to secure many yeare -of life. I
purpose, then, early next week, re-
pairing to that melancholy reservoir of
the gay, where dance out of
life and .ave fiddled across the Styx.
In a word, I shall make one of the
adventarers after heaith, who seek the
goddess at King Bladud’s pump-room.
Will you and dear Lucy join me theret
I ask.it of your friendship, and I am
quite sure that neither of you will
shrink aghast at the propoeal of
solacing your invalid relation. At
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the same time that I am recovering
health, my pretty niece will be aveng-
ing Pluto, by consigning to his
dominions many a better and younger
hero in my stead. And it will be a
double pleasure to me to see all the
hearts, &c.—1I break off, for what
can I say on that subject which the
little coguette does not anticipate?
It is high time that Lucy should
see the world ; and though there are
many at Bath, above all places, to
whom the heiress will be an object of
intereated attentions, yet there are
also many in that crowded city by no
means undeserving her notice. What
say you, dear Joseph +—But I know
already; you will not refuse to keep
company with me in my little holiday,
and Lucy's eyes are already sparkling
at the idea of new bonnets, Milsom
Street, a thousand adorers, and the
Pump-room.
¢ Ever, dear Joseph,
“ Yours affectionately,
“WiiLax Braxpox.

* P.8.~—I find that my friend Lord
Mauleverer is at Bath; I own that
is an additional reason to take me
thither ; by a letter from him, received
the other day, I see that he has paid
you & visit, and he now raves about
his host and the heiress. Ah, Miss
Lucy, Miss Lucy! are you going to
conquer him whom all London has,
for years more than I care to tell
(yet not many, for Mauleverer is
still goung), assailed in vain? Answer
me!

This letter created a considerable
excitement in Warlock House. The
old squire was extremely fond of his
brother, and grieved to the heart to
find that he spoke so discor
of his health, Nor did the squire for
8 moment hesitate at accepting the
proposal to join his distinguished rela-
tive at Bath. Lucy also,—who had
for her uncle, possibly from his pro-
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fase yet not indelicate flattery, a very
great regard and interest, though she
had seen but little of him,—urged the
squire to lose no time in arranging
matters for their departure, so as to
precede the barrister, and prepare
everything for his arrival. The father
and daughter being thus agreed, there
was little occasion for delay; an answer
to the invalid’s letter was sent by
return of post, and on the fourth day
from their receipt of the said epistle,
the good old squire, his daughter,
a country girl, by way of abigail—
the grey-headed butler, and two or
three live pets, of the size and habits
most convenient for travelling, were .
on their way to a city which at that
time was guyer, at least, if somewhat
less splendid, than the metropolis.

On the second day of their arrival
at Bath, Brandon (as in future, to
avoid confusion, we shall call the
younger brother, giving to the elder .
his patriarchal title of squire) joined
them.

He was a man seemingly rather fond
of parade, though at heart he dis-
relished and despised it. He came to
their lodging, which had not been
selected in the very best part of the
town, in & carriage and six, but at-
tended only by one favourite servant.

They found him in better looks and
better spirits than they had antici-
pated. Few persons, when he liked
it, could be more agreeable than
William Brandon ; but at times there
mixed with his conversation a bitter
sarcasm, probably a habit acquired in
his profession, or an occasional tinge
of morose and haughty sadness, possi-
bly the consequence of his ill-health.
Yet his disorder, which was somewhat
approaching to that painful affliction

1y | the tic doloureuz, though of fite more

rare in occurrence than those of that
complaint ordinarily are, never seemed
even for an instant to operate upom
his mood, whatever that might be.
That disease worked unseen; not a

N\

.
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muscle of his face appeared to quiver;
the smile never vanished from his
mouth, the blandness of his voice
never grew faint as with pain, and, in
the midst of intense torture, his reso-
lute and stern mind conquered every
external indication; nor could the
most observant stranger have noted
the moment when the fit attacked or
released him. There was something
inscrutable about the man. You felt
that you took his character apon trust,
and not ot your own knowledge. The
acquaintance of years would have left
you equally dark as to hisvices or his
virtues. He varied often, yet in each
variation he was equally undiscover-
able. Was he performing a series of
parts, or was it the ordinary changes
of a man’s true temperament that you
beheld in him? Commonly smooth,
quiet, attentive, flattering in social
intercourse; he was known in the
-senate and courts of law for a cold
asperity, and a caustic venom,—
scarcely rivalled even in those arenas
of contention. It seemed as if the
bitterer feelings he checked in private
life, he delighted to indulge in public.
Yet, even there, he gave not way to
momentary petulance or gushing pas-
sion ; all seemed with him systematic
sarcasm, or habitual sternness, He
outraged no form of ceremonial, or
of society. He stung, without appear-
ing conscious of the sting; and his
antagonist writhed not more beneath
the torture of his satire, than the
crushing contempt of his self-com-
mand. Cool, ready, armed and de-
fended on all points, sound in know-
ledge, unfailing in observation, equally
consummate in sophistry when needed
by himeelf, and instantaneous in de-
tecting sophistry in another ; scorning
no art, however painful,—begrudging
no labour, however weighty,—minute
in detail, yet not the less compre-
hending the whole subject in a grasp;
such was the legal and public charac-
“liv Wigi;sm Brandon had established,
O.
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and sach was the fame he joined to
the unsullied purity of his moral
reputation. But to his friends he
seemed only the agreeable, clever,
lively, and, if we may use the phrase
tnnocently, the worldly man,—never
affecting a superior sanctity, or an
overanxiety to forms, except upon
great occasions; and rendering his
austerity of manners the more ad-
mired, because he made it seem so
unaccompanied by hypoerisy.

“ Well,” said Brandon, as he sat
after dinner alone with his relations,
and had seen the eyes of his brother
close in diurnal slamber,— tell me,
Miss Lucy, what you think of Lord
Mauleverer ; do you find him agree-
able}” .

“ Very; too much so, indeed ! ”

“ Too much so ! that is an uncom~
mon fault, Lucy; unless you mean
to insinuate that you find him two
agreeable for your peace of mind.”

“ Oh,no! there is little fear of that.
All that I meant to express was, that
he seems to make it the sole business
of his life to be agreeable ; and that
one imagines he had gained that end
by the loss of certain qualities which
one would have liked better.”

“ Umph! and what are they?”

“ Truth, sincerity, independence,
and honesty of mind.”

“ My dear Lucy, it has been the
professional study of my life to dis-
cover a man’s character, especially so
far as truth is concerned, in as short
a time as possible ; but you excel me
by intuition, if you can tell whether
there be sincerity in a courtier’s cha-
racter at the first interview you have
with him.”

“ Nevertheless, I am sure of my
opinion,” said Lucy, laughing; “and
I will tell you one instance I observed
among a hundred. Lord Mauleverer
is rather deaf, and he imagined, in
conversation, that my father said one
thing—it was upon a very trifling
subject—the speech of some member

B 7



of parliment (the lawyer smiled),
when in reality he meant to say an-
other. Lord Mauleverer, in the warmest
manner in the world, chimed in with
him, appeared thoroughly of his opi-
nion, applsuded his sentiments, and
wished the whole country of his mind.
Suddenly my father spoke, Lord Mau-
leverer bent down his ear, and found
that the sentiments he had so landed
were exactly those my father the least
favoured. No sooner did he make
this discovery, than he wheeled round
again, dexterously and grecefully, I
allow; condemned all that he had
before extolled, and extolled all that
he had before abused ! ”

¢ And is thatall, Lucy }” said Bran-
don, with a keener sneer on his lip
than the ocossion warranted. “ Why,
that is what every one does ; only some
more gravely than others. Mauleverer
in society ; I, at the bar; the minister
in parliament; friendto!rwnd, lover
to mistress ; mintreutnlov«, half of
us are employed in saying white is
black, and the other half in swearing
that black is white. There is only one
difference, my pretty niece, between
the clever man and the fool ; the fool
says what is false while the colours
stare in his face and give him the lie;
but the clever man takes, as it were; a
brush, and literally turms the black
into white, and the white imto black,
before he makes the assertion, which
is then true. The fool changes, and is
a liar; the clever man makes the
colours change, and is a genius. But
this is not for your young years yet,
Imq.ll .

“But, I can’t see the necossity of
seeming to agree with people,” said
Luey, simply ; “ surely they would be
just as well pleased if you differed
from them civilly and with respect 3”

“ No, Lucy,” said Brandon, still
sueering ; “ to be liked, it is not ne-
cossary to be any thing but com-
pliant ; lie, cheat, make every word a
snare, and every act a forgery—but
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rich and you so poor?’ “I shall
a8 rich a8 you,” was the

E

hcbmn."mnotlikemo, sad I
love tham. Nay, I often think I
could love those better whe differ
from me the most. I feel it 80 in
books ;—wbhen, for instance, I read &
novel or a play ; and you, unele, I like
almostmpmport.wntonypemeivhg
in myuelfnothinginoomm

you.”

“ Yes,” said Brandon, “you bave in
coremon with mea love for old stoxies
of 8ir Hugo, and Sir Rupert, and all
the other ‘ 8irs’of our mouldered and
by-gone race. 8o you shall sing me
the ballad about Sir John de Brandon,
and the dragon he slew in the Holy
Land. We will adjourn to the draw-
ing-room, not to distuxb your father.”

Lacy agreed, took heruncle’s arm,

sang to am inspiriting, yet somewhat

‘'rude air, the family ballad her uncle
demanddd.

had

It would have been amusing to note
im the rigid face of the hardened and
habitual man of peace amd parch-
menta, a certain enthusiasm which
ever and anon crossod his cheek, as
the verses of the ballad rested on
some allusion to the knightly House
of Brandon, and its old renown. It
was an early prejudice, breaking out.
despite of himself—a flash of charac-
ter, stricken from the hard fossil im;
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which it was imbedded. Ome would
have supposed that the silliest of all
prides (for the pride of money, though
meaner, is less senseless), family pride,
was the last weakneas which at that
time the callous and sstute lawyer
would have confessed, evem to himself.

“ Lucy,” said Brandon, as the song
ceased, and he gazed on his besutifal
niece with a certain pride in his

,—* I long to witness your firet
appearance in the world. This lodg-
ing, my dear, is not fit——but par-
don me ! what I was about to say is
this; your father and yourself are
here at my invitation, and in my
house you must dwell: you are my
guests, not mine host and hostess. I
have, therefore, already directed my
servant to secure me a house, and
provide the necessary establishment ;
and I make no doubt, as he is a quick
fellow, that within three days all will
be ready. You must then be the
magnet of my abode, Lucy; and,
meanwhile, youmust explainthisto my
brother, and, for you know his jealous
hospitality, obtain his acquiescence.”

“But, —" Lacy.

“ But me no buts,” said Brandon,
quickly, but with an affectionate tone
of wilfulness ; “and now,as I feel very
much fatigued with my jowrney, you
must allow me to seek my own room.”

“] will conduct you to it myself,”
said Lucy, for she was anxious to
show her father's brother the care and
forethought which she had lavished
on her arrangements for his comfort.
Brandon followed her into an apart-
ment, which his eye knaw at a glanes
had been subjected to that female
superintendenee which makes such
uses from what men reject as insigni-
ficant; and he thanked her with
more than his usual amenity, for the
grace which had presided over, and
the kindness which had dictated, her
preparations. As soon as he was left
alone, he wheeled his arm-chair near
tha clear, bright fire, and resting his

face upon his hand, in the attitede of
s man who himself, as it
wers, for the indulgence of meditation,
he muttered :—

“Yes! these women are, firet, what
Natare makes them, and that is good :
next, what we make them, and that
isevil! Now, could I persuade my-
self that we ought to be nice as to
the use we put these poor puppets to,
I should shrink from emforcing the
destiny which I have marked for this
girl. But that is a pitiful considera- _
tion, and he is but a silly player who
loses his money for the sake of pre-
serving his counters. 8o the young
lady must go as another score to the
fortunes of William Brandon. After
all, who suffers +—ivot she. She will
have wealth, rank, honour: 7 shall
suffer, to yield so pretty and pure a
gem to the coronet of—faugh! How
I despise that dog! but how I could
hate, crush, mangle him, could I be-
lieve that he despised me! Could he-
doso? VUmph! No, I have resolved
myself, that is impossible. Well, let.
me hope that matrimonial point will
be scttled ; and now, let me consider
what next step I shall take for myself
—myself —ay-~only myself —with
me perishes the last male of Brand
But the light shall not go out undera
bushel.”

As he said this, the soliloguist sank
into a more absorbed, and a silens
revery, from which he was disturbed
by the entrance of his servant. Bran-
don, who was never a dreamer, save
when alone, broke at once from his
reflections.

“You have obeyed my orders,
Barlow?” said he.

“ Yes, gir,” answered the domestic.
“J have taken the best, house yet un-
occupied, and when Mrs. Roberts
(Brandon's housekeeper) arrives from
London, every thing will, I trust, be
exactly to your wishes.”

“Good! And you gave my notc
to Lord Mauleverer?”

o2
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“With my o6wn hands, sir; his
lordship will await you at home all
to-morrow.”

“Very well ! and now, Barlow, see
that your room is within call (bells,
though known, were not common at
that day), snd give out that I am
gone to bed, and must not be dis-
turbed. What ’s the hour?”

% Just on the stroke of ten, sir.”
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me to undress, at half-past one; I
shall go to bed at that hour. And—
stay —be sure, Barlow, that my bro-
ther believes me retired for the night.
He does not know my habits, and will
vex himself if he thinks I sit up so
late in my present state of health.”
Drawing the table with its writing
appurtenances near to his master, the
servant left Brandon onze more to his

“ Place on that table my letter-case, | thoughts or his occupations.
and the inkstand. Look in, to help
‘CHAPTER XIV.

® Servant. Get away, I say, wid dat nasty bell.
Punch. Do you call this & bell ? (patting it). It is an organ.
Servant. 1say it is a bell—a nasty bell !
Punch. Ieay it is an organ (striking him with it).—What do you say it is now ?

Servant. An organ, Mr. Punch !”

The Tragical Comedy of Punch and Judy.

Tae next morning, before Lucy
and her father had left their apart-
ments, Brandon, who was a remark-
ably early riser, had disturbed the
luxurious Mauleverer in his first
slumber. Although the courtier pos-
sessed a villa some miles from Bath,
he preferred a lodging in the town,
both as being warmer than a rarely
inhabited country-house, and as being
to an indolent man more immediately
convenient for the gaieties and the
waters of the medicinal city.

As soon a8 the earl had rubbed his
eyes, stretched himself, and prepared
himself for the untimeous colloquy,
Brandon poured forth his excuses for
the hour he had chosen for a visit.

“ Mention it not, my dear Bran-
don,” said the good-natured noble-
man, with a sigh; “I am glad at any
hour to see you, and I am very sure
that what you have to communicate
is always worth listening to.”

“ It was only upon public business,
though of rather a more important de-

scription than usual, that I ventured .

to disturb you,” answered Brandon,
seating himself on a chair by the
bedside. “This morning—an hour
ago—I received by private express a
letter from London, stating that a
new arrangement will positively be
made in the cabinet—nay, naming
the very promotions and changes. I
confess, that as my name occurred, as
also your own, in these nominations,
I was anxious to have the benefit of
your necessarily accurate knowledge
on the subject, as well as of your
advice.”

“Really, Brandon,” said Mauleverer,
with a half-peevish smile, “any other
hour in the day would have done for
‘the business of the mation,’ as the
newspapers call that troublesome farce
we go through; and I had imagined
you would not have broken my nightly
slumbers, except for something of real
importance—the discovery of a new
mty, or the invention of a new

“ Neither the ome nor the other
could you have expected from me, my
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dear lord,” rejoined Brandon. “ You
know the dry trifles in which a lawyer’s
life wastes itself away; and beauties
and dishes have no attraction for us,
except the former be damsels deserted,
and the latter paténts invaded. But
my news, after all, is worth hearing,
unless you have heard it before.”

“ Not I! but I suppose I shall hear

"it in the course of the day: pray

Heaven I be not sent for to attend
some plague of a council. Begin 1”
. “In the first place, Lord Duberly
resolves to resign, unless this nego-
tiation for peace be made a cabinet
question.”

“ Pshaw! let him resign. I have
opposed the peace so long, that it is
out of the question. Of course, Lord
‘Wanstead will not think of it, and he
may count on my boroughs. A peace!
shameful, disgraceful, dastardly pro-
position !”

“ But, my dear lord, my letter says,
that this unexpected firmness on the
part of Lord Duberly has produced so
great a sensation, that, seeing the
impossibility of forming a durable
cabinet without him, the king has
congented to the negotiation, and
Duberly stays in 1”

“The devil I—what next ”

“ Raffden and Sternhold go out in
favour of Baldwin and Charlton, and
in the hope that you will lend your
aid to —”

“I1” said Lord Mauleverer, very
angrily; “Ilend my aid to Baldwin,
the Jacobin, and Charlton, the son of
@ brewer |” :

- % Very true!” continued Brandon.
“ But in the hope that you might be
persuaded to regard the new arrange-

. ments with an indulgent eye, you are
talked of instead of the Duke of ——
for the vacant garter and the office of
chamberlain.”

“You don’t mean it!” cried Maul-
everer, starting from his bed.

“ A few other (but, I hear, chiefly
legal) promotions aro to be made.
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Among the rest, my learned brother,

the democrat Sarsden, is to have a
silk gown ; Cromwell is to be attorney-

general ; and, between ourselves, they

have offered me a judgeship.”

“But the garter |” said Mauleverer,

scarcely hearing the rest of the law--
yer’s news,—“the whole object, aim,

and ambition of my life. How truly
kind in the king! After all,” con-

tinued the earl, laughing, and throw-
ing himself back, “ opinions are
variable—truth is not uniform—the
times change, not we—and we must
have peace instead of war!”

“Your maxims are indisputable,
and the conclusion you come to is
excellent,” said Brandon.

“ Why, you and I, my dear fellow,”
said the earl, “who know men, and
who have lived all our lives in
the world, must laugh behind the
scenes at the cant we wrap in tinsel,
and gend out to stalk across the stage.
We know that our Coriolanus of Tory
integrity is a corporal kept by & pros-
titute ; and the Brutus of Whig liberty
is a lacquey turned out of place for
stealing the spoons ; but we must not
tell this to the world. So, Brandon,
you must write me a speech for the
next session, and be sure it has plenty
of general maxims, and concludes
with ‘my bleeding country !’”

The lawyer smiled. “ You consent
then to the expulsion of Sternhold
and Raffden? for, after all, that is the
question. Our British vessel, as the
d—d metaphor-mongers call the state,
carries the public good safe in the
hold like brandy ; and it is only when
fear, storm, or the devil makes the
rogues quarrel among themselves, and
break up the casks, that ome gets
above a thimblefull at a time. We
should go on fighting with the rest of
the world for ever, if the ministers
had not taken to fight among them-
selves.” :

“ As for Sternhold,” said the earl,
“’tis a vulgar dog, and voted for
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ecomomical reform. Besides, I don’t
know him ; he may go to the devil
for aught I care: but Raffden must
be dealt handsomely with, or, despite
the garter, I will fall back among the
Whigs, who, after all, give tolerable
dinners.”

“But why, my lord, must Raffden
be trested better than his brother
recusant}”

¢ Bocause he sent ms, in the hand-
somest manner possible, a pipe of that
wonderful Madeira, which you know I
consider the chief grace of my cellars,
and he gave up a canal navigation bill,
which would have enriched his whole
county, when he knew that it would
injure my property. No, Brandon,
curse publio cant ; we know what that
is. But we are gentlemen, and our
private friends must not be thrown
overboard,—unlees, at least, we do it
in the civilest manner we can.”

¢ Pear not,” said the lawyer; “yon
have only o say the word, and ﬂm
cabinet can cook up an embassy to
Owhyhes,and send Raffden there with
a stipend of five thousand a<year.”

“Ah! that's well thought of; or
we might give him a grant of a hun-
dred thousand acres in ens of the
colomies, or let him bay crown-land at
a discount of eighty per cent. So
that’s settled.”

“And now, my dear friend,” said
Brandon, “1 will tell you frankly why
I comeso early ; Iam required to give
a hasly answer-to the proposal 7 have
Teceived, mamely, of the judgeship.
Youro m$”

“4A judgeship! you s judge? What!
forsake your brilliant career for so
polty a dignity 1-—you jest!1”

“Not at all,—listen. You know
hwbmciylhaveoppoudthum
and what hot enemios 1 have made
among the new friends of the adminis-
tration : on the one hand, these ene-
mies insist on sacrificing me; and on
the other, if I were to stay in the
Lower House and speak for what I
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have before opposed, I should forfeit
the support of a great portion of my
own party: hated by one body, and
mistrosted by the other, a seat in the
House of Commons ceases to be an
object. It is proposed that I should
retire on the dignity of a judge, with
the poeitive and pledged, though
secret, promise of the first vacancy
among the chiefs. The place of chief
Justice or chief baron is indeed the
only fair remaneration for my sur-
render of the gains of my profession,
and the abandonment of my parlia-
mentary and legal career; the title,
which will of course be attached to it,
might go (at least, by an exertion of
interest,) to the eldest son of my
niece, in case she married a com-
moner :—or,” added he, after a pause,
“ her second son in case she married
a peer.”

“Ha—true!”said Mauleverer quick-
ly, and as if struck by some sudden
thought; “and your charming niece,
Brandon, would be worthy of amy
honour either to her children or her-
solf. You do not know how struck I
was with her; there is something so
graceful in her simplicity ; and in her
manner of smoothing down the litile
rugosities of Warlock House, there
was so genuine and s0 easy a dignity,
that I declare I almost thought my-
self young again, and capable of the
self-cheat of believing myself in love,
But, ch! Brandon, imagine me at
your brother'’s board }—me, for whom
orﬁdnmmtaombmﬁnl,mdwho
feel, when I tread, the slightest ine.
thtg'inthewpetsof Tournay !—
imsagine me, dear Brandon, in a black
wainscot room, hung round with your
ancestors in brown wigs with posies
in their buitontholes,—an immense
fire on one side, and & thorough
draught on the other,—a huge circle
of beef before me, smoking liko Vesu-
vius, and twice a8 large,—a platefal
(the plate was pewter—is there not a

metal 8o called?) of this mingled
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flame and lava sent under my very
nostril, and upon pain of ill-breeding
to be despatched down my proper
mouth,~sn old gentleman in fustian
breoches and worsted stockings, by
way of & butler, filling me & can of
sle,—and your worthy brother asking
me if I would not prefer port,—a lean
footman in livery (such a livery, ye
gods !) scarlet, blue, yellow, and green,
s rainbow ill made! on the opposite
side of the table looking at the ‘ Lord’
with eyes and mouth equally open,
and large enough to swallow' me,—
snd your excellent brother himself at
the head of the table glowing through
the mista of the beef, like the rising
sun in a sign-post ;—and then, Bran-
don, turning from this image, behold
beside me the fair, delicats, aristo-
cratic, yet simple loveliness of your
niecs, and—but you look angry—I
have offended you.”.

It was high time for Mauleverer to
ask that question; for, during the
whole of the earl's recital, the dark
face of his companion had literally
burnt with roge : and here we may
observe how °“generally selfishness,
which makes the man of the world,

pleasure he felt at his own wit, and
never having that magic sympathy
with others, which creates the inces-
santly keen observer, had not, for a
moment, thought that he was offend-
ing to the quick the hidden pride of
the lawyer. . Nay, so little did he
suspect Brandon’s real weaknesses,
that he thought him a philosopher,
who would have laughed alike at
principles and people, however near
to him might be the latter, and how-
ever important the former. Mastering
by a single effort, which restored his
cheek to its usual steady hue, the
outward signs of his displeasure,
Brandon rejoined.

“Offend me! by no means, my
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dear lord. I do not wonder at your
painful situation in an old country
gentleman's house, which has not for
centuries offered scenes fit for the
presence of wo distinguished a guest.
Never, I may say, since the time
when 8ir Charles de Brandon enter-
tained Elizabeth at Warlock ; and
your ancestor (you know my old musty
studies on those points of obscure
antiquity), John Mauleverer, who was
a noted goldsmith of London, supplied
the plate for the oconsion.”

“ Fairly retorted,” said Mauleverer,
smiling ; for though the earl had a
great contempt for low birth, set on
high in other men, he was
utterly void of pride in his own family.
“ Fairly retorted | but I never meant
anything else but a laugh at your
brother’s housekeeping; a joke, surely,
permitted to & man whose own fas-
tidiousness on these matters is so
standing a jest. But, by heavens,
Brandon! to turn from these subjects,
your niece is the prettiest girl I have
seen for twenty years; ond if she
would forget my being the descendant
of John Mauleverer, the noted gold-
smith of London, she maybe Lady
Manleverer as soon as she pleases.”

“ Nay, now, let us be serious, and
talk of the judgeship,” said Brandon,
affecting to treat the proposal as a joke.

“By the soul of 8ir Charles de
Brandon, I am serious!” cried the
earl; “and a8 a proof of it, I hope
you will let me pay my respects to
your niece to-day—not with my offer
in my hand, yet—for it must be a
love match on both sides.” And the
Earl, glancing towards an opposite
glass, which reflected his attenuated
but comely features, beneath his velvet
night-cap, trimmed with Mechlin,
laughed half-triumphantlyas he spoke.

A sneer just passed the lips of
Brandon, and as instantly vanished ;
while Mauleverer continued :—

“ And as for the judgeship, dear
Brandon, I advise you to accept it
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though you know best; and I do think
no man will stand a fairer chance of
the chief-justiceship : or, though it be
somewhat unusual for ¢ common’ law-
yers, why not the woolsack itself? As
you say, the second son of your niece
might inherit the dignity of the
' ”

“ Well, I will consider of it favoura-
bly,” said Brandon, and soon after-
wards he left the nobleman to renew
his broken repose.

“1 can’t laugh at that man,” said
Mauleverer to himself, as he turned
round in his bed, “though he has
much that I should laugh at in
another ; and faith, there is one little
matter I might well scorn him for, if
I were not a philosopher. Tis a pretty
girl, his niece, and with proper instruec-
tions might do one credit; besides
she has 60,000l ready money ; and,
faith, I have not a shilling for my own
pleasure, though I have, or,alas! had,
fifty thousand a-year for that of my
establishment ! In all probability, she
will be the lawyer’s heiress, and he
must have made, at least, as much
again as her portion; nor is ke, poor
devil, a very good life. Moreover, if
he rise to the peerage? and the second
son—Well! well! it will not be such a
bad match forthe goldsmith’s descend-
ant either }”

‘With that thought, Lord Mauleverer
fell asleep. He rose about noon,

himself with unusual pains,
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and was just going forth on a visit to
Miss Brandon, when he guddenly
remembered that her uncle had not
mentioned her address or his own,
He referred to the lawyer's note of the
preceding evening; no direction was
inscribed on it ; and Mauleverer was
foreed, with much chagrin, to forego
for that day the pleasure he had pro-
mised himself.

In truth, the wary lawyer, who, as -

we have said, despised show and out~
ward appearances a8 much as any man,
was yet sensible of their effect even in
the eyes of & lover; and moreover,
Lord Mauleverer was one whose habits

of life were calculated to arouse a cer-"

tain degree of vigilance on points of
household pomp, even in the most
unobservant. Brandon therefore re-
solved that Lucy should not be visited
by her admirer, till the removal to
their new abode was effected ; nor was
it till the third day from that on which
Mauleverer had held with Brandon
the interview we have recorded, that
the earl received a note from Brandon,
seemingly turning only on political
matters,but inscribed With the address
and direction in full form.
Mauleverer answered it in person,

He found Lucy at home, and more-

beautiful than ever; and from that
day his mind was made up, as the
mammas say, and his visits became
constant.

t
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CHAPTER XV.

« There is a festival where knights and dames,
And sught that wealth or lofty lineage clatms,
* =

Appear. »
* * *
* * *

* »
* *

*Tis he—how came he thence >—what doth he here ?*~Lara.

! Purre are two charming situations
in life for a woman: one, the first
freshness of heiress-ship and beauty;
the other, youthful widowhood with a
large jointure. It wasat least Lucy’s
fortune to enjoy the first. No sooner
was she fairly launched into the gay
world, than she became the object of
universal idolatry. Crowds followed
her wherever she moved: nothing
was talked of, or dreamed of, toasted,
or betted on, but Lucy Brandon;
¢ven her simplicity, and utter igno-
rance of the arts of fine life, enhanced
‘the éclat of her reputation. Somehow
or other, young people of the gentler
sex are rarely ill-bred, even in their
eccentricities ; and there is often a
great deal of grace in inexperience.
Her uncle, who accompanied her
everywhere, himself no slight magnet
of attraction, viewed her success with
a complacent triumph which he suf-
fered no one but her father or herself
to detect. To the smooth coolness
of his manner, nothing would have
seemed more foreign than pride at the
notice gained by a beauty, or exulta-
tion at any favour won from the
caprices of fashion, As for the good
old squire, one would have imagined
bhim far more the invalid than his
brother. He was scarcely ever seen ;
for though he went everywhere, he
was one of those persons who sink
into a corner the moment they enter
aroom. Whoever discovered him in
his retreat, held out their hands, and
exclaimed, “God bless me !—you

here! we have not seen you for this
age!” Now and then, if in a very
dark niche of the room a card-table
had been placed, the worthy gentle-
man toiled through an obscure rub-
ber, but more frequently he sat with
his hands clasped, and his mouth
open, counting the number of candles
in the room, or calculating *when
that stupid music would be over.”

Lord Mauleverer, though a polished
and courteous man, whose great object
was necessarily to ingratiate himself
with the father of his intended bride,
had a horror of being bored, which
surpassed all other feelings in his
mind. He could not, therefore, per-
suade himself to submit to the melan-
choly duty of listening to the squire's
“ linked long drawn out.”
He always glided by the honest man’s
station, seemingly in an exceeding
hurry, with & “ Ah, my dear sir, how
do you do? How delighted I am to
see you!—And your incomparable
daughter 1—Oh, there she is !—par-
don me, dear sir—you see my attrac-
tion 1™

Lucy, indeed, who never forgot any
one (except herself occasionally),
sought her father’s retreat as often as -
she was able ; but her engagements
were 80 incessant, that she no sooner
lost one partner, than she was claimed
and carried off by another. However,
the squire bore his solitude with
tolerable cheerfulness, and always
declared that “he was very well
amused ; although balls and concerts
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were necessarily a little dall to one
who came from a fine old place like
Warlock Manor-house, and it was not
the same thing that pleased young
1adies (for, to them, that fiddling and
giggling till two o’clock in the morn-
ing might be @ vm'ym»qaf
killing time), and thetr papas!”

‘What considerably added to Luey’s
celebrity, was the marked notice and
admiration of a man 0 high in rank
and ton as Lord Mauleverer. That
personage, who still retained much of
& youthful mind and temper, and who
was in his nature more careless than
hanghty, preserved little or no state
in his intercourse with the social
revellers at Bath. He cared not whi-
ther he went, %0 that he was in the
train of the beauty ; and the
most fastidious nobleman of the Eng-
lish court was seen in every second
and third rate set of a great watering-
place, the attendant, the fliri, and
often the ridicule of the daughter of
an obscure and almost insignificant
country squire, Despite the honour
of so distinguished a lover, and de-
spite all the novelties of her situation
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but also by that of royalty itself; it
being an acknowledged fact, that
people dance much better, and eat
much more supper, when any relation
to a king is present.

“I must stay for this ball, Lucy,”
asid Brandon, who, after spending the
dasy with Lord Mauleverer, returned
home in s mood more than usually
cheerfal : “I must stay for this one
ball, Lucy, and witness your complete
trinmph, even though it will be ne-
cessary to leave you the very mext

morning.

“ 8o soon | ” gried Luey.

“ 80 soon 1” echoeed the uncle with
a smile, “ How good you are to speak
thus to an old valetudinarian, whose
company must have fatigued you to
death | nay, no pretty denials! But
the great objeot of my visit to this
place is accomplished : I bave seen
you, I have witnessed your début in
the great world, with, I may say, more
than a father’s enl&tion, and I go
back to my dry pursuits with the
uﬂ-ﬁctionoftlnnkingonr old and
withered gonealogical tree has put
forth one blossom worthy of its

the pretty head of Lucy Brandon, |freshest

was as yet, however, perfectly un-
turned ; and as for her heart, the only
impression that it had ever received,
was made by that wandering guest of
the village rector, whom she had
never again seen, but who yet clung
to her i
with all the graces which in right of a
singularly handsome person he pos-
sessed,—but with those to which he
never could advance a claim,~—more
dangerous to her peace, from the very
circumstance of their origin in her
fancy, not his merita,

They had now been some little
time at Bath, and Brandon's brief
reapite was pretty nearly expired,
when a public ball of ancommon and
manifold attraction was announced. It
was to begrmdnotonlybythapre-
sence of all the s families,

day.

“Uncle!” said Lucy, reprovingly,
and holding up her taper finger with
mmhlmile,minglmgmthablmh,
in which the woman’s vanity spoke,
unknown to herself,

“ And why that look, Luoy?” said

invested not only | Brandon.

¢ Because—becanse—well, no mat-
ter! you have been bred to that trade
in which, a8 yon sy yourself, men tell
untruths for others, till they lose all
truth for themselves. But, let us talk
of you, not me; are you really well
enough to leave us}”

Simple and even eool as the words
of Lucy’s question, when written, ap-
pear; in her mouth they took so
tender, 40 anxious a tone, ttat Bran-
don, who had no friend, nor wife, nor
child, nor any one in his household,
in whom interest in his health or
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welfare was » thing of course, and who
wasconsequently wholly unaccustomed
10 the accent of kindness, felt himself
of asudden touched and stricken.

“ Why, indeed, Luqy,” said he, in &
less artificial voice than that in which
he usually spoke, “I should like still
to profit by yeur cares, and forget my
infirmities and pains in your society ;
but I esnnot : the tide of events, like
that of nature, waits not our plea
sure!”

“ But we may take our own time for
setiing sail ! ” said Lucy.

“ Ay, this comes of talking in meta-
phor,” rejoined Brandon, smiling ;
“they who begin it, always get the
worst of it In plain words, dear
Lucy, I can give no more time to my
own ailments. A lawyer cannot play
truant in term time without——"

“Losing a few guineas!” said Lucy,

him.

“Worse than that—his pmactice and
his name ! ”

“Better those than health and peace
of mind.”

“ Out onyou—=o | ” said Brandon,
quickly, and almost fiercely ;—“ we
msﬂthegmmdpithofonr
life in stziving to gain a distinguished
slavery; and when it ia gained, wo
maust not think that an humble inde-
pendence would have bean better ! If
we over admit that thought, what
fools—what lavish fools we have been |
—No!” comtinued Brandon, after s
momentary panse, and in a tome
milder and gayer, though not less cha.
racteriatic of the man’s stubbornness
of will—*“ after losing all youth’s en-
joyments and manhoed’s leisure, in
order that in sge, the mind, the all-
conquering mind,should break its way
at last into the applauding opinions of
men, I should be an effeminate idler
indeed, did I suffer,—so long as its
Jarring parts hold together, or so long
as I have the power to command its
members,—this weak bedy to frus-
trate the labour of ita beiter and
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nobler portion, and command that
which it is ordained to serve.”

Lucy knew not while she listened,
half in fear, half in admiration, to her
singular relation, that at the very mo-
ment be thus spoke, his disease was
preying upon him in one of its most
relentless moods, without the power of

ing from him s single outward
token of his torture. But she wanted
nothing to increase her pity and affec.
tion for & man who, in consequenoce,
perhaps, of his ordinary surface of
worldly and cold properties of tempe-
rament, never failed to leave an inde-
lible impression on all who had ever
seen thattemperament broken through
by deeper, though often by more evil
feolings.

“Shall you go to Lady 8
rout}” ukad Bmdon, easily sliding
back into common topics. “Lord
Masulsverer requested me to ask you.”

“That depends on you and my
father ! ”

“If on me, I answer yea!” said
Brandon. “Ilike hearing Mauleverer,
especially among persons who.do not
understand him: there is & refined
and subile sarcesm running through
the commonplaces of his conversation,
which cuts the good fools, like the
invigible sword in the fable, that
lopped off heads, without occasioning
the owners any other sensation thans
pleasing and self complacent titillation.
How immeasurably superior he is in
manner and address to all we meet
here ; does it na strike you ?”

“ Yea—no—I can’t say that it does
exactly,” rejoined Laoy.

“In that confusion tender?” thought
Brandan.

“In & word,” continned Luecy,
“Lord Mauleverer is one whom I
think plessing, without fascination ;
and amusing, without brilliancy. He
is evidently accomplished in mind,
and graceful in manner ; and withal,
the most uninteresting person I ever
met.”
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“ Women have not often thought
s0!” said Brandon.

“ 1 cannot believe that they can
think otherwise.”

A certain expression, partaking of
scorn, played over Brandon’s hard
features. It was a noticeable trait in
him, that while he was most anxious
to impress Lucy with a favourable
opinion of Lord Mauleverer, he was
never quite able to mask a cerfain
satisfaction at any jest at the Earl’s
expense, or any opinion derogatory to
his general character for pleasing the
opposite sex; and this satisfaction
was no sooner conceived, than it was
immediately combated by the vexa-
tion he felt, that Lucy did not seem
to share his own desire that she should
become the wife of the courtier. There
appeared as if, in that respect, there
was a contest in his mind between
interest on one hand, and private
dislike; or contempt, on the other.

“ You judge women wrongly!” said
Brandon. “ Ladies never know each
other; of all persons, Mauleverer is
best calculated to win them, and expe-
rience has proved my assertion. The
proudest lot I know for a woman
would be the thorough conquest of
Lord Mauleverer ; but it is impossible.
He may be gallant, but he will never
be subdued. He defies the whole
female world, and with justice and
impunity. Enough of him. Sing to
me, dear Lucy.”

The time for the ball approached,
and Lucy, who was & charming girl,
and had nothing of the angel about
her, was sufficiently fond of gaiety,

ing, music, and admiration, to
feel her heart beat high at the expec-
tation of the event.

At last, thodayitself came. Brandon
dined alone with Mauleverer, having
made the arrangement that he, with
the earl, was to join his brother and
niece at the ball. Mauleverer, who
hated state, except on great occasions,
when no man displayed it with a
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better grace, never suffered his ser-
vants to wait at dinner when he was ,
alone, or with one of his peculiar
friends. The attendants remsined
without, and were summoned at will
by a bell laid beside the host.

The conversation was unrestrained.

“] am perfectly certain, Brandon,”
said Mauleverer, “ that if yoy were to
live tolerably well, you would soon
get the better of your nervous com-
plaints. It is all poverty of blood,
believe me.—Some more of the fins,
eh +—No!—oh, hang your abstemious-
ness, it is d—d unfriendly to eat sc
little! Talking of fins and friends—
heaven defend me from ever again
forming an intimacy with a pedantie
epicure, especially if he puns!”

“ Why—what has a pedant to do
with fing1”

“Iwill tell you—(Ah, this Madeira!)
—1I suggested to Lord Dareville, who
affects the gourmand, what a capital
thing a dish all fins—(turbot’s fins)—
might be made. Capital !’ said he,
in a rapture, ‘dine on it with me to-
morrow.” ¢ Volontiers!’ said I. The
next day, #fter indulging in a pleasing
revery all the morning as to the
manner in which Dareville's cook,
who is not without genius, would ac-
complish the grand idea, I betook
myself punctually to my engagement.
Would you believe it? When the
cover was removed, the sacrilegious
dog of an Amphitryon had put into
the dish Cicero de Finibus. *There
is & work all fing !’ said he.”

“ Atrocious jest !” exclaimed Bran-
don, solemnly.

““Was it not? Whenever the gas-
tronomists set up a religious inqui-
sition, I trust they will roast every
impious rascal who treats the divine
mystery with levity. Pun upon cook-
ing, indeed! A propos of Dareville,
he is to come into the administra-
tion.” .

“You astonish me ! ” said Brandon ;
“] never heard that; I don't know
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him. He has very little power; has
he any talent 1”

“Yes, a very great one,—acquired
though !”

“ What is it 1"

“ A pretty wife |”

“My lord!” exclaimed Brandonm,
abruptly, and half rising from his
seat.

Mauleverer looked up hastily, and,
on seeing the expression of his com-
panion’s face, coloured deeply; there
was a silence for some momentas.

“Tell me,” said Brandon, indif-
ferently, helping himself to vegetables,
for he seldom touched meat; and a
more amusing contrast can scarcely
Dbe conceived, than that between the
earnest epicurism of Mauleverer, and
the careless contempt of the sublime
art manifested by his guest :—* tell
me, you who necessarily know every
thing, whether the government really
is settled,—whether you are to have
the garter, and I—(mark the dif-
ference !)—the judgeship.”

“ Why so, I imagine, it will be
arranged ; viz. if you will consent to
hang up the rogues, instead of living
by the fools!”

“ One may unite both!” returned
Brandon. “But I believe, in general,
it is .vice. versd, for we live by the
rogues, and it is only the fools we are
able to hang up. You ask me if I
will take the judgeship. I would not
—mno, I would rather cut my hand
off—(and the lawyer spoke with great
bitterneas)—forsake my present career,
despite all the obstacles that now
encumber it, did I think that this
miserable body would suffer me for
two years longer to pursue it.”

“Youshock me!” said Mauleverer,
a little affected, but nevertheless ap-
plying the cayenne to his cucumber
with his unusual unerring nicety of
tact; “you shock me, but you are
considerably better than you were.”

“ It is not,” continued Brandon,
who was rather speaking to himself
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than to his friend—it is not that
I am unable to conquer the pain, and
to master the recreant nerves; but
I feel myself growing weaker and
weaker beneath the continual exer-
tion of my remaining powers, and I
shall die before I have gained half my
objects, if I do not leave the labours
which are literally tearing me to
pieces.” -

¢ But,” said Lord Mauleverer, who
was the idlest of men, “ the judgeship
is not an easy sinecure.”

“ No! but there is less demand on
the mind in that station, than in my
present one;” and Brandon paused
before he continued. * Candidly,
Mauleverer, you do not think they
will deceive me? you do not think
they mean to leave me to this poli-
tical death without writing Resur.
gam’ over the hatchment?”

“They dare not ! ” said Mauleverer,
quaffing his fourth glass of Madeira.

“Well! I bave decided on my
change of life,” said the lawyer, with
a slight sigh,

“8o have I on my change of opin-
ion,” chimed in the earl. “ I will tell
you what opinions seem to me like.”

“What?” said Brandon abstractedly.

“Trees!” answered Mauleverer,
quaintly. “If they can be made ser-
viceable by standing, don't part with
a stick ; but when they are of that
growth that sells well, or whenever
they shut out a fine prospect, cut them
down, and pack them off by all man-
ner of means!—And now for the
second course.”

“ I wonder,” said the earl, when om
political worthies were again alone
“whether there ever existed a minister
who cared three straws for the people
—many care for their party, but as for
the country——"

“ It is all fiddlestick 1” added the
lawyer, with more significance than

grace.
“Right; it isall fiddlestick, asyou

tersely express it. King, Constitution
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and Church, for ever! which, being
interpreted, means—first, King, or
Crown influence, judgeships, and
garters ; — secondly, Constitution, or
fees to the lawyer, places to the
statesman, laws for the rich, and
Game Laws for the poor,-——ﬂnrdly
Chureh, or livings for our younger
sons, and starvings for their curates!”

“Ha, ba!” said Brandon, langh-
. ing sardomically; we know human
nature |”

“ And how it may be gulled!”
quoth the eourtier. “ Here’s a heatth
to your niece ! and may it not be long:
hefore you hail her as your friend’s
bride !”

“ Bride, et extera,” said Brandon,
with & meer, meant only for his own
satisfaction. “But, mark me, my
dear lord, do not be too sure of her—
sheisssinguhrgirl,mdofmorein-
dependence than the generality of
women., She will not think of your
rank and station in estimating you ;
she will think only of their owner ; and
pardon me if I suggest to you, who
know the sex 80 well, one plan that
it may not be unadvisable for you to
pursue. Don’t let her fancy you
entirely hers; rouse her jealousy, pique
her pride—let her think you uncon-
querable, and, unless she is unlike all
women, shevnllwant to eonquer you.”

The earl amiled. “I must take my
chance!” said he, witha confident tone.

“The hoary coxeomb !” muttered
Brandon between his teeth: “now
will his folly spoil all.”

“ And that reminds me,* continued
Mauleverar, *that time wanes, and
dinner is not over; let us mot hurry,
but let us be silent, to’ enmjoy the
more. Thesemﬂesinchmpngne—da
taste them, they would raise the dead.”

The lawyer smiled, and accepted
the kindness, though he left the deli-
escy untouched; and Mauleverer,
whose soul was in his plate, saw not
the heartless rejection.

. Meanwhile, the youthful beauty
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had alresdy entered the theatre of -
pleasure, and was now seated with tha
squire, at the upper end of the half-
filled ball room.

A gay lady of the fashion at that
time,andof that half and half rank

which belonged the aristocracy of
Bath,—one of those curious persons
we meet with in the admirable novels
of Miss , 88 ing to the
order of fine ladies,—made the trio
with our heiress and her father, and
pointed out to them by name the
various characters that emtered the
apartments. She was still in the full
tide of scandal, when an unusual sen-
sation was visible in the emvirons of
the door ; three strangers of marked
mien, gay dress, and an air which,
though differing in each, was in all
alike remarkablefor asortof “dashing™
assuranee, made their eatrée. One
was of uncommon height, and pos-
sessed of an exoeedingly fine head of
hair; another was of a more quiet
and unpretending aspect, but, never-
theless, he wore upon his face a super-
cilious, yet not illhumoured expres.
tion; ebethndmmmymyunnger
thanlus companions, strikingly hand-
some in face and figure, altogether of
a betier taste in dress, and possessing
a manner that, though it had equal
ease, was not equally noticeable for
impudence and swagger.

“Who can those be?” ssid Lucys
fornale friond in & wondering tome.
“] never saw them hefore—they must
be great people—they have all the airs
of persons of quadity!— Dear, how
odd that I should not knew them!*

While the good lady, who, like all
good ladies of that stamp, thought
people of quality had airs, was thus
Iamenting her ignorance of the new
comers, & general whisper of a similar
import was already circulating round
the room;— “Who are they?!” and
the nniversal answer was, “ Can’t tell
—never saw them before ! *

Our strangers seemed by no means



.PAUL CLIFFORD.

displeased with the evident and imme-
diate impression they had made. They
_ steod in the most conspicuous part of
the room, enjoying, among themselves,
a low conversation, frequently broken
hy fits of laughter; tokens, we need
pot add, of their super-eminently
good breeding. The handsome figure
of the youngest stranger, snd the
simple and seemingly unconscious
grace of his attitudes, were not, how-
ever, unworthy of the admiration he
axcited ; and even his langhter, rude
as it redly was, displayed so davzling
a set of teeth, and was aecompanied
by such brilliant. eyes, that before he
had been ten minutes in the room,
there was scarcely a young lady under
thirty-nine not disposed to fall in love

mth him.

pparently heedleas of the various
remrks which reached their ears, our
strangers, after they had from their
station sufficiently surveyed the heau-
ties of the ball, strolled arm-in-arm
through the rooms. Having saun-
tered through theball and eard-rooms,
they passed the door that led to the
entrance passage, and gazed, with
other loiterers, upon the new comers
ascending the stairs. Here the two
younger strangers renewed their
whispered conversation, while the
eldest, who was also the tallest
one, carelessly leaning against the
wall, employed himself for a foew mo-
ments in thrusting his fingers through
his hair. In finishing this eccupation,
the peculiar state of his ruffles forced
itself upon the observation of our gen-
tleman, who, after gazing for some
moments cn an envious rent in the
right ruffle, muttered some indistinct
words, like, “the cock of that con-
founded pistol,” and then tucked up
the mautilated ornament with a pecu-
liarly nimble motion of the fingers of
his left hand : the next moment, di-
verted by a new care, the stranger
applied his digital members to the ar-
ranging and caressing of a remarksbly

1

splendid brooch, set in the bosom of
a shirt, the rude texture of which
formed a singular contrast with the
magnificence of the embellishment,
and the fineness of the one ruffle suf-
fered by our modern Hyperion tomake
ita appearance beneath his cinnamon-
coloured coat-sleeve. These little per-
sonal arrangements completed, and a
dazzling snuff-box released from the.
confinement of a side-pocket, tapped
thrice, and lightened of two pinches of
its titillating luxury, the stranger now,
with the guardian eye of friendship,
directed asearchingglance to the dress
of his friends. There, all appeared
meet for his strictest scrutiny, save,
indeed, that the supereilious-looking
stranger having just drawn forth his
gloves, the lining of his coat-paeket
—vwhich was rather soiled into the
bargain—had not returned to its inter-
nal station; the tall stranger, seeing
this little inelegance, kindly thrust
three fingers with a sudden and light
dive into his friend’s pocket, and effec-
tually repulsed the forwardness of the
intrusive lining. The supercilious
stranger no sooner felt the touch, than
he staried baek, and whispered his
officious companion,—

“What ! among friends, Ned ! Fie
now ; curb the nature in thee for one
night, at least.”

Before he of the flowing locks had-
time to answer, the master of the cere-
monies, who bhad for the last three
minuntes been eyeing the strangers
through his glass, stepped forward
with a sliding bow, and the handsome
gontleman taking upon himself the
superiority and precedence over his
comrades, was the first to return the
courtesy. He did this with so good a
grace, and 8o pleasing an expression
of countenance, that the censor of
bows was charmed at once, and, with
asecond and more profound salutation
announced himself and his office.

“ You would like to dance, proba-
bly, gentlemen?” he asked, glancing
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at each, but directing his words to the
one who had prepossessed him.

“You are very good,” said the
comely stranger ; “and, for my part,
Ishall be extremely indebted to you for
the exercise of your powers in my be-
half, Allow me toreturn with youtothe
ball-room, and I can there point out
to you the objects of my especial admi-
ration.”

The master of the ceremonies bowed
as before, and he and his new ac-
quaintance strolled into the ball-room,
followed by the two comrades of the

latter.
© % Have you been long in Bath, sir?”
inquired the monarch of the rooms.

¢ No, indeed ! we only arrived this
evening.”

“From London1”

“No : we made a little tour across
the country.”

“Ah! very pleasant, this fine
weather.”

“Yes; especially in the evenings.”

“ Qho !—romantic ! * thought the
man of balls, as he rejoined aloud,
“Whythenights areagreeable,and the
moon is particularly favourable to us.”

“ Notalways | ” quoth the stranger.

“ True—true, the night before last
was dark ; but, in general, surely the
moon has been very bright.”

The stranger was about to answer,
but checked himself, and simply
bowed his head as in assent.

“] wonder who they are ! ” thought
the master of the ceremonies. “ Pray,
sir,” said he, in a low tone, “is that
gentleman—that tall gentleman, any
way related to Lord ——1? I cannot
Dut think I see a family likeness.”

“Not in the least related to his
lordship,” answered the stranger;
“but he ia of a family that have made
a noise in the world ; though he (as
well as my other friend) is merely a
commoner !” laying a stress on the
last word.

“ Nothing, sir, can be more respect-
able than a commoner of family,”
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returned the polite Mr. ——, with 4
bow.

“1 agree with you, sir,” answered
the stranger, with another. * But,
heavens!”—and the stranger started ;
for at that moment his eye caught for
the first time, at the far end of the
room, the youthful and brilliant coun-
tenance of Lucy Brandon,—* do I see
rightly ? or is that Miss Brandon }”

“It is indeed that lovely young
lady,” said Mr, ——. “I congratulate
you on knowing one so admired. I
suppose that you, being blessed with
her acquaintance, do not need the
formality of my introduction ?”

¢ Umph ! ” said the stranger, rather
shortly and uncourteously — ¢ No!
Perhaps you had better presentme !”

“ By what name shall I have that
honour, sir?” discreetly inquired the
nomenclator.

“Clifford ! ” answered the stranger ;
“ Captain Clifford!”

Upon this, the prim master of the
ceremonies, threadinghis path through
the now fast-filling room, approached
towards Lucy to obey Mr. Clifford’s
request. Meanwhile, that gentleman,
before he followed the steps of the
tutelary spirit of the place, paused,
and said to his friends, in a tone
careless, yet not without command,
“ Hark ye, gentlemen, oblige me by
being as civil and silent as ye are
able, and don't thrust yourselves upon
me, as you are accustomed to do, when-
ever you see no opportunity of indulg-
ing me with that honour with the least
show of propriety!” So saying, and
waiting no reply, Mr. Clifford hastened
after the master of the ceremonies.

“Qur friend grows mighty impe-
rious !” said Long Ned, whom our
readers have already recognised in
the tall stranger.

“'Tis the way with your rising
geniunses,” answered the moralising
Augustus Tomlinson. * Suppose we
go to the card-room, and get up a
rubber {*
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“ Well thought of,” said Ned, yawn-
ing,—a thing he was very apt to do
in society ; “and I wish nothing worse
to those who try our rubbers, than
that they may be well cleaned by
them.” Upon this witticism the Co-
lossus of Roads, glancing towards the
glass, strutled off, arm-in-arm with
his companion to the card-room.

During this short conversation the
re-introduction of Mr. Clifford (the
stranger of the Rectory and deliverer
of Dr. Slopperton) to Lucy Brandon
had been effected, and the hand of
the heiress was already engaged (ac-
cording to the custom of that time)
for the two ensuing dances.

It was about twenty minutes after
the above presentation had taken place,
that Lord Mauleverer and William
Brandon entered the rooms; and the
buzz created by the appearance of
the noted peer and the distinguished
lawyer had scarcely subsided, before
the royal personage expected to grace
the «festive scene® (as the news-
papers say of a great room with plenty
of miserable-looking people in it)
arrived. The most attractive persons
in Europe may be found among the
royal family of England, and the great
personage then at Bath, in conse-
quence of certain political intrigues,
wished, at that time especially, to
make himself as popular as possible.
Having gone the round of the old
ladies, and assured them, as the Court
Journal assures the old ladies at this
day, that they were “morning stars,”
and “ swan-like wonders,” the Prince
espied Brandon, and immediately
beckoned to him with a familiar
gesture. The smooth but saturnine
lawyer approached the royal presence
with the manner that peculiarly dis-
tinguished him, and which blended,
in no ungraceful mixture, a species of
siffness, that passed with the crowd
for native independence, with a supple
insinuation, that was usually deemed
the token of latent bemevolence of
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heart. There was something, indeed,
in Brandon’s address that" always
pleased the great; and they liked
him the better, because, though he
stood on no idle political points, mere
differences in the view taken of & hair-
breadth,—suchi as & corn law, or a
Catholic bill ; alteration in the church,
or & reform in parliament; yet he
invariably talked so like a man of
honour (except when with Mauleverer),
that his urbanity seemed attachment
to individuals; and his concessions
to power, sacrifices of private opinion
for the.sake of obliging his friends.

“ I am very glad, indeed,” said the
royal personage, to see Mr. Brandon
looking 80 much better. Never was
the crown in greater want of his
services; and, if rumour speak true,
they will soon be required in another -
department of his profession.”

Brandon bowed, and answered :—

“So, please your royal highness,
they will always be at the command
of a king from whom I have experi-
enced such kindness, in any capacity
for which his Majesty may deem them
fitting.”

It 4s true, then!” said his royal
highness, significantly. ¢ I congratu-
late you! The quiet dignity of the
bench must seem to you a great
change after & career so busy and -
restless 1”

“I fear I shall feel it so at first,
your royal highness,” answered Bran-
don, “for I like even the toil of my
profession ; and 2t this moment, when
I am in full practice, it more than
ever—but (checking himself at once)
his Majesty’s wishes, and my satisfac-
tion in complying with them, are
more than sufficient to remove any
momentary regret I might otherwise
have felt in quitting those toils which
have now become to me a second
nature.”

“It is possible,” rejoinéd the
Prince, “that his Majesty took into
consgideration the delicate state of

: 8
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heslth which, in common with the
whole public, I grieve to see. the
. papers have atiributed to one of the
most distinguished ornaments of the
WO”

. “ Ba, plesse your royal highness,”
answered Brandon, ooolly, and with a
smile which the most piercing eye
oould not have bslieved the mask to
the agony then gnawing at his nerves,
“jt is the interest of my rivals to
axaggerate the little ailments of a
weak comstitation. I thank Previ-
dence that I am now eatirely reco-
vered ; and at no time of my lifs have
I been less unable to discharge—so
far a8 my native and menial incapa-
aities will allow—the duties of any
ocaupation, however arduous. Nay,
as the brute grows accustomed to the
mill, 80.have I grown wedded to busi-
ness; and even the brief relaxation I
have now allowed myself scoms to me
rather irksome than plessurable.”

“] rejaice to hear you speak thus,”
answered his moyal highness, warmly ;
“and I trust for many years, and,”
added he, in & lower tone, “in the
highest chamber of the senate, that
we may profit by your talents. The
times are those in which many occa-
sions occur, that oblige all true friends | an
of the -comstitudion to gquit minor
employmeni for that great comstita-
tional one that concerns us ull, the
highest and the meanest; and (the
royal veice sank still lower) I foel

i in sssuring you, that the
office of chief justice alome is mot eon-
gidered by his Majesty as & sufficient
reward for your generous sacrifice of
present ambition to the difficnlties. of
government.”

Brandon’s proud heart swelled, and
that moment the veriest pains of hell
would scarcely bave been felt.

While the aspiring schemer was
thus agreeably engaged, Mauleverer,
sliding’ throngh the-crowd with that
grace which charmed every ons, old
and young, and addressing to all he
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knew some lively or affectionate re-
mark, made his way to the dancers,
among whom he had just caught a
glimpse of Lmay. “ I wonder,” he
thought, “ whom she is dancing with.
I hope it is that ridieulous fellow,
Mossop, who tells a geod story against
himself; or that handsome ass, Bel-
mont, who looks at his own legs,
instead of seeming to have eyes for
no one but his partner. Ah! if Tar
quin had but known women as well
as I do, he would have had no reason
to be rough with Lucretia. 'Tis a
in women, as in the world, just when
it begins to be no longer of use tous!”

As he made these maral reflestions,
Maauleverer gained the dancers, and
beheld Luey listening, with downcast
ayes and chesks that evidently blushed,
to a young man, whom Mauleverer
acknowledged at once to be one of
the best-locking fellows he had ever
seen. The stoanger’s countenance, de-
spite an extreme darkness of com-
plexion, was, to be sure, from the
great regularity of the features, rather
effeminate ; but, on the other hand,

proportion of sinew
md muscle: and even the dash of
effeminacy in the countenance was
accompanied by so manly and frank
an air, and was so perfectly free from
all eoxcombry or self-conceit, that it
did not in the least decrease the pre-
possessing effect of his appearance.
An angry and bitter pang shot across
that portion of Mauleverer's frame
which the earl thought fit, for want
of another name, to call his heart.
“ How cursedly plessed she looks!”
muttered he, “.By heaven! that
stolen glance under the loft eyelid,
dropped as suddenly as it i3 mised !
and Ae—ha {—how firmly he holds
that Little hand. I think T see him
paddle with it; and then the dog’s
earnost, intent look—sand she all
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.blushes ! though she dare not look
up to meet his gaze, feeling it by
intnition. Oh ! the demure, modest,
shamefaced hypocrite! How silent
she is l—she can prate enough to me!
I would give my promised garter if
she would but talk to him. Talk—
talk —laugh —prattle—only simper,
in God’s name, and I shall be happy !
But that bashful, blushing silence—
it is insupportable. Thank Heaven,
the dance is over! Thank Heaven,
again! I have not felt such pains
since the last nightmare I had, after
dining with her father!”

With o face all smiles, but with a
mien in which more dngnity than he
ordinarily assumed was worn, Maule-
verer now moved towards Lucy, who
was leaning on her partner's arm.
The earl, whe had ample tact where
his consummate sgelfishness did not
warp it, knew well how to act the
lover, without running ridiculously
nto the folly of seeming to play the
hoary dangler. He sought rather to
be lively than sentimental; and be-
neath the wit to conceal the suitor.

Having paid, then, with a careless
gallantry, his first compliments, he
entered into so animated a conversa-
tion, interspersed with so many naive
yet palpably just observations on the
characters present, that perhaps he
had never appeared to more brilliant
advantage. At length, as the music
was about to recommence, Mauleverer,
with a careless glanee at Lucy’s part-
ner, said, “ Will Miss Brandon now
allow me the agreeable duty of con-
dueting her to her father1”

“]1 believe,” answered Lucy, and
her voice suddenly became timid,
“that, according to the laws of the
rooms, ] am engaged to this gentle-
man for another dance.”

Clifford, in an assured and easy
tone, replied in assent.

As he spoke, Mauleverer honoured
him with a more accurate survey than '
he had hitherto bestowed on him;!
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and whether or not there was any
expression of contempt or supercili-
ousness in the survey, it was sufficient
to call up the indignant blood to
Clifford’s cheek. Returning the look
with interest, he said to Lucy, “I
believe, Mizs Brandon, that the dance
is about to begin ;” and Lucy, obey-
ing the hint, left the aristocratic Man-
leverer to his own meditations,

At that moment the master of the
ceremonies came bowing by, half
afraid to address so great a person as
Maanleverer, but willing to show his
respect by the profoundmess of his
salutation,

“ Aha! my dear Mr, ——!” gaid
the earl, holding out both his hands
to the Lycurgus of the rooms ; “how
are you? Pray can you inform me
who that young—man is, now dancing
with Miss Brandon $”

It is—let me see—Oh ! it isa Cap-
tain Clifford, my lord! a very fine
young man, my lord! Has yourlord-
ship never met him ?”

“ Never! who is he? One under
your more especial patronage?” said
the earl, smiling.

“ Nay, indeed { ¥ answered the mas-
ter of the ceremonies, with a simper
of gratification; I searcely know
who he is yet; the captain only made
his appearance here to-night for the
first time. He came with two other
gentlemen—ah ! there they are 1” and
he pointed the earl’s scrutinising
attention to the elegant forms of Mr.
Augustus Tomlinson and Mr. Ned
Pepper, just emerging from the card-
rooms. The swagger of the latter
gentleman was so peculiarly impor-
tant, that Mauleverer, angry as he
was, could scarcely help laughing.
The master of the ceremonies noted
the earl’s countenance, and remarked,
that * that fine-looking man seemed
disposed to give himself airs /”

“ Judging from the gentleman’s
appearance,” said the earl, drily (Ned's
face, to say truth, did betoken his
13
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affection for the bottle), “I should
ine that he was much more ac-

customed to give himself thorough
hts ! ”

“ Ah!” renewed the arbiter elegan-
tiarum, who had not heard Maule-
verer's observation, which was uttered
in a very low voice,—“ Ah! they seem

xeal dashers!”

“ Dasbers |” repeated Mauleverer:
% true, haberdashers I”

Long Ned now, having in the way
of his profession acquitted himself
tolerably well at the card-table, thought
he had purchased the right to parade
himself through the rooms, and shew
the ladies what stuff a Pepper could
be made of.

Leaning with his left hand on
Tomlinson’s arm, and employing the
right in fanning himself furiously with
his huge chapeau bras, the lengthy
adventurer stalked slowly along,—
now setting out one leg jauntily—now
the other, and ogling “the ladies”
with a kind of Irish look, viz., a look
between a wink and a stare.

Released from the presence of Clif-
ford, who kept a certain check on his
companions, the_ apparition of Ned
became glaringly conspicuous; and
wherever he passed, a universal whis-
per succeeded.

* Who can he be}” said the widow
Matemore; “’tis a droll creature:
but what a head of hair !”

“For my part,” answered the spin-
ster Sneerall, “I think he is a linen-
draper in disguise; for I heard him
talk to his companion of ‘ ta]

“ Well, well,” thought Mauleverer,
“it would be but kind to seek out
Brandon, and hint to him in what
company his niece seems to have
fallen !” And, so thinking, he glided
to vhe corner where, with a grey-
headed old politician, the astute lawyer
was conning the affairs of Europe.

.. In the interim, the second dance
had ended, and Clifford was conduct-
ing Lucy to her seat, each charmed
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with the other, when he found himself-
abruptly tapped on the back, and,
turning round in alarm,—for such
taps were not unfamiliar to him,—he
saw the cool countenance of Long
Ned, with one finger sagaciously laid
beside the nose.

“ How now 1" said Clifford, between
his ground teeth, “did I not tell thee
to put that huge bulk of thine as far
from me as possible 1”

“ Humph {” grunted Ned, *if these
are my thanks, I may as well keep my
kindness to myself; but know you,
my kid, that lawyer Brandon is here,
peering through the crowd, at this
very moment, in order to catch a
glimpee of that woman’s face of thine.”

“Ha 1" answered Clifford, in a very
quick tone, “begone, then! I will
meet you without the rooms imme-
diately.” .

Clifford now turned to his partner,
and bowing very low, in reality to
hide his face from those sharp eyes
which had onoe seen it in the court
of Justice Burnflat, said, “I trust,
madam, I shall have the honour to
meet you again j—is it, if I may be
allowed to ask, with your celebrated
uncle that you are staying, or —"

“ With my father,” answered Lucy,
concluding the sentence Clifford had
left unfinished ; “ but my uncle has
been with us, thongh I fear he leaves
us to-morrow.”

Clifford’s eyes sparkled ; he made
no answer, but, bowing again, receded
into the crowd, and disap
Several times that night did the
brightest eyes in Somersetshire rove
anxiously round the rooms in search
of our hero; but -he was seen no
more.

It was on the stairs that Clifford
encountered his comrades ; taking an
arm of each, he gained the door with-
out any adventure worth noting—save
that, being kept back by the crowd
for & few moments, the moralising
Augustus Tomlinson, who honoured
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the moderate Whigs by enrolling
himself among their number, took
up, pour passer le tempe, & tall gold-
headed cane, and, weighing it across
his finger with a musing air, said,
“Alas! among our supporters we
often meet heads as heavy—but
of what a different metal!” The
crowd now permitting, Augustus was
walking away with his companions,
and, in that absence of mind charac-
teristic of philosophers, unconsciously
bearing with him the gold-headed
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object of his reflection, when a stately
footman stepping up to him, said,
“ 8ir, my cane !”

“ Cane, follow!” said Tomlinson,
“Ah, I am 50 absent |-—Here is thy
cane.—Only think of my carrying off
the man’s cane, Ned! ha! ha!”

“ Absent, indeed!” grunted a
knowing chairman, watching the
receding figures of the three gentle-
men : “Body o’ me! but it was the
cane that was about to be absent !”

CHAPTER XVIL

Whackum.— My dear rogues, dear boys, Bluster and Dingboy ! you are the bravest

fellows that ever scoured yet!™

SuADWELL'S Scourers.

“ Cato, the Thessalian, was wont to say, that some things may be done unjustly, that

many things may be done justly.”

AvrrHOUGH our three worthies had
taken unto themselves a splendid
lodging in Milsom Street, which to
please Ned was over a hair-dresser’s
shop ; yet, instead of returning thi-
ther, or repairing to such taverns as
might seem best befitting their fashion
and garb, they struck at once from
the gay parts of the town, and tarried
not till they reached a mean-looking
alehouse in & remote suburb.

The door was opened to them by
an elderly lady ; and Clifford, stalking
before his companions into an apart.
ment at the back of the house, asked
if the other gentlemen were come yet.

“ No,” returned the dame. ¢« Old
Mr. Bags came in about ten minutes
ago ; but, hearing more work might
be done, he went out again.”

“Bring the lush and the pipes, old
blone ! ” cried Ned, throwing himself
on a bench; “we are never at a loss
for company ! ”

“You, indeed, never can be, who
are always inseparably connected with

Lonp Bacox (being a justification of every rascality).

the object of your admiration,” said
Tomlinson drily, and taking up sn
old newspaper. Ned, who, though
choleric, was a capital fellow, and
could bear a joke on himself, smiled,
and, drawing forth a little pair of
scissors, began trimming his nails.-

“Curse me,” said he, after a mo-
mentary silence, “if this is not a
devilish deal pleasanter than playing
the fine gentleman in that great room
with & rose in one’s button-hole!
What say you, Master Lovett}”

Clifford (as henceforth, despite his
other aliases, we shall denominate
our hero), who had thrown hiraself at
full length on a bench at the far end
of the room, and who seemed plunged
into a sullen revery, now looked up
for a moment, and then, turning
round and presenting the dorsal part
of his body to Long Ned, muttered,
“Pish!”

« Harkye, Master Lovett!” said
Long Ned, colouring. “I don’t know
what has come over you of late; but
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1 would have you to learn that gentle-

men are emtitled to ocourtesy and
polite behaviour: and so, d’ye ses, if
you ride your high horss upon me,
splice my extremities if I won't have
mtisfaction !”

¢ Hist, man, be quiet,” said Tom-
linson, philosophically snuffing the
eandles—

«For companions to quarrel,
Is extremely immoral.”

Don't you see that the captain is ina
revery 1 what good man ever loves to
be interrupted in his meditations +—
Even Alfred the Great could not bear
it! Perhaps, at this moment, with
the true anxiety of a worthy chief,
the captain is designing something
for our welfare ! ”

“ Captain, indeed ! ” muttered Long
Ned, darting a wrathful look at Clif-
ford, who bad not deigned to pay any
attention t0 Mr. Pepper's threat;
¢ for my part I cannot conceive what
was the matter with us when we chose
this green slip of the gallows-tree for
our captain of the district. To be
sure, he did very well at first, and
that robbery of the old lord was not
ill-planned-—but Iately—"

“ Nay, nay,” guoth Augustus, inter
rapting the gigantie grumbler, “the
natare of man is prone to diseontent.
Allow that our present design of set-
ting up the gay Lothario, and trying
our chances at Bath for an heiress, is
owing as much to Lovett’s prompti-
tade as to our invention.”

“ And what goed will come of it}”
returned Ned, as he lighted his pipe:
® answer me that, Was I not dressed
as fine as a lord—and did not I walk
three times up and down that great
room without being a jot the better
frit1”

“Ah ! but you know not how many
secret conquests you may have made :
‘you cannot win a prize by looking
upon it.”

“ Humph !” grunted Ned, applying
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himself disesntentedly to the young
existenoe of his pipe.

“ As for the captain’s partaer,” re-
newed Tomlinsom, who’ mahcmnsly
delighted in exciting the jealousy of
the handsome “ tax-eollactor,” for
that was the designation by which Au.
gustus thought proper to style himsalf
and companions—* I will turn Tory
if she be not alveady half in love with
him ; and did you hear the old gentle-
man who cut into.our rubber say what
a fine fortune she bad? Faith, Ned,
it is lucky for us two that we all agreed
to go shares in our marriage specula-
tions; I fancy the worthy captain will
think it a bad bargain for himself.”

“1 am not so sure of that, Mr. Tom-
linson,” said Long Ned, sourly eyeing
his comrade.

“Some women may be caught by a
smooth skin and a showy manner, but
real masculine beauty,—eyes, colour,
and bair,—Mr. Tomlinson, must ulti-
mately ma.ke its way : 8o hand me the
brandy and cease your jaw.”

“ Well, well,” said Tomlinson, “ I'H
give you a toast—* The prettiest
girl in England ;’and that’s Miss
Brandon }”

“ You shall give no such toast,

air}” maid Clifferd, starting from the
bench.—¢ What the devil is Miss
Brandon t0 you? And now, Ned,"—
(seeing that the tall here looked on
him with an unfavourable aspect),—
“ here’smy hand, forgive me if I was
uncivil, Tomlinson will tell you, in
& maxim, men are Here'’s
to your health; and it shall not be
my fault, gentlemen, if we have nat
a merry 1"

This speech, short as it was, met
with great applause from the twe
friends; and Clifford, as president,
statwned himself in a huge chair at
the head of the {able. Searcely had
he assumed this dignity, before the
door opened, and half-a-dozen of the
gentlemen confederates trooped some-
what noisily into the apartment.
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« Softly, softly, mesaicurs,” said the
president, recovering all his constitu-
tional gaiety, yet blending it with a
certain negliffent command—*“respect
for the chair, if you please! *Tis the
way with all assemblies where the
public purse is.» matter of deferential
interest!”

¢ Hear him | * cried Tomlinson.

“ Whas, my old friend Bags!™ said
the president : “ you have not eome
empty-handed, I will swear; your
honest face is like the table of eon-
tents to the good thimgs in your
pockets ”

“ Ah, Captain Clifford,” said the
veteran, groaning, and shaking his
reverend head, “ I have seen the day
when there wasnot a lad in England
forked so largely, socomprehensively-
like, as I did. But, as King Lear
says at Common Garden, “I be's old
now!’”

“ But your zeal is as youthfal as
ever, my fine fellow,” said the eaptain,
soothingly ; “and if you do not clean
out the public as thoroughly as here-
tofore, it is not the fault of your
inclinations.”

“ No, that it is not!” eried the
“tax-collectors ” unanimously. “ And
if ever a pocket is to be picked neatly,
quietly, and effectually,” added thé
complimentary Clifford, “I do not
know to this day, thromghout the
three kingdoms, a neater, quieter, and
more effective set of fingers than Old
Bags's!”

The veteran bowed disclaimingly,
and took his seat among the heartfelt
good wishes of the whole assemblage.

“ And now, gentlemen,” mid Clif
ford, as soon as the revellers had pro-
vided themselves with their wonted
Iuxuries, potatory and famous, “ let
us hear your adventures, and rejoice
our eyes with their produce. The
gallant Attie shall begin—but first,
a toast,— May those who leap from a
hedge never leap from a tree!’”

This toast being drank with enthu-
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sisstic applause, Fighting A tiie began
the recital of his little history.

“ You sees, captain,” ssid he; put-
ting himself in a martial position, and
looking Clifford full in the face, “that
I'm not addicted to much blsrney.
Little ory and much wool is my metto,
At ten o'cloek, A.x. saw the enemy—
in the shape of & Doetor of Divinity.
‘ Blow me,’ says I to Old Bags, ‘but
'l do his reverence!’— Blow: me,’
mys Old Bags, ‘but yomu shan't—
you’ll have'us seragged if you touches
the church.'—¢ My ther }*
mys I. Bags tells the pals—all in a
fuss about it—what care 11—I puts
on a deeent dress, and goes to the
doetor a8 & decayed soldier, wo¢ sup-
phies the shops in the torning line.
His reverence—a fat jolly dog as ever
you seo—wae at dinner over s fine
roastpig. 8o I tells him I have some
bargains at home for him. Splice me,
if the doctor did not thinlk he had got
a prize ! 8o he puts on his boots, and
he comes with me to my house. But
when I gets him into-a lane, out come
my pops. ¢ Give up, doector,’ says I;
¢ others must share the goods of the
church now.’ You hae no idea what
a row he made : bat I did the thing,
and there’s an end on't.”

“ Brave, Attie ! ” cried Clifford, and
the word echoed round the board.
Attie put a purse on the table, and the
mext gentleman was called to con-
fession.

“It ekills not, boots not,” gentlest
of readers, to record each of the nar
ratives thatnew followed one anather,
Old Bags, in especial, preserved his
well-earned reputation, by emptying
six pockets, which had been filled with
every poseible description of peity
bvulmlyles. Peasant and prince ap-
peared alike to have come under his
hands; and, perhaps, the good old man
had done in one town more towards
effecting an oquality of goods among
different ranks, than all the Reformers,
from Cornwall to Carlisle. Yet so
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keen was his appetite for the sport,
that the veteran appropriator abso-
lutely burst into tears at not having
“forked more.”

“] love s warm-hearted entha-
siasm,” cried OClifford, handling the
movables, while he gazed lovingly on
the ancient purloiner :—“ May new
cases never teach us to forget Old
Bags!”

As soon as this “sentiment ” had
been duly drunk, and Mr. Bagshot had
dried his tears and applied himself to
his favourite drink—which, by the
way, was “blue ruin,”—the work of
division took place. The discretion
and impartiality of the captain in this
arduous part of his duty attracted
universaladmiration ; and each gentle-
man having carefully pouched his
share, the youthful president hemmed
thrice, and the society became aware
of a purposed speech.

“Gentlemen!” bemChﬁ‘ord,—md
his main supporter, the sapient Au-
gustus, shouted out ©“ Hear | "—* Gen-
tlemen, you all know that when, some
months ago, you were pleased,—
partly at tho instigation of Gentleman
George, — God bless him |—partly
from the exaggerated good opinion
expressed of me by my friends,—to
elect me to the high honour of_the
command of this district, I myself was
by no means ambitious to assume that
rank, which I knew well was far be-
yond my merits, and that responsibi-
lity which I knew, with equal certainty,
was too weighty for my powers. Your
voices, however, overruled my own ;
and as Mr. Muddlepud, the great
metaphymcmn, in that excellent paper
‘The Asinseum ’ was wont to observe,
‘the susceptibilities, innate, exten-
sible, incomprehensible, and eternal,’
existing in my bosom, were infinitely’|
more powerful than the shallow sug-
gestions of reason—that ridiculous
thing which all wise men and judicious
Asinseans sedulously stifle.”

..“ Plague take the man, what is he
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talking about }” said Long Ned, who
we have seen was of an envious temper,
in & whisper to Old Bogs. Old Bags
shook his head.

“In a word, gentlemen, renewed
Clifford, “ your kindness overpowered
me; and, despite my cooler incli-
nations, I accepted your flattering
proposal. Since then I have endea-
voured, 80 far as I have been able, to
advance your interests ; I have kepta
vigilant eye upon all my neighbours ;
I have, from county to county, esta-
blished numerous correspondents ;
and our exertions have been carried
on with a promptitede that has
ensured success.

“ Gentlemen, I do not wish to boast,
but on these nights of periodical
meetings, when every quarter brings
us to go halves—when we meet in
private to discuss the affairs of the
publie—-show our earnings, as it were,
in privy council, and divide them
amicably, as it were, in the cabinet—
(‘Hear! hear!’ from Mr. Tomlinson),
—it is customary for your captain for
the time being to remind you of his
services, engage your pardon for his
deficiencies, and your good wishes for
his future exertions.— Gentlemen !
has it ever been said of Paul Lovett
that he heard of a prize and forgot to
tell youof his news?—(‘ Never! nevér!”
loud cheering).— Has it ever been said
of him that he sent others to seize the
booty, and stayed at home to think
how it should be spent?—(‘No! no!’
repeated cheers.)—Has it ever been
said of him that he took less share
than his due of your danger, and more
of your guineas +—(Cries in the nega-
tive, accompanied with vehement ap-
plause.)—Gentlemen, I thank you for
these flattering and audible testimo-
nials in my favour ; but the points on
which I have dwelt, however necessary
to my honour, would prove but little
for my merits ; they might be worthy
notice in your comrade, you demand
more subtle duties in your chief.



.PAUL CLIFFORD.

Gentlemen ! has it ever been said of
Paul Lovett that he sent out brave
men on forlorn hopes? that he ha-
zarded your own heads by rash
attempts in acquiring pictures of King
George’s? that zeal, in short, was
greater in him than caution? or that
his love of & guid* ever made him
neglectful of your just aversion to a
quod ? +—(Unanimous cheering).

“ Gentlemen! since I have had the
honour {o preside over your welfare,
Fortune, which favours the bold, has
not been unmercifal to you! But
three of our companions have been
missed from our peaceful festivities.
One, gentlemen, I myself expelled
from our corps for ungentlemanlike
practices : he picked pockets of
Jogles $—it was a vulgar employment.
Some of you, gentlemen, have done
the same for amusement—Jack Little-
fork did it for occupation. I expostu-
lated with him in public and in
private ; Mr. Pepper cut his society ;
Mr. Tomlinson read him an eesay on
Real Greatness of Soul: all was in
vain. He was pumped by the mob
for the theft of a bird’s eye wipe. The
fault I had borne with—the detection
was unpardonable : I expelled him.—
Who's here so base as would be a
Sogle-Tunter? If any, speak ; for him
have I offended! Who ’s here so rude
as would not be a gentleman ? Ifany,
speak ; for him have I offended! I
pause for a reply ! What, none ! then
none have I offended. (Loud cheers).
Gentlemen, I may truly add, that I
bave done no more to Jack Littlefork
than_you should do to Paul Lovett !
The next vacancy in our ranks was
occasioned by the loss of Patrick
Blunderbull. You know, gentlemen,
the vehement exertions that I made
to save that misguided creature, whom
I had made exertions no less earnest
to instruct. But he chose to swindle

-#% Quid—a guinea. t Quod—a prison.
% tefs.
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under the name of the ‘ Honourable
Captain Smico ;" the Peerage gave
him the lie at once; his case was one -
of aggravation, and he was s0 re-
markably ugly, that he  created no
interest’ He left us for a foreign
exile ; and if, a8 a man, I lament him,
I confess to you, gentlemen, as a ¢ tax-
collector,’ I am easily consoled.

“ Qur third loss must be fresh in
your memory. Peter Popwell, as bold
& fellow as ever breathed, is no more !
(A movement in theassembly).—Peace
be with him! He died on the field
of battle; shot dead by a Scotich
colonel, whom poor Popwell thought
to rob of mothing with an empty
pistol. His memory, gentlemen—in
solemn eilence !

““ These make the catalogue of our
losses,”—(resumed the youthful chief,
80 soon as the “ red cup had crowned
the memory ” of Peter Popwell),—* I
am proud, even in sorrow, to think
that the blame of those losses rests
not with me. And now, friends and
followers! Gentlemen of the Road,
the Strect, the Theatre, and the Shop !
Prigs, Toby-men, and Squires of the
Cross! According to the laws of our
Sociéty, I resign into your hands that
power which for two quarterly terms
you have confided to mine, ready to
sink into-your ranks as a comrade,
nor unwilling to renounce the painful
honour I have borne ;—borne with

‘much infirmity, it is true ;- but at least

with a sincere desire to serve that
cause with which you bave intrusted
me.”

So saying, the Captain descended
from his chair amidst the most
uproarious applause ; and as soon as
the first burst had partially subsided,
Augustus Tomlinson rising, with one
hand in his breeches’ pocket and the
other stretched out, said :

“Gentlemen, I move that Paul
Lovett be again chosen as our Captain
for the ensuing term of three months.

—(Deafening cheers.)—Much might I
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say about his surpassing merits; bat
why dwell upon that which is ob-
vious? Life is short! Why shounld
epeeches be long? Our lives, per-
haps, are shorter than the lives of
other men: why should not our
harangues be of a suitable brevity !
Gentlemen, I shall say but one word
in favour of my excellent friend ; of
mine, say 11 ay, of mine, of yours.
He is a friend to all of us! A prime
minister is not more useful 4o his fol-
lowers, and more burthensome to the
publie than I am proud to say is—
Paul Lovett —(Loud plsudita.)—
‘What T shall urge in his favour is
simply this: the man whom opposite
parties unite in praising must have
supereminent merit. Of all your com-
panions, gentlemen, Paul Lovett is
the only man who to that merit can
advance a claim.—(Applsuse.)—You
all know, , that our body
has long been divided into two fac-
tions ; each jealous of the other—each
desirous of ascendancy—and each
emulous which shall put the greatest
number of fingers into the public- pie.
In the language of the mlpr, the one
faction would be called ¢swindlers,
and the other ‘highwaymen.” I, gen-
tlemen, who am fond of finding new
names for things, and for persons, and
am 8 bit of a politician, call the one
Whigs, and the other Tories.—(Cla-
morous cheering.)}—Of the former
body, I am esteemed no uninfluential
member; of the latter faction, Mr.
Bags is Jnsﬂy considered the most
shining ornament. Mr. Attie snd
Mr, Edward Pepper can seareely be
said to belong entirely to either : they
unite the good qualities of both:

‘British compounds’ some term
them : I term them Liberal Aristo-
crats I—(Cheers.)—I mnow call upen
you all, Whig or Swindler; Tory or
Highwayman ; ¢ British Compounds’
or Liberal Aristocrats; I call upon'
you all, to name me one man whom
you will all agree to elect?”

N

All—* Lowett for ever!®

“ Gentlemen ! ” continued the sage-
cious Augustua, “that shout is sufi-
cient ; without another -word, 1 pro-

restored to the chair of office, returned
thanks in & neat speech ; and Searlet
Jem declared, with great solemmity,
that it did equal honour to his head
and hesrt,

The thunders of elaquemce being
hushed, flashes of lightwing, or, as the
vulgar say, “ glanses of gin,” gleamed
sbout. Good old Mr. Bags stuck,
however, to his blue ruin, and Atiie
to the bottle of bingo : some, among

Augustus, cslled for wine; and Clif
ford, who exerted himself to the
utmost in supporting the gay duties
of his station, took care that the song
should vary the pleasures of the bowl.
Of the somgs we have only been en-
abled to preserve two. The first is
by Long Ned ; and, though we com.
fess we can see but little in it, yet
(perhaps from some familiar allusion
or another, with which we are neces-
sarily unacquainted,) it produced a
prodigious sensation,—it ran thus :—

THE ROGUE'S RECIPE.

¢« Your honest foal a rogue to make,
As great as can be seen, sir,—
Two hackney’d roguesyou first must take,
Then place your fool between, sir.

Virtoe ’s & dunghill cock, ashamed

Of self when pair’d with game ones §
And wildest elephants are tamed

If stuok betwixt two tame once.”

The other effasion with which we
| have the honmn- to favour our readers
is a very am duet which took
| place betwoen Pighting Attie and s
Itau thin robber, who was a dangerous

whom were Clifford and the wise -

.-
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fellow in 8 mob, and was therefore
called Mobbing Francis ; it was co:
menced by the latter :— .

MOBBING FRANCIS,

® The Dest of all robhers as ever I know'd,
36 the bold Pighting Attie, the pride of the
road !—

Fighting Attie, my hero, I saw you to-day
A purse full of yellow-boys eeize ;

And as, just at present, I'm low in the lay,
1"l borrow a quid, if you pleases

Oh! bold Fighting Attie—the knowing—the

natty—

By usall it must sure be confest,

Though your shoppers and smobbers are

: pretty good robbers,

A soldier ia always the best.”

FIGRTING ATTIE.

« Stubdle your-whids,®
You wants to trick L

Lend you my quids #
Not one, by Dickey.”

MOBBING FRANCIS.

# Oh, what a beast is a niggardly ruffler,
Nabbing—grabbing all for himself ;

Hang it, old fellow, I 11 hit you a muffler,
Since you won’t giveme a pinch of the pelf.

You has not a heart for the general dis-

tress,—
You cares not a mag if our party should
. fall
And ifScn.;lec Fem were not goed at a press,
By Goles, it would scoxt be sll*up with us
all f—
Oh, Scarlet Jem, he is trusty and trim,
Like his wig to his poll, sticks his conscience
tohim:
But I vows I despises the fellow who prizes
‘More his own ends than the popular stook,

dr;
And the soldier as bones for himself and his
crones,
Should be boned like a traitor himself at
the bloek, sir.”

This severe response of Mobbing
Francis's did not in the least ruffie
the constitutional ealmness of Fight-
ing Attie; but the wary Clifford,
seeing that Francis had lost his tem-
per, and watchful over the least sign
of disturbance among the company,

* Hold your tongue.

instantly called for another song, and
Mobbing Francis sullenly knocked
down Old Bags.

The night was far gone, and se
were the wits of the honest tax-
gatherers; when the president com-
manded gilence, and the convivialists
know that their chief was about to
issue forth the orders for the ensuing
term, Nothing could be better timed
than such directions,—during mer-
riment, and before oblivion.

“Gentlemen !” said the captain,
«1 will now, with your leave, impart
to you all the plans I have formed for -
each. You, Attie, shall repair te
London: be the Windsor road and
the purlievs of Pimlico your especial
care. Look you, my hero, to these
letters ; they will apprise you of much
work : I need not caution you te
silence. Like the oyster, you never
open your mouth but for something.
—Honest Old Bags, a rich grazier will
be in Smithfield on Thursday; his
name is Hodges, and he will have
somewhat Iike s thousand pounds in
his pouch. He is green, fresh, and
avaricious ; offer to aesist him in de-
frauding his weighbours in a bargain,
and cease not till thon hast done that
with him which he wished to do to
others. Be—excellent old man,—like
the frog-fish, which fishes for other
fishes with two horns that resemble
baits ; the prey dart at the horns, and
are down the throat in an instant ! —
For thee, dearest Jem, these letters
announce & prize:—fat is Parson
Pliant ! full is his purse ; and he rides
from Henley to Oxford on Friday—I
need say nomore | As for the rest of
you, gentlemen, on this paper you will
see your destinationsfixed. I warrant
you, ye will find enough work till we
meet again this day three months,
Myself, Augustus Tomlinson, and Ned
Pepper, remain at Bath; we have
business in hand, gentlemen, of para
mount importance; should you by

accident meet us, never acknowledge
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ws—we are incog. ; striking at high
game, and putting on falecon’s plumes
todo it in character—you understand ;
but this accident can scarcely occur,
for none of you will remain at Bath;
by to-morrow night, may the road
receive you. And now, gentlemen,
speed the glass, and 1'll give you a
sentiment by way of a spur to jt—
« ¢ Much sweeter than honey
Is other men’s money!*"

Our hero's maxim was received with
all the enthusiasm which agreeable
traisms usually create. And old Mr.
Bags rose to address the chair; un-
happily for the edification of the

sudience, the veteran’s foot shpped Miss

before he had procecded farther than
& Mr. President,” he fell to the earth
with a sort of reel—

« Like shooting stars hefell to risenomore!”

His body became a capital footstool
for the luxurious Pepper. Now Au-
gustus Tomlinson and Clifford, ex-
changing looks, took every possible
pains to promote the hilarity of the
evening ; and, before the third hour
of morning had sounded, they had
the satisfaction of witnessing the
effects of their benevolent labours in
the prostrate forms of all their com-
panions. Long Ned, naturally more
eapacious than the rest, succumbed
the last.

“ As leaves of trees,” said the chair-
man, waving his hand—
® As Jeaves of trees the race of man is found,

Keow fresh with dew, now withering on the
ground.”

“Well said, my Hector of High-
ways!” cried Tomlinson; and then
helping himself to the wine, while he
employed his legs in removing the
supine forms of Scarlet Jem and Long
Ned, he continued the Homeric quo-
{tation, with a pompous and self:, gratu-
Iatory tone,—

80 flourish these when those have paued
away!”

“ We managed to get rid of our
friends,” began Clifford—

“ Like Whigs in place,” interrupted
the politician.

“ Right, Tomlinson, thanks to the
milder properties of our drink, and,
perchance, to the stronger qualities of
our heads ; and now tell me, my friend,
what think you of our chance of sue-
ceas? Shallwe catch an heiress ornot?”

“Why really,” said Tomlinson,
“ women are like those calculations
in arithmetic, which one-can never

to an exact account; for my
part, I shall stuff my calves, and look
out for a widow. You, my good fellow,
seem to stand a fair chance with

“Qh, name her not!” cried Clif-
ford, colouring, even through the flush
which wine had spread over his coun-
tenance. “Ours are not the lips by
which her name should be breathed ;
and faith, when I think of her, I do
it anonymously.”

“ What, have you ever thought of
her before this evening?”

“Yes, for months,” answered Clif-
ford. “You remember some time ago,
when we formed the plan for robbing
Lord Mauleverer, how, rather for froli¢
than profit, you robbed Dr. 8lopperton,
of Warlock, while I compassionately
walked home with the old gentleman.
Well, at the parson’s house, I met Miss
Brandon —mind, if I speak of her
by name, you must not; and, by
Heaven !—but I won’t awear.—1 ac-
companied her home. You know, be-
fore morning we robbed Lord Maule-
verer ; the affair made a noise, and
I feared to endanger you all if I ap-
peared in the vicinity of the robbery.
Since then, business diverted my
thoughts; we formed the plan of
trying a matrimonial speculation at
Bath. I came hither—guess my sur-
prise at seeing her——"

“ And your delight,” added Tom-
linson, “at hearing she is as rich as
she is pretty.”

N
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“No!” answered Clifford, quickly ;
“ that thought gives me no pleasure—
you stare. I will try and explain.
You know, dear Tomlinson, I’'m not
much of 8 canter, and yet my heart
shrinks when I look on that innocent
face, and hear that soft, happy voice,
and think that my love to her can be
only ruin and disgrace; nay, that my
very address is contamination, and my
very glance towards her an insult.”

“ Hey-day!” quoth Tomlinson ;
“have you been under my instruc-
tions, and learned the true value of
words? and can you have any scruples
left on 8o easy a point of conscience?
True, you may call your representing
yourself to her as an unprofessional
gentleman, and so winning her affec-
tions, deceit; but why call it deceit
when a ¢ gentus for intrigue’ is so
-much neater a phrase: in like manner,

¢ by marrying the young lady, if you say
gou have rutned her, you justly deserve
to be annjhilated; but why not say
you have ¢ saved yourself, and then,
my dear fellow, you will have done the
most justifiable thing in the world.”

¢ Pish, man!” said Clifford, peev-
ishly; “ none of thy sophisms and
sneers!”

“ By the soul of Sir Edward Coke,
I am serious!—But look you, my
friend, this is not a matter where it is
convenient to have a tender-footed
conscience. You see these fellows on
the ground !—all d—d clever, and.so0

. forth; but you and I are of a different
order. I have had a classical educa-
tion, seen the world, and mixed in
decent society ; you, too, had not been
long a member of our club, before you
distinguished yourself above us all.
Fortune smiled on your youthful
audacity. You grew particular in
horses and dress, frequented public
haunts, and being a deuced good-
looking fellow, with an inborn air of
gentility, and some sort of education,
you became sufficiently well received
to acquire, in a short time, the manner
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and tone of a —— what shall I say,—
agentleman, and the taste to like
suitable associates. This is my case
too! Despite our labours for the
public weal, the ungrateful dogs see
that we are above them; a single
envious breast is sufficient to give us
to the hangman ; we have agreed that
we are in danger, we have agreed to
make an honourable retreat ! we can-
not do so without money; you know
the vulgar distich among our set
Nothing can be truer—

¢ ¢« Hanging is 'nation
More nice than starvation!®

You will not carry off some of the
common stock, though I think you
justly might, considering how much
you have put into it. What, then,
shall we do? Work we cannot! Beg
we will not! And, between you and
me, we are cursedly extravagant!
What remains but marriage 1”

“ It is true ! said Clifford, with a
half sigh,

“You may well sigh, my good
fellow; marriage is a lackadaisical
proceeding at best; but there is no
resource: and now, when you have
got a liking to a young lady who is
a8 rich as a she-Creesus, and so gilded
the pill as bright as a lord mayor’s
coach, what the devil have you to do
with scruples?”

Clifford made no answer, and there
wasa long pause; perhaps he would not
have spoken so frankly as he had done,
if the wine had not opened his heart.

“ How proud,” renewed Tomlinson,
“the good old matron at Thames
Court will be if you marry a lady!
You have not seen her lately?”

“ Not for years,” answered our hero.
“ Poor old soul! I believe that she
is well in health, and I take care that
she should not be poor in pocket.”

“ But why not visit her? Perhaps,
like all great men, especially of a
liberal turn of mind, you are ashamed
of old friends, eh 1”
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“ My good fellow, is that like me?
Why, you know the beaux of our set
loak askant on me for not keeping up
my dignity, robbing only in company
with well-dressed gentlemen, and
swindling under the name of a lord’s
nephew; no, my reasons are these :—
first, you must know, that the old
dame had set her heart on my turning
out an honest man.”

“ And so you have!” interrupted
Augustus; “honest to your party:
what more would you have from
either prig or politician 1”

“1 believe,” continued Clifford, not
heeding the interruption, *that my
poor mother, before she died, desired
that I might be reared honestly;
and, strange as it may seem to you,
Dame Lobkins is a conscientious
woman in her own way—it is not her
fault if I have turned out as I have
done. Now I know well that it would
grieve her to the quick to see me
what I am. S8econdly, my friend,
under my new names, various as they
are,—Jackson and Howard, Russell
and Pigwiggin, Villiers and Gotobed,
Cavendish and Solomons,—you may
well suppose that the good persons in
the neighbourhood of Thames Court
have no suspicion that the adventurous
and accomplished ruffler, at present
captain of this district, under the new
appellation of Lovett, is in reality no
other than the obscure and surname-
less Paul of the Mug. Now you and
1, Augustus, have read human nature,
though in the black letter; and I
know well that were I to make my
appearance in Thames Court, and
were the old lady—(as she certainly
would, not from unkindness, but in-
sobriety, not that she loves me less,
but heavy wet more)—to divulge the
secret of that appearance ——"

“ You know well,” interrupted the
vivacious Tomlinson, “that the iden-
tity of your former meanness with
your present greatness would be easily
traced ; the envy and jealousy of

your early friends aroused ; a hint of
your .whereabout and your aliases
given to the police, and yourself
grabbed, with a slight poesibility of a
hempen consummation.”

“You’ conceive me exactly!” an-
swered Clifford : “the fact is, that I
have observed in nine cases out of
ten our bravest fellows have been
taken off by the treachery of some
early sweetheart or the envy of some
boyish friend. My destiny is not
yet fixed; I am worthy of better
things than a ride in the cart with s
nosegay.in my hand ; and though I
care not much about death in itself,
T am resolved, if possible, not to die a
highwayman : hence my caution, and
that prudential care for secrecy and
safe asylums, which men, less wise
than you, have so often thought an
unnatural contrast to my conduct on
the road.”

“Pools!” said the philosophieal
Tomlinson ; “ what has the bravery of
a warrior to do with his insuring his
house from firet”

“ However,” said Clifford, I send
my good nurse a fine gift every now
and then to assure her of my safety ;
and thus, notwithstanding my ab-
sence, I shew my affection by my
presents ;—excuse a pun.”

“ And have you never been de-
tected by any of your quondam asso-
ciates1”

“Never l—~remember in what a
much more elevated sphere of life I
have been thrown; and who could
recognise the scamp Paul with a fus.
tian jacket in gentleman Paul with a
laced waistcoat? Besides, I have
diligently avoided every place where
I was likely to encounter those who
saw me in childhood. You know
how little I frequent flash houses, and
how scrupulous I am in admitting
new confederates into our band ; you
and Pepper are the only two of my
associates—(save my protégé, as you
express it, who never deserts the cave)

—_—
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—that poesess a knowledge of my
identity with the lost Paul ; andas ye
have both taken that dread oath to
silence, which to disobey, until, in-
deed, I be in the gaol or on the
gibbet, is almost to be sssasdinated, I
consider my secret is little likely to
be broken, save with my own consent.”

“ True,” said Augustus, nodding ;
#one more glass, and to bed, Mr.
Chairman.”

«] pledge you, my friend ; our last
glass shall be philanthropicall
¢ All fools, and may their
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“ All fools!” cried Tomlinson, fill-
ing & bumper; “but I quarrel with
the wisdom of your toast ;—may
fools be rich, and rogues will never be
poor! I would make a better liveli-
hood of a rich fool than a landed
estate.”

8o saying, the contemplative and
eversagacions Tomlinson tossed off
his bumper; and the pair, having
kindly rolled by pedal applications
the body of Long Ned into a safe and

y | quiet corner of the room, mounted

quaffed ;— the stairs, arm-inarm, in search of
money soon be parted !~ somnambular aceommodations,
CHAPTER XVIL

«'That contrast of the hardened and mature,
The oalm brow broeding o'er the project dark,

‘With the clear loving heart, and spirit pure
Of youth—I love—yet, hating, love to mark ! *

Ox the forenoon of the day after
the ball, the carriage of William
Brandon, packed aad prepared, was
at the door of his abode at Bath;
meanwhile, the lawyer was eloseted
with his brother. “ My dear Joseph,”
mid the barrister, “ I do mot leave
you without being fully sensible of
your kindnese evinoed to me; both in
eoming hither, -oontrary to your
habits, and accompanying mse every
where, despite of your tastes.”

* Mention it not, my dear William,”
mid the kind-hearted squire, “for
your delightful society is to me the
most agreeable—(and that’s what I
ean say of very few people like you;
for, for my own part, I generally find
the cleverest men the most unpleasant)
—sn theworld ! And I think lawyers
in particular—(very different, indeed,
from your tribeyou are ’)—-peo"ealy
tntolerable |

“ T have now,” said Bnudon, who
with his usual nervous quickness of

H. FLETCHER.

action was walking with rapid strides
to and fro the apartment, and scarcely
noted his brother’s compliment—*1I
have now andther favour to request of
you.—Consider this house and these
servants yours, for the next month or
two at least. Don’t interrupt me—it
is no compliment—I spesk for our
family benefit.” And then seating
himself next to his brother's arm-
chair, for a it of the gout made the
squire & close prisoner, Brandon un-
folded to his brother his cherished
scheme of marrying Lucy to Lord
Mauleverer. . Notwi ing the
constancy of the earl’s attentions to
the heiress, the honest squire had
never dreamt of their palpable object ;
and he was overpowered with sur-
prise when he heard the lawyer's
expectations,

“ But, my dear brother,” he began,
“ go great a match for my Lucy, the
Lord-Lieutenant of the Coun——"

“ And what of that 1" cried Brandon
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proudly, and interrupting his brother;
“is not the race of Brandon, which
has matched its scions with royalty,
far nobler than that of the upstart
stock of Mauleverer +—What is there
presumptuous in the hope that the
descendant of the Earls of Suffolk
should regild a faded name with some
of the precious dust of the quondam
silversmiths of London ?— Besides,”
ke continued, after a panse, “ Lucy
will be rich—very rich—and before
two years my rank may possibly be
of the same order as Mauleverer's!”
The squire stared; and Brandon,
not giving him time to answer, re-
sumed.—It is needless to detail the
eonversation ; suffice it to say, that
the artful barrister did not leave his
brother till he had gamned his point—
till Joseph Brandon had promised to
remain at Bath in jon of the
house and establishment of his bro-
ther; to throw no impediment on
the suit of Mauleverer; to cultivate
society as before; and, above all, not
to alarm Lucy, who evidently did not
yet favour Mauleverer exclusively, by
hinting to her the hopes and expecta-
tions of her uncle and father. Bran-
don, now taking leave of his brother,
mounted to the drawing-room in
search of Lucy. He found her leaning
overthe gilt cageof one of her feathered
favourites, and speaking to the little
inmate in that pretty and playful
language in which all thoughts, inno-
cent, yet fond, should be clothed. 8o
beautiful did Lucy seem, as she was
thus engaged in her girlish and caress-
ing employment, and so utterly unlike
one meet to be the instrument of
ambitious designs, and the sacrifice
of worldly calculations, that Brandon ]
paused, suddenly smitten at heart, as
he beheld her: he was not, however,
slow in recovering himself; he ap-
proached. “ Happy he,” said the man
of the world, “ for whom caresses and
words like these are reserved !”
. Lucy turned. “Itisill!” shesaid,
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pointing to the bird, which sat with
its feathers stiff and erect, mute and
heedless even of that voice which was
as musical as its own.

“ Poor prisoner!” said Brandon;
“even gilt cages and sweet tones
cannot compensate to thee for the
loss of the air and the wild woods!”

“ But,” said Luey, anxiously, “it
is not confinement which makes it
ill! If you think so, I will release it
instantly.”

“How long have you had it1”
asked Brandon.

“ For three years!” said Lucy.

“ And is it your chief favourite 1”

“ Yes; it does not sing so prettily
as the other—but it is far more sen-
sible, and so affectionate.”

“ Can you release it then ?” asked
Brandon, smiling. “ Would it not be
better to see it die in your custody,
than to let it live and to see it no
more?”

% Oh, no, no!” eaid Lucy, eagerly;-.
“when I love any one—any thing—I
wish that to be happy, not me !”

As she gaid this, she took the bird
from the cage ; and bearing it to the
open window, kissed it, and held it on
her hand in the air. The poor bird
turned a languid and sicklyeye around
it, as if the sight of the crowded houses
and busy streets presented nothing
familiar or inviting ; and it was not
till Lucy, with a tendér.courage, shook
it gently from her, that it availed itself
of the proffered liberty. It flew first
to an opposite balcony ; and then reco-
vering® from a short, and, as it were,
surprised pause, took & brief cireuit
above the houses; and after disap-
pearing for a few minutes, flew back,
circled the window, and re-entering,
settled once more on the fair form
of its mistress and nestled into her
bosom.

Lucy covered it with kisses. “ You
see it will not leave me !”’ said she.

“ Whocan?” said the uncle, warmly,
charmed for the moment fream avery
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thought, but that of kindness for the
young and soft creature before him—
“ Who can,” he repeated with a sigh,
“but an old and withered ascetic like
myselft I must leave you indeed ;
see, my carriage is at the door! Will
my beautiful niece, among the gaieties
that surround her, condescend now
and then to remember the crabbed
lawyer, and assure him by a line of
her happiness and health? Though
I rarely write any notes but those
upon cases, you, at least, may be sure
of an answer. And tell me, Lucy, if
there be in all this city one so foolish
as to think that these idle gems, use-
ful only as a vent for my pride in
you, can add a single charm to a
beauty above all ornament ?”

So saying, Brandon produced a
leathern case ; and touching & spring,
the imperial flash of diamonds, which
would have made glad many a patri-
cian heart, broke dazzlingly on Lucy’s

cs. .
T No thanks, Lucy,” said Brandon,
in answer to his niece’s disclaiming
and shrinking gratitude; “I do
honour to myself, not you ; and now
bless you, my dear girl. Farewell !
Should any occasion present itself in
which you require an immediate ad-
viser, at once kind and wise, I beseech
you, my dearest Lucy, as a parting
request, to have no scruples in consult-
ing Lord Mauleverer. Besides his
friendship for me, he is much inte-
" rested in you, and you may consult
him with the more safety and assur-
ance; because (and the lawyer smiled)
he is perhaps the only man in the
world whom my Lucy could not make
in love with her. His gallantry may
appear adulation, but it is never akin
to love. Promise me, that you will
not hesitate in this}”

Lucy gave the promise readily, and
Brandon continued in & careless tone
—“] hear that you danced last night
with a young gentleman whom no
one knew, and whose companions
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bore a very strange appearance. In a
place like Bath, society is too mixed
not to render the greatest caution in
forming acquaintances absolutely ne-
cessary. You must pardon me, my
dearest niece, if I remark that a
young lady owes it not only to her-
self, but to her relations, to observe
the most rigid circumspection of con-
duct. This is a wicked world, and
the peach-like bloom of character is
easily rubbed away. In these points
Mauleverer can be of great use to you.
His knowledge of character—his pene-
tration into men—and his tact in
manners—are unerring. Pray, be
guided by him : whomsoever he warns
you against, you may be sure is un-
worthy of your acquaintance. God.
bless you! you will write to me often
and frankly, dear Lucy; tell me all that

(happens to you—all that interests,

nay, all that displeases.”

Brandon then, who had seemingly
disregarded the blushes with which,
during his speech, Lucy’s cheeks had
been spread, folded his niece in his
arms, and hurried, as if to hide his
feelings, into his carriage. When the
horses had turned the street, he
directed the postilions to stop at Lord
Mauleverer's, “ Now,” said he to
himself, “if I can get this clever cox-
comb to second my schemes, and play
according to my game, and not ac-
cording to his own vanity, I shall have
a knight of the garter for my nephew-
in-Jaw!”

Meanwhile Lucy, all in tears, for
she loved her uncle greatly, ran down
to the squire to show him Brandon's
magnificent present.

““ Ah 1” said the squire, with a sigh,
“few men were born with more good,
generous, and great qualities—(pity
only that his chief desire was to get
on in the world ; for my part, I think
no motive makes greater and more
cold-hearted rogues Y—than my bro-
ther William ! ®

3 9



PAUL CLIFFORD.

CHAPTER XVIIL
¢ Wity &4 she love him ?—Curioas fool be still !

Js haman love the growth of human will ?
To her he might be gentleness | "—Loxp Bymow.

~ I three weeks from the time of
his arrival, Captain Clifford was the
moet admired man in Bath. It is true,
the gentlemen, who have & quicker
tact as to the respectability of their
own sex than women, might have
looked a little shy upon him, had he
not himself especially shunned ap-
pearing intrusive, and indeed rather
avoided thesociety of men thancourted
it; so that after he had fought a duel
with a baronet (the son of a shoe-
maker), who called him one Clifford ;
and had exhibited a flea-bitten horse,
allowed to be the finest in Bath, he
rose insensibly into a certain degree
of respect with the one sex as well as
popularity with the other. But what
always attracted and kept alive sus-
picion, was his intimacy with so pecu-
liar and dashing a gentleman as Mr.
Edward Pepper. People could get
over & certain frankness in Clifford’s
address, but the most lenient were
astounded by the swagger of Long
Ned. Clifford, however, not insen-
sible to the ridicule attached to his
acquaintances, soon managed to pur-
sue his occupations alome; nay, he
took a lodging to himself, and left
Long Ned and Augustus Tomlinson
S‘ﬁe‘l:tter to operate as a check on

rmer) to the quiet emjoyment
of the hairdresser’s apartments. He
himself attended all public gaieties ;
and his mien, and the appearance of
wealth which %e maintained, procured
him access into several private circles,
which pretended to be exclusive: asif
people who had daughters ever could
be exclusive! Many were the kind

looks, nor few the inviting letters,
which he received; and if his sole
object had been to marry an heiress,
he would have found no difficulty in
attaining it. Bat he devoted himself
entirely to Lucy Brandon ; and to win
one glance from her, he would bave
renounced all the heiresses in the
kingdom. Most fortunately for him,
Maanleverer, whose health was easily
deranged, had fallen ill the very day
William Brandon left Bath ; and his
lordship was thus rendered unable to
watch the movements of Lucy, and
undermine, or totally prevent, the
success of her lover. Miss Brandon,
indeed, had at first, melted by the
kindness of her uncle, and strack with
the sense of his admonition (for she
was no self-willed young lady, who
was determined to be in love), received
Captain Clifford’s advanees with a
coldness which, from her manner the
first evening they had met at Bath,
occasioned him no lees sarprise than
mortification. He retreated, and re-
coiled on the squire, who, patient and
bold, as usual, was sequestered in his
favourite corner. By accideat, Clif
ford trod on the squire’s gouty digital;
and in apologising for the offence, was
so struck by the old gentleman’s good
nature and peculiarity of expressing
himself, that without knawing who
he was,. he entered into conversation
with him. There was an off-hand sort
of liveliness and candour, not to say
wit, about Clifford, which always had
a charm for the elderly, who generally
like frankness above all the cardinal
virtues; the squire was exceedingly
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pleased with him., The acquaintance,
once begun, was naturally continued
without diffienlty when Clifford ascer-
tained who was his new friend; and
nmext morning, meeting in the pump-
room, the squire asked Clifford to
dinner. The enirée to the house thus
gained, the rest was easy. Long before
Mauleverer recovered his health, the
mischief eoffected by his rival was
slmost beyond redress ; and the heart
of the pure, the simple, the affection-
ste Lucy Brandon, was more than half
lost to the lawless and vagrant cava-
lier who officistes a8 the hero of this
tale.

One morning, Clifford and Augustus
stolled out togeshor. “ Let us,” said
the latter, who was in a melancholy
mood, “leave the buay streets, and
indulge in a philosophical eonversa-
tion on the nature of man, while we
are enjoying a little fresh air in the
gountry.” Clifford assented to the
proposal, and the pair slowly saunt-
ered up one of the hilis that surround
the city of Bladud.

“ Pheve are certain moments,” said
Tomlinson, looking pensively down at
his kerseymere gaiters, “when we are
tike the fox in the mursery rhyme,
*The fox had a wound, he could not
vell whero’—we feel extremely un-
happy, and we cannot tell why/—a
dark and sad melancholy grows over
as—we shun the face of man—we
wrap: ourselves in our thoughts like
silkworms—we mutter fagends of
dismal songs-——tears eome into our
oyes—we recall all the misfortunes
that have ever happened to us—we
stoop in our gait, and bury our hands
in our b we 83y ‘what
is life?’—a stone to be shied into a
horsepond !’ We pine for some con-
genial heart—and have an itching
desire to talk prodigiously about our-
selves : all other subjects scem weary,
stale, and unprofitable—we feel as if
a fly eould knock us down, and are
in s humour to fll in love, and make
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a very sad piece of business of it. Yet
with all this weakness we have, at these
moments, a finer opinion of ourselves
than we ever had’ before. We call
our megrims the melancholy of a
sublime soul—the yearnings of an
indigestion we denominate yearnings
after immortality—nay, sometimes ‘a
proof of the nature of the soul!’ May
I find some biographer who under-
stands such sensations well, and may
he style those melting emotions the
offspring of the poetical character,®
which, in reality, are the offspring of

—s mutton-chop !* :

“You jest pleasantly enough on
your low spirits,” said Clifford; “ but
I have a cause for mine.”

“ What then?” cried Tomlinson.
“80 much the easier is it to cure
them. The mind can cure the evils
that spring from the mind ; it is only
a fool, and a quack, and a driveller,
when it professes to heal the evils that
spring from the body :—my blue
devils spring from the body—conse-
quently, my mind, which, as you
know, is a particularly wise mind,
wrestles Bot against them. Tell me
frankly,” renewed Augustus, after a
pause, “do you ever repent? Do you
ever think, if you had beem a shop-
boy with a white apron abeut your
middle, that you would have been a
happier and a better member of
society $han you now aret”

* Vide Moore's Life of Byron. In which
it is satisfactorily shown that, if a man fast
forty-eight hours, then eat three lobsters,
and drink Heaven Imows how many bottles
of olaret—if, when he wake the next morn.
ing, he sees himself abused as & demon by
half the periodicals of the country—if,
in a word, he be broken in his health,
frregular in his habits, unfortunate in his
affairs, unhappy in his home—and if then
he should be se extremely eccentrio as to be
low-spirited and misanthropical, the low
spirits and the misanthropy are by no means
to be attributed to the above agreeable ocir-
cumstances, but—God wot—ta the ¢ poetical

character! ™
k2
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“Repent !” said Clifford, fiercely ;
and his answer opened more of his
secret heart, its motives, itt;‘;euon-

and its peculiarities, were
?ﬂi: discernible. “ Repent—that is
the idlest word in our language. No,
—ithe moment I repent, that moment
Ireform! Never can it seem to me
an atonement for crime merely to
regret it—my mind would lead me
not to regret, but to repair |—Repent!
—no, not yet. The older I grow, the
more I see of men and of the callings
of social life—the more I, an open
knave, sicken at the glossed and
covert dishonesties around. I ac-
knowledge no allegiance to society.
From my birth to this hour, I have
received - no single favour from its
customs or its laws;—openly I war
against it, and patiently will I meet
its revenge. This may be crime ; but
it looks light in my eyes when I gaze
around, and survey on all sides the
masked traitors who acknowledge
large debts to society,—who profess
to obey its laws—adore its institu-
tions—and, above all—oh, how right-
eously {—attack all those who attack
it, and who yet lie, and cheat, and
defraud, and peculate—publicly reap-
ing all the comforts, privately filching
all the profits, Repent!—of what?
I come into the world friendless and
poor—I find a body of laws hostile to
the friendless and the poor! o those
laws hostile to me, then, I acknow-
ledge hostility in my turn. Between
us are the conditions of war. Let
them expose a weakness—I insist on
my right to seize the advantage : let
them defeat me, and I allow their
right to destroy.” *

“ Passion,” said Augustus coolly,
“is the usual enemy of reason—in
your case it is the friend 1”

The pair had now gained the sum-

« The author need not, he hopes, observe,
that these sentiments are Mr. Paul Clifford’s
~not his. :
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mit of a hill which commanded & view
of the city below. Here Augustus,
who was a little short-winded, paused
to recover breath. As soon ashe had
done 80, he pointed with his fore-
finger to the scene beneath, and said
enthusiastically—* What a subject for
contemplation ! ”

Clifford was about to reply, when
suddenly the sound of laughter and
voices was heard behind—“ Let us
fly!” cried Augustus; “on this day
of spleen man delights me not—nor
woman either.”

“Btay!” said Clifford, in a trem-
bling accent ; for among those voices
he recognised one which bad already
acquired over him an irresistible and
bewitching power. Augustus sighed,
and reluctantly remained motionless.
Presently a winding in the road
brought into view a party of pleasure,
some on foot, some on horseback,
others in the little vehicles which
even at that day haunted watering
places, and called themselves “ Flies”
or “Swallows.”

But among the ‘gay procession
Clifford had only eyes for onme!
Walking with that elastic step which
so rarely survives the first epoch of
youth, by the side of the heavy chair
in which her father was drawn, the
fair beauty of Lucy Brandon threw,
at least in the eyes of her lover, a
magic and a lustre over the whole
group. He stood for a moment,
stilling the heart that leaped at her
bright looks and the gladness of her
innocent laugh ; and then recovering
himself, he walked slowly, and with a
certain consciousness of the effect of
his own singularly handsome person,
towards the party. The good squire
received him with his usual kindness,
and informed him, according to that
lucidus ordo which he so especially
favoured, of the whole particulars of
their excursion. There was some-
thing worthy of an artist’s sketch in
the scene at that moment—the old
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squire in his chair, with his benevo-
ient face turned towards Clifford, and
his hands resting on his cano—Chf-
ford himself bowing down his stately
head to hear the details of the father;
—the beantiful daughter on the other
side of the chair, her laugh suddenly
stilled, her gait insensibly more com-
posed, and blush chasing blush over
the smooth and peach-like loveliness
of her cheek ;—the party, of all sizes,
ages, and attire, affording ample
scope for the caricaturist; and the
pensive figure of Augustus Tomlinson
(who, by the by, was exceedingly like
Liston) standing apart from the rest,
on the brow of the hill where Clifford
had left him, and moralising on the
motley procession, with one hand hid
in his waistcoat, and the other caress-
ing his chin, which stowiy aud pendu-
lously with the rest of nis head
moved up and down. -

As the party approached the brow
of the hill, the view of the city below
was 80 striking, that there was a
general pause for the purpose of sur-
vey. One young lady, in particular,
drew forth her pencil, and began
‘sketching, while her mamma looked
complacently on, and abstractedly
devoured a sandwich. It was at this
{ime, in the general pause, that Clif-
ford and Lucy found themselves—
Heaven knows how !—next to each
other, and at a sufficient distance
from the squire and the rest of the
party to feel, in some measure, alone.
There was & silence in both which
neither dared to break; when Lucy,
after looking at and toying with a
flower that she had brought from the
place ‘which the party had been to
see, accidently dropped it; and Clif
ford and herself stooping at the same
moment to recover it, their hands
met. Invoiuntarily, Clifford detained
the soft fingers in his own ; his eyes,
that encountered hers, so spell-bound
and arrested them that for once they
did not sink beneath his gaze; his
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lips moved, but many and vehement
emotions so suffocated his voice that
no sound escaped them. But all the
heart was in the eyes of each; that
moment fixed their destinies, Hence-
forth there was an era from which
they dated a new existence ; a nuclens
around which their thoughu, their
remembrances, and their passions,
clung. The great gulf was passed ;

they stood on the same shore; and
felt, that though still apart and dis-
united, on that shore was no living
creature but themselves | Meanwhile,
Augustus Tomlinson, on finding him-
self surrounded by persons eager to
gaze and to listen, broke from his
moodiness and reserve. Looking full
at his next neighbonr, and flourishing
his right hand in the air, till he suf-
fered it to rest in the direction of the
houses and chimneys below, he re-
peated that moral exclamation which
had been wasted on Olifford, with a

-more solemn and a less, punonate

gravity than before—

“What & subject, ma’am, Ior con-
templation | ” .

“Very sensibly said, indeed sir,”
said the lady add:eued, who was
rather of & serious turn.

“1 never,” resumed Augnltm ina
louder key, and looking round for
auditors,—“ I never see a great town
from the top of a hill, without thinking
of an apothecary’s shop 1” :

“Lord, sir!” said the lady. Tom-

‘linson’s end was gained : — struck

with the quaintness of the notion, a
little crowd gathered instantly around
him, to hear it farther developed.-
“Of an apothecary’s shop, ma’am !”
repeated Tomlinson. “There lie your
simples, and your purges, and your
cordials, and your poisons ; all things
to heal, and to strengthen, and to
destroy. There are drugs enough in
that collection to save you, to cure
you all; but none of you know how
to use them, nor what medicines to
ask for, nor what portions to take;
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80 that the greater part of you swallow
a wrong dose, and die of the remedy !”

“But if the town be the apothe-
cary’s shop, what, in the plan of your
idea, stamds for the apothecary?”
asked an old gentleman, who per-
eeindatwhn‘l‘onﬂimonmtkiving.

“The apothecary, sir,” answered
Augustus, stealing his notion from
Clifford, and sinking his voice, lest
the true proprietor should overhear
hm—CMordmotherwiaeemployod

—“The apothecary, air, is the LAW |
It is the law that stands behind the
counter, and dispenses to each man
the dose he should take. To the
poor, it gives bad drugs gratuitously ;
to the rich, pills to stimulate the
appetite : to the latter, premiums for
luxury; to the former, only speedy
refuges from life! Alas! either your
apothecary is but an ignorant -quack,
or his science itself is but in its
cradle. He blunders as much as you
would do if left to your own selection.
Those who have recourse to him
seldom speak gratefully of his skill.
He relieves you, it is true—but of

your money, not your malady; and
ﬂw onlybramh of his profomon in
which he is an adept, is that which
ensbles him to dleed you!—O Man-
kind !” ocontinued Augustus, “whet
noble creatures you oughtto be! You
have keys 1o .all scienoes, all arts, all
mysteries, but one! You have not a
notion how you ought to be governed !
~—you cannot frame a tolerable law
for the life and soul of you! You
make yourselves as uncomfortable as
you can by .all sorts of galling and
vexatious institations, and you throw
the blame mpon ‘Fste’ You lay
down rules it is-impossible to compre-
hend, much less to obey; and you
.call each other monsters, becanse you
cannot conquer the impossibility !
You invent all sorts of vices, under
pretence of making laws for preserving
virtne; and the anomalous artifi-
cialitios of conduct yourselves pro-

duce, you eay you are born with ;—
you make a machine by the perversest
art you can think of, and yeu call if,
with a sigh, ‘ Human Nature” With
a host of good dispositions struggling
al your breasts, you ingist upon libel-
ling the Almighty, and declsring that
He meant you to be wicked. Nay,
you even call the man mischievous
and seditious who begs and implores
you to be one jot better than you
are.—O0 Mankind! yeu are like a
nosogay bought at Covent Garden.
’l‘ho flowers are lovely, the scent
delicious ;—mark that glorious huet
contemplate that bursting petal —
-howbeantiful, how redolent .of health,
of nature, of the dew and breath and
blessing of Heaven, are you all! .But
a8 for the dirty piece of string that
ties you together, one weuld think
youhadpmkedrtontnfthekennel!'
So saying, Temlinson turmed on
his heel, broke away from the crowd,
and solesunly descended the hill. The
pary of pleuun slowly followed'

Lucy, and felt a8 if his spirit were
drunk with the airs of Eden.

A brother squire, who, among the
guieties of Bath, was almost as forlorn
a8 Joseph Branden himself, partook
of the Liord of Warlock’s hospitality.
‘When the three gentlemen adjourned
1o the drawing-room, the two elder
sat down to a game at backgamman,
and Clifford was left to the undis-
turbed egjoyment of Lucy’s conversa-
tion. She was sitting by the window
when Clifford joined her. On the
table by herside were scattersd hooks,.
the charm of which {they were chiefly
poetry) she had -only of late learned
to discover; there also were strewn
verious little masterpieces .of female
ingenuity, in which the fairy fingers-
of Luoy Brandon were especially
formed to excal. 'The.shades of even-

ing were rapidly derkening over the-
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empty streets ; and iu the sky, which
was cloudless and transparently clear,
the stars came gradually out one by
one, until,

« As water does a sponge, so fAeir soft Hpht
1 air.”

art the cause of more marrisges, and
more divorces, than any other time
in the twenty-four hours, Eyes, that
were common eyes to us before,
touched by thy enchanting and magic

hadows, become inspired, and preach

Fill'd the void, hollow, unt

Beantiful Evening! (if we, as well
a8 Augustus Tomlinson, may indulge
in an apostrophe)—Beautiful Even-
ing! For thee all poets have had a
song, and surrounded thee with rills,
and waterfalls, and dews, and flowers,
and sheep, and bats, and melancholy,
and owls; yet we must confess that
{0 us, who in this very sentimental
age are 8 bustling, worldly, hard-
minded person, jostling our neigh-
bours, and thinking of the main
chance ;—to ns, thou art never so
charming, as when we meet thee
walking in thy grey hood, through

* the emptying streets, and among the

dying sounds of a city. We love to
feel the stillness, where all, two hours
back, was clamour. We love to see the
dingy abodes, of Trade and Luxury,
those restless patients of earth’s con-
stant fever, contrasted and canopied
by a heaven full of purity, and quiet-
ness, and peace. We love 4o fill our
thought with speculations on man,—
even though the man be the muffin-
man,—rather than with inanimate
objects—hills and streams— things
to dream about, not to meditate on.
Man is the subject of far nobler con-
templation, of far more glowing hope,
of & far purer and loftier vein of senti-
ment, than all the “floods and fells”
in the universe;—and that, sweet
Evening! is one »eason why we like
that the earneat and tender thoughts
thou excitest within us, should be
rather surrounded by the labours and
tokens, of our species, than by sheep,
and bats, and melancholy, and owls.
But whether, most blessed Evening !
thou delightest us in the country or
in the town, thou equally disposest
us to make and to feel love |-—thou

to us of heaven. A softness settles
on features that were harsh to us
while the sun shone ; a mellow “light
of love” reposes on the complexion,
which by day we would have steeped
“ full fathom five” in a sea of Mrs.
Gowland’s lotion.—What, then, thou
modest hypocrite! to those who
already and deeply love—what, them,
of danger and of paradise dost thou
bring ?

Silent, and stilling the breath which
heaved in both quick and fitfully,
Lucy and Cifford sat together. The
streets were utterly deserted, and the
loneliness, as they looked below,
made them feel the more intensely
not only the emotions which swelled
within them, but the undefined and
electric sympathy which, in uniting
them, divided them from the world.
The quiet around was broken by a
distant strain of rude music; and as
it eame nearer, two forms of no poeti-
cal order grew visible : the one was a
poor blind man, who was drawing
from his flate tones in which the
melancholy beauty of the air compen-
sated for any deficiency (the deficiency
was but alight) in the exeeution. A
woman much younger than the mu-
sician, and with something of beauty
in her countenance, aceompanied him,
holding a tattered hat, and looking
wistfully up at the windows of the
silent street. We anid two forms——
we did the injustice of forgetfulness
to amother—a and simple
friend, it is true, but one that both
minstrel and wife had many and
moving reasons to love. This wes s
little wiry terrier, with dark piercing
eyes, that glanced quickly and saga-
ciously in all quarters from benesth
the shaggy oovert that surrounded
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them ; slowly the animal moved on-

_ ward, pulling gently against the string
by which he was held, and by which
he guided his maater. Once his fide-
lity was tempted : another dog invited
him to play; the poor terrier looked
anxiously and doubtingly round, and
then uttering a low growl of denial,
pursued

¢ The noiseless tenour of his way.”

The little procession stopped be-
neath the window where Lucy and
Clifford sat ; for the quick eye of the
woman had perceived them, and she
laid her hand on the blind man’s
arm, and whispered him. He took
the hint, and changed his air into one
oflove. Clifford glanced at Lucy—
her cheek was dyed in blushes. The
air was over,—another succeeded—
it was of the same kind; a third—
the burthen was still unaltered ; and
then -Clifford threw into the street
a piece of money, and the dog wagged
his abridged and dwarfed .tail, and
darting forward, picked it up in his
mouth ; and the woman (gshe had a
kind face I) patted the officious friend,
gven before she thanked the donor,
and then she dropped the money
with a cheering word or two into the
blind man’s,pocket, and the three
wanderers moved slowly on. Presently
they came to a place where the street
had been mended, and the stones lay
scattered about. Here the woman
no longer trusted to the dog's guid-
ance, but anxiously hastened to the
musician, and led him with evident
tenderness and minute watchfulness
over the rugged way. - When they
had passed the danger, the man
stopped ; and before he released the
hand which - had guided him, he
pressed it gratefully, and then both
the husband and the wife stooped down
and caressed the dog. This little
scene—one of those rough copies of
the loveliness of human affections, of
which 80 many are scattered about

the highways of the world—both the
lovers had involuntarily watched ; and
now as they withdrew their eyes—
those eyes settled on each other—
Lucy’s swam in tears.

“To be loved and tended by the
one I love,” said Clifford, in a low
voice, “I would walk blind and bare-
foot over the whole earth |”

Lucy sighed very gently; and
placing her pretty hands (the one
clasped over the other) upon her
knee, looked down wistfully on them,
but made no answer. Clifford drew
his chair nearer, and gazed on her as
she sat ; the long dark eyelash droop-
ing over her eyes, and contrasting
the ivory lids; her delicate profile
half turned from him, and borrowing
a more touching beauty from the soft
light that dwelt upon it; and her
full yet still scarcely developed bosom.
heaving at thoughts which she did
not analyse, but was content to feel
at once vague and delicious: he
gazed and his lips trembled — he
longed to speak—he longed to say
but those words which convey what
volumes have endeavoured to express,
and have only weakened by detail—
“I love” How he resisted - the
yearnings of his heart, we know not
—but he did resist; and Lucy, after
a confused and embarrassed pause,
took up one of the poems on the
table, and asked him some questions
about a particular passage in an old
ballad which he had once pointed to
her notice. The passage related to a
border chief, one of the Armstrongs
of old, who, having been seized by the
English and condemned to death,
vented his last feelings in a passionate
address to his ‘own home—his rude
tower—and his newly wedded bride.
“ Do you believe,” said Lucy, as their
conversation began to flow, “ that one
80 lawless and eager for bloodshed
and strife, as this robber is described
to be, could be so capable of soft
affections ?”

.
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“] do,” said Clifford ; “because he
was not sensible that he was as cri-
minal as you esteem him. If a man
cherish the idea that his actions are
not evil, he will retain at his heart all
its better and gentler sensations as
much as if he had never sinned. The
savage murders his enemy, and when
he returns home is not the less de-
voted to his friend, or the less anxious
for his children. To harden and em-
brute the kindly' dispositions, we
must not only indulge in guilt, but
feel that we are guilty. Oh! many
that the world load with their oppro-
brium are capable of acts—nay, have
committed acts, which in others the
world would reverence and adore.
Would you know whether a man’s
heart be shut to the power of love;
ask what he is—not to his foes, but
to his’ friends! Crime, too,” con-
tinued Clifford, speaking fast and
vehemently, while his eyes flashed
and the dark blood rushed to his
cheek — “ Crime —what is crime?
Men embody their worst prejudices,
their most evil passions, in a hetero-
geneous and contradictory code, and
whatever breaks this code they term
s crime. When they make no dis-
tinction .in the penalty — that is to
say, in the estimation—awarded hoth
to murder and to a petty theft im-
posed on the weak will by famine, we
ask nothing else to convince us that
they are ignorant of the very nature
of guilt, and that they make up in
ferocity for the want of wisdom.”

Lucy looked in alarm at the ani-
mated and fiery countenance of the
speaker. Clifford recovered himself
after a moment'’s pause, and rose from
his seat, with the gay and frank laugh
which made one of his peculiar cha-
racteristics. “There is a singularity
in politics, Miss Brandon,” eaid he,
“ which I dare say you have often
observed, viz that those who are least
important, are always most noisy ;
and that the chief people who lose
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their temper, are those who have
nothing to gain in return.”

As Clifford spoke, the doors were
thrown open, and some visitors to
Miss Brandon were announced. The
good squire was still immersed in the
vicissitudes of his game, and tho sole
task of meem.ng and entertaining
“ the company,” as the chambermaids
have it, fell, as usual, upon Lucy.
Fortunately for her, Clifford was one
of those rare persons who possess
eminently the talents of society.
There was much in his gay and gal-
lant temperament, accompanied as it
was with sentiment and ardour, that
resembled our beaw idéal of those
chevaliers, ordinarily peculiar to the
Continent — heroes equally in the
drawing-room and thefield. Observant,
courteous, witty, and versed in the
various accomplishments that com-
bine (that most unfrequent. of all
unions !) vivacity with grace, he was
especially formed for that brilliant
world from which his circumstances
tended to exclude him. Under dif-
ferent auspices, he might have been
——Pooh | We are running into a
most pointless commonplace ;—what
might any man be under auspices
different from those by which his life
has been guided? Music soon suc-
coeded to conversation, and Clifford’s
voice was of necessity put into requi-
sition. Miss Brandon had just risen
from the harpsichord, as he sat down
to perform his part ; and she stood by
him with the rest of the group while
he sung. * Only twice his eye stole to
that spot which her breath and form
made sacred to him; once when he
began, and once when he concluded
his song. Perhaps. the recollection
of their conversation inspired him;
certainly it dwelt upon his mind at
the moment—threw a richer flush
over his brow, and infused a more
meaning and heartfelt softness into
his tone.
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SBTANZAS,

¢ When I leave thee, oh ! ask not theworld
what that heart
‘Which adores thee to others may be!
I know that I sin when from.thee I depart,
But my guilt shall not light upon thee !

My Yfe is a xiver which glasses s ray
That hath daign’d to descend from abeve
‘Whatover the banks that o'ershadow its

way,
It mirrors the light of thy love.

Though the waves may run high when the
night wind awakes,
And hurries the stream to its fall ;
Though broken and wild be the billows it

makes,
. ‘Thine fmage still tsesables-on all ! ”

While this ominous love between
Clifford and Lucy was thus finding
fresh foed in ewery interview and
every opportunity, the unfortunate
Mauleverer, firmly persuaded that
his complaint was a relapse of what
he termed the “ Warlock dyspepsia,”
of the beef and pudding, whieh he
tearfully assured his physicians “ were
lurking in his eomstitution.” As
Maauleverer, though complaisant —
like most men of unmistakeable zank
—to all his acquaintances, whatewer
might be their but
very few friends intimste enough to
enter his gick chamber, and nomne of
that few were at Bath, it will readily
be pereeived that he was in blissful
ignorance of the growing fertunes of
his rival ; and to say the exaet trmth,
illness, which makes a man’s thoughts
turn very mueh upon himself, banished
many of the mest tender ideas usually
floating in his mind around the image
of Lucy Brandon. His pill superseded
his passion; and he felt that there
are draughts in the world more
powerful in their effects than those in
the phials of Alcidonis.* He very

* See Marmontel’s pretty tale of Les
Quatres Flagons.
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often thought, it is true, how pleasant
it wonld be for Lucy to smeoth his
pillow, and Lancy to prepare that
mixture; but then Mauleverer had
memeﬂmtvsht,whohopedtoplu
the part enacted by Gil Blas towards
the honest licemtiate; and to nurse
8 legacy while he was numing his
master. .And the earl, who was toles
ably good-tempered, was forced io
confess that it would be scarcely pos-
sible for any one “to know his ways
better than Bmoethson.” Thus,
during his illness, the fair form of his
intended bride little trombled the
peace of the noble adorer. And it
was not till he found bimself able to
eat three good dinners conseeutively,
with a tolerable appetite, that Mau-
leverer recollected that he was vio-
lently in love. As soon a8 this ides
was fully reinsiated in his memory,
and he had been permitted by his
doctor to allow himself “a litdle
cheerful society,” Mauleverer resolwed
10 go to the rooms for an hour or twe.
It may be observed that most great
personages have some favourite place,
some cherished Baim, at which they
Jove to throw off their state, and to
play the amisble insiead of the splen-
did; and Bath at that time, frem its
gaiety, ite-ease, the variety of character
to be found in ita hsunts, and the
obliging manner in which snch cha-
ractars expased themselves 4o ridicale,
was exactly the place calculated to
please ‘& man like Mauleverer, who
loved at onee to be admired and to
satirise. He was therefore an idolised
persen at the city of Bladud; and a8
the entered the reoms he was sur-
rounded by a whole band of imitators
and syoophanis, delighted to find his
lardship looking so much better and
declaring himself so convaleseent. As
soon as theearl bad bowed andsmiled,
and shaken hands sufficiently to sus-
tain his reputation, he sauntered to-
wards the dancers in search of Lucy.
He found her not only exactly in the
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same spot in which he had last heheld
her, but dancing with .exactly the
same partner who had before provoked
all the gallant nobleman’s jealousy
and wrath. Mauleverer, though met
by any means saddicted to preparing
his compliments beforshand, had just
been conning a delicate speesh for
Luey ; but no seaner did the person
of her partner flash on him than the
whole flattery vanished at onee from
his recollection. He felt himself grow
pale, and when Lucy tormed, and
‘goeing him mnear, addressed him in
the anwious and soft $ome which she
thought due 40 her uncle’s friend on
his recovery, Mauleverer bowed, con-
fased and silemt; and that green-eyed
passion, which would have convulsed
the mind of & true lover, altering a
little the course of its fury, effectually
disturbed the manner of the courtier.

Retreating to an obscure part of the
Tobm, where.hemld see all without

motions and looks ef the young pair.
e was matorally a penetrating and
qguick observer, and in this instance
Jjealousy sharpemed his talemts; he
saw emvugh in vonvimee him that
1mcy was alreadyattachad to Clifford ;
and being, by that conviction, fnlly
persunded that Lucy was to
this own bappiness, he resclved to lose
@t :a mament in banishing Captain
Clifford from &er presence, or st least,
in institoting such inquivies into that
relatives, .rank, and Te-
spectability, as would, he heped, :ven-
der such basishmerit .- TO0SESAry eon-
sequence of the research.

sepaired

retreat of the qam, and engaging
him in conw blunily asked
him, “ Who $he dence Mis Brandm
was dancing witht ”

The squire, » little pi =t this
&rusqueerie, Teplied by.along euloginm
on Paul; and Mauleverer, afiar hear-
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ing it throngheut with the: blandest
smile imaginable, told the squire, very
politely, that he was sure Mr. Bran-
don’s good nature had misled him.
“ Clifford !” said he, repeating the
name,—“Clifford ! It is one of those
names which are i ly selected
by pereons nobody knows; firet, be-
canse the mame is goed, and, secondly,
because it is common. My long and
dear friendship with your brother
makes me feel peculiarly anxious on
any point relative to his nieee; and,
indeed, my dear William, overmating,
perhaps, my knowledge of the world,
.and my influence in society,—but not
my affectien for him,—besought me
to assume the liberty of esteeming
myself a friend, nay, even a relation
of yours and Miss Brandon’s; 8o that
1 trust you do not consider my caution
impertiment.”

The fiattered squire sasured him
that he was particularly honoured, so
far from deeming his lordship—(which
never sould be the ease with peopleso
dutmg\ushed a8 Im lordship was,

oeedod,xfnotmmvhcmgfheiqm
that the handsome captdin was a
suspicious characier, at least in per-
mdmg him that common prudence
that he should find out ex-
actly who the handsome captain was,
eapecially as he was .in the habit of
dining with the squire thrice a-week,
and damcing with Lucy every night.

“See,” aaid Manleverer, “he ap-
proaches you now : I will retreat te
the chair by the fireplace, and you
ahall cross-examine him—I have ne
doubt yeu'will do it with the nimost
delicacy.”

8o saying, Mauleverer took pos-
session of a seat where he was not
abeolutely boyond hearing (lhcktly
deaf as he was) of the enauning ool-
loquy, though the position of his seat
screened him from sight. Mauleverex
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was esteemed a man of the most
punctilious honour in private life, and
he would not have been seen in the
act of listening to other people’s con-
versation for the world.

H ing with an air and resettling
himself as Clifford approached, the
squire thus skilfully commenced the
attack : “ Ah, ha! my good Captain

PAUL CLIFFORD.

“And pray, Captain Clifford, what
regiment do you belong to ?”

“Regiment?—oh the Rifles{” an-
swered Clifford. (“ Deuce is in me,”
muttered he—*“if I can resist a jest,
though I break my neck over it.”)

“Averygallmtbody of men 1" said
the squire.

“ No doubt of that, sir{” rejoined

Clifford, and how do you do? I saw | Clifford.

you—(and I am very glad, my friend,
as every one else 18, to see you)—at a
distance. And where have you left
my daughter ?”

“Miss- Brandon is dancing with
Mr. Muskwell, sir,” answered Clifford.

“Qh! she is!—Mr. ‘Muskwell—
humph |—Good family the Muskwells
—came from Primrose Hall. Pray,
Captain,—not that I want to know
for my own sake, for I am a strange,
odd person, I believe, and I am
thoroughly convinced—(some people
are censorious, and others, thank
God, are not!)—of your respecta-
bility,—what family do you come
from? You won’t think my—my
caution impertinent?” added the
shrewd old gentleman, borrowing that
phrase which he thought so friendly
in the mouth of Lord Mauleverer.

Clifford coloured for 2 moment, but
replied with a quiet archness of look,
“Family! oh, my dear sir, I come
from an old family,—a very old family
indeed.”

8o I always thought ; and in what
part of the world ¥”

“ Scotland, sir—all our family come
from Scotland ; viz. all who live long
do—the rest die young.”

“ Ay, particular air does agree with
particular constitutions. I, for in-
stance, could not live in all countries;
not—you take me—in the North!” .

“Few honest men can live there,”
said Clifford, drily.

“ And,” resumed the squire, a little
embarrassed by the nature of his task,
and the cool assurance of his young
friend—

“ And do you think, Captain Clif-
ford,” renewed the squire, “that it is
a good corps for getting on ?”

“It is rather a bad one for getting
off,” muttered the Captain, and then
aloud, “Why, we have not much
intereat at court, sir.” .

“Oh! but then there is a wider
scope, 88 my brother the lawyer says
—and no man knows better—for
merit. Idare sayyou have seen
a man elevated from the ranks?”

“ Nothing more common, sir, than
such elevation; and so great is the
virtue of our corps, that I have also
known not a few willing to transfer
the honour to their comrades.”

“Youdon't say so!” exclaimed the
squire, opemnglnseyesatluchdu—

interested magnanimity.

“ But,” said Clifford, who began to
believe he might carry the equivoque
too far, and who thought, despite of
his jesting, that it was pouible to
strike out & more lgreeable vein of
conversation—‘but, sir, if you re-
member, you bave not yet finished
that youthful hunting adventure of
yours, when the hounds lost at Burn-
ham Copse.” -

“ Oh, very true,” cried the squire,
quite forgetting his late suspicions;
and forthwith he began a story that
promised to be as long as the chase it
recorded. So charmed was he when
he had finished it, with the character
of the gentleman who had listened to
it 8o delightedly, that on rejoining
Mauleverer, he told the earl, with an
important air, that he had strictly
examined the young captain, and that
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he had fully convinced himself of the
excellence of his family, as well as
the rectitude of his morals, Maule-
verer listened with a countenance of
polite incredulity; he had heard but
little of the conversation that had
taken place between the pair; but on
questioning the squire upon sundry
particulars of Clifford’s birth, parent-
age, and property, he found him
exactly as ignorant as before. The
eourtier, however, seeing further ex-
postulation was in vain, contented
himself with patting the squire’s
shoulder, and saying, with a myste-
rious urbanity, “ Ah, sir, you are too
!”

With these words he turned on his
heel, and, not yet despairing, sought
the dasughter. He found Miss Bran-
don just released from dancing, and,
with a kind of paternal gallantry, he
offered his arm to parade the apart-
ments. After ‘some preliminary
flourish, and reference, for the thou-
sandth time, to his friendship for
William Brandon, the earl spoke to
her about that *finelooking young
man, who called himself Captain
Clifford.”

Unfortunately for Mauleverer, he
grew & little too unguarded, as his
resentment against the interference of
Clifford warmed with his language,
and he dropped in his anger one or
two words of caution, which especially
offended the delicacy of Miss Brandon.

“Take care how I encourage, my
lord!”. said Luey, with glowing
cheeks, repeating the words which
had so affronted her, “I really must
beg you—-o>

“You mean, dear Miss Brandon,”
interrnpted Mauleverer, squeezing her
hand with regpectful tenderness, “that
you must beg me to apologise for my
inadvertent expression. I do most
sincerely. If I had felt less interest
in your happiness, believe me, I
should have been more guarded in
my language.”

Miss Brandon bowed stiffly, and the
courtier saw, with secret rage, that
the country beduty was not easily
appeased, even by an apology from
Lord Mauleverer. “I have seen the
time,” thought he, “when young
unmarried ladies would have deemed
an affront from me an honour! They
would have gone into hysterics at an
apology!” Before he had time to
make his peace, the squire joined
them ; and Lucy taking her father’s
arm, expressed her wish to return
home. The squire was delighted at
the proposition. It would have been
but civil in Mauleverer to offer his-
assistance in those little attentions
preparatory to female departure from
balls. He hesitated for & moment—
“ It keeps one 80 long in those cursed
thorough draughts,” thought he, shi-
vering. “Besides, it is just possible
that I may not marry her, and it isno
good risking a cold (sbove all, at the
beginning of winter) for nothing!”
Fraught with this prudential policy,
Mauleverer then resigned Lucy to her
father, and murmuring in her ear
that “her displeasure made him the
most wretched of men,” concluded
his adien by s bow penitentially
graceful. :

About five minutes afterwards, he
himself withdrew. As he was wrap-
ping his corporeal tn:v‘im in his
roguelaire of sables, previous to im-
mersing himself in his chair, he had
the mortification of seeing Lucy, who
with her father, from some cause or
other, had been delayed in the hall,
handed to the carriage by Captain
Clifford. Had the earl watched more
narrowly than in the anxious cares
due to himself he was enabled to do,
he would, to his consolstion, have
noted that Lucy gave her hand with
an averted and cool air, and that
Clifford’s expressive features bore
rather the aspect of mortification than
triamph.

He did not, however, see more than
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the action; and as he was borne
homeward with his flambeaux amd
footmen preceding him, and the
watchfal Smoothson by the side of
the little velticle, he muttered his do-
termination of writing by the very
next post to Brandon, all his anger
for Lucy, and all his jealousy of her
evident lover. *
While this doughty resolve was
snimating the great soul of Maule-
verer, Lucy reached her own room,
bolted the door, and throwing herself
on her bed, burst into a long and bit-
ter paroxysm of tears. So unusual
were such visitors to her happy and
buoyaat temper, that there was some-
thing almost alarming in the earnest-
mess and obstinaey with which she
now wept.
“What ! ” said she, hitterly, “have
¥ placed my affeotions upen a man of
uncertain character! and is my infa-
tuation so clear, that an aequaintance
dare hint at its imprudence? And
yet his manner—his tone! Ko, no,
there can be no reasom for shame in
loving him!” And as she said this,
her heart smoto ker for the coldness
of her manner towards Clifford, on
his taking leave of her for the evening.
“Am 1,” she thought, weeping yet
more vehemently than before—*am
1 so worldly, so base, as to feel altered
towards him» the moment I hear a
gyllable breathed agaimst his name?
Should I not, on the contrary, have
clung to his image with a greater love,
if he were attacked by othera? But
- my father, my dear father, and my
kind, prudent unele, something is
due to them; and they would break
their heartsif I loved one whom they
deemed unworthy. Why should I not
sammon courage, and tell him of the
suspicions respecting him? One can-
did word would dispel them. Sarely
it would be but kind in me towards
him, to give him an opportunity of
disproving all false and dishonouring
conjectures. And why this reserve,

when so often, by look and him¢, if
not by open avowal, he has deelared
that he loves me, and knows—he musé
know—that he is not indifferent to
me? Why does he never speak of
his parents, his relutions, his home ?*

And Luecy, as she asked this ques.
tion, drow from a bosom whose hue
and shape might have rivalled hers
who won Cymon to be wise,” a draw-
ing which she herself had secretly
made of her lover, and which, though
inartificially and even rudely done, yot
had caught the inspiration of memory,
and breathed the very features and
air that were stamped already inef-
faceably upon a heart too holy for so
sulliedanidol. She gazed upon the por-
trait as if it could answer her question
of the original ; and as she looked, and
looked, her tears slowly ceased, and her
inngeent eountenanee relapsed gradu-
allyintoits usuasiand-eloquentserenity.
Never, perhaps, could Lucy’s own por-
trait have been taken at a more
favourable mement. The unconscious
grace of her attitude; her dress
loosened ; the modest and youthful
voluptuousness of her beauty ; . the
tender cheek to which the virgin
bloom, banished for awhile, was now
alt glewingly returning; the little
white soft hand on which that cheek
leaned, while the other contained the
picture upen which her eyes fed ; the
half smile just comjured to her full,
red, dewy lips, and gone the moment
after, yet again restored ; all made a
picture of such enchanting loveliness,
that we question whether Shakspeare
himself could have fancied an earthly
shape more meet to embody the vision
of a Miranda or a Viola. The quiet
and maiden neatness of the apartment
gave effect to the charm; and there
was a poetry even in the snowy fur-
nitare of the bed, the shutters partly
unclosed and admitting a glimpse of

* See Dryden’s poem of Cymon and
Iphigenia.
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the silver moon, and the solitsry lamp
Jjust contending with the purer ray o
the skies, and so throwing & mixed
and softened light aveund thechamber.

She was yet gazing on the drawing,
when a faint stream of musie stole
through the air beneath lier window,
and it gradually rese till the sound of
& guitar became: distinot and clear,
suiting with, mot disturbing, the
moonlit stillness of the night. The

gallantry and romsnos of a former
dsy,&onghsttbeﬁmeofonrﬁory

But Lucy, as the music floated upon
her ear, blushed deeper and deeper,
as if it had a dearer seurce to her
heart than erdimary galiantry; and
raising herseif on one arm from her
incumbent position, she leaned for-
ward to estch the sound with a greater
and more unerring certainty.

After a prelude of some moments, a
clear and sweet voioe accompanied the
instrument, and the words of the song
weze:as follows >—
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« Theve is & world where every night
My spirit meets and walks with thine 3
And hopes—I dare not tell thee—light
Like stars of Love—that world of mine!

Sleep 1—to the waking world my heart
Eathnow.m a strasger grown 3
sleep ! that I may feel thou art
&ithinm world that is my own.”
As the music died away, Lucy sank
back once more, and the drawing
which she held was pressed (with
;| cheeks glowing, though umseen, at
the act) to her lips. And though the
character of her lover was
though she herself had come to no
distinet resolution even to inform him
of the ramours against his name, yet

-80-easily restored was her trust in him,

and so soothing the very thought of
his vigilance and his love, that before
an hour had passed, her eyes were
closed iiv sleep; the drawing was laid,
as a spell against grief, under her
pillow; snd in her dreams she mur-
maured Rie name, and unconscious of
reality and the future, smiled tenderly
a8 she did so!

CHAPTER XIX.

# Gome, the plot thickens ! and another foid
Otm‘vmdo-kdnnhry:npmnvmﬂ.
. .

»
. .
And for their loves ?

Behold the seal is on them ! ™

" Wz must not suppose that Clifford’s
manner and tone were towards Lucy
Braadon such as theyseemed to others.
Love refines every roughness; and
that trath wlnch nartures tenderness
is mever barren of grace. Whatever
the habits and comrades of Clifford’s
life, he had a¢ heart many good and
generous qualities. They were not
often perceptible it is true— first,

L L

"—Tanner of Tydurn.

because he was of a gay and reckless
turn ; secondly, because he was not
easily affected by any external cir-
cumstances ; and thirdly, becanse he
had the policy to affect among his
comrades only such qualities a8 were
likely to give him influence with them.
Still, however, his better genius broke
out whenever anopportunitypresented
itself. Though no “Corsair,” romantic



with rumours of cruelty or outrage;
and it was ofien associated with anec-
dotes of courage, courtesy, good hu-
mour, or forbearance. He was one

gentility, a quick turn for observation,
s ready sense both of the ridiculous
and the graceful ; and these are mate-
terials which are soon and lightly
wrought from coarsenees into polish.
He had been thrown, too, among the
leaders and heroes of his band ; many
not abgolutely low in birth, nor de-

calculated to refine her taste in the
fashion of an air or phrase to a very
fastidious standard of perfection, this
want was perfectly imperceptible : she
remarked in her lover only a figure
every whereunequalled—an eye always
eloquent with admiration—a step from
which grace could never be divorced—
& voice that spokein a silver key, and
uttered flatteries delicate in thought
and poetical in word :—even a certain
originality of mind, remark, and
character, occagionally approaching
to the bizarre, yet sometimes also to
the elevated, possessed a charm for
the imagination of & young and not
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unenthusiastic female, and contrasted
favourably, rather than the reverse,
with the dull insipidity of those she
ordinarily saw. Nor are we sure that
the mystery thrown about him, irk-
some a8 it was to her, and discreditable
a8 it appeared to others, was altogether
ineffectual in increasing-her love for
the adventurer ; and thus Fate, which
iransmutes in her magic crucible all
opposing metals into that one which
she is desirous to produce, swelled the
wealth of an ill-placed and ominous
passion by the very circumstances
which should have counteracted and
destroyed it.

We are willing, by what we have
said, not to defend Clifford, but to
redeem Lucy in the opinion of our
readers for loving so unwisely; and
when they remember her youth, her
“education, her privation of a mother,
of all female friendship, even of the
vigilant and unrelaxing care of ‘some
protector of the opposite sex, we do
not think that what was so natural
will be considered by any inexcusable.

Mauleverer woke the morning after
the ball in better health than usual,
and, consequently, more in love than
ever. According to his resolution
the night before, he sat down to
write a long letter to William Brandon :
it was amusing and witty as usual;
but the wily nobleman succeeded,
under the cover of wit, in conveying
to Brandon’s mind a serious appre-
" hension lest his cherished matrimonial
project should altogether fail. The
account of Lucy and of Captain Clif-
ford, contained in the epistle, instilled,
indeed, & double portion of sourness
into the professionally acrid mind of
the lawyer; and as it so happened
that he read the letter just before
attending the court upon a case in
which he was counsel to the crown,
the witnesses on the opposite side of
the question felt the full effects of the
barrister’s ill-humour.

The case was one in which the de-
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fendanthad been engaged in swindling
transactions to & very large amount ;
and, amongst his agents and assist-
ants, was a person of the very lowest
orders—but who, seemingly enjoy-

ing large connexions, and possessing
natural acuteness and address, ap-

peared to have been of great use in
receiving and disposing of such goods
as were fraudulently obtained. As s
witness against the latter person ap-
peared a pawnbroker, who produced
certain articles that had been pledged
to him at different times by this
humble agent. Now, Brandon, in
examining the guilty go-between,
became the more terribly severe, in
proportion as the man evinced that
semblance of unconscious stolidity
which the lower orders can so inge-
niously assume, and which is so pecu-
liarly adapted to enrage and to baffle
the gentlemen of the bar. At length,
Brandon entirely subduing and quell-
ing the stubborn hypocrisy of the
culprit, the man turned towards him
& look between wrath and beseeching-
ness, muttering :—

“ Aha }—4f 8o be, Counsellor Pran-
don, you knew vat I knows, you
vould not go for to bully I so!”

¢ And pray, my good fellow, what
is it that you know that should make
me treat you as if I thought you an
honest man ?”

The witness had now relapsed into
sullenness, and only answered by a
sort of grunt. Brandon, who knew
well how to sting a witness into com-
municativeness, continued his ques-
tioning, till the witness, re-aroused
into anger, and, it may be, into indis-
cretion, said, in a low voice,~

“Hax Mr. Swoppem (the pawn-
broker) what I sold im on the 15th
hof February, exactly twenty-three

earn ago 1”

Brandon started back, his lips grew
white, he clenched his hands with a
convulsive spasm ; and while all his
features secemed distorted Igrith an

&




146

earnost, yet fearful intensity of expac-
tation, he poured forth & volley of
questions, 8o incoherent and so irre-
levant, that he wgs immediately called
to order by his learned brother on the
opposite side. Nathing farther could
be extrasted from the witness. The
pawnbroker was re-snmmased : ho
appeared somewhat -discanceried by
an appeal to his mamary so far back
28 twenty-three yeans ; but afier taking
some time 1o consider, during which
the agitation of the usually.celd and
possessed Brandon was remarkable to
all the court, he declared shat he
recollected no transaction whatsoever
with the witness at that time. In
vain wero all Brandon’s efforts to
procure s mare elucidatory answer.
. The pawnbroker was impenetzable,
and the lawyer was compelled relue-
tantly to dismiss himn. The moment
the witness left the box, Brandon
sunk into a gloomy abstraction—he
seemed quite to forget the business
andt-ha duties .of the court; and so
g did he continue to con-
clude the case, 8o purposeless was the
sest of -his examination and ovoss-
examination, that the ocanse was
entirely marred, and a verdict « Not
guilty ” returned by the jury. -
The mement he left the court,
Brandon repaired tothe pawnbroker's;
and after a conversation with Mr.
Swoppem, in which he satisfied that
-honest ixadesman that his ohjeet was
rather to reward tham intumidate,
. Swoppem confiassed that, twenty-three
years ago, the witness had met him
at a public-house in Devereux -Court,
in compeny with two other men, and
sold him geveral articles in plate,
ornaments, &c. The great bulk of
these articles bad, of conrse, long left
the pawnbyoker’s ahode; but he still
thought a stray trinket or two—not
of sufficient worth to be xeset or re-
modelled, ner of sufficient fashion to
find & ready ssle—lingered in his
drawers. Bagerly, and with trembling
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handg, did Brandon toss over ihe
motley contents of the mahogany
reservoirs which the pawnbroker now
submitted to his scrutiny. Nothing
on earth is so melancholy a prospect
28 8 pawnbroker's drawer! Thase
listle, guaint, valneless arvaments,—
those true-lovers-knots, those oval
lockets, those battered rings, girdlad
by initials, or same brief inseription
of rogard or of grief,—what tales of
past affections, hopes, and sorrows, do
they not tell! But no asentiment of
80 general & sort ever saddened the
hard mind of William Brandon, and
now less than at any time eould suech
reflections have occurred to him.
Impatiently he threw on the table,
one after amather, the banbles once
hoarded, perchance, with the tenderest
respect, till, ab length, his eyes
sparkled, and with a nervous gripe he
seized upan an old ring, which was
inseribed with letters, and circled a
heart containing hair. The inscrip-
tion was simply, “W. B. t0 Julia.”

- | Strange and dark was the expression

that settled on Brandon’s face a8 he
regarded this leemmgly worthless.
trinket. Afier a moement’s gaze, he
uttered an inartioulate exclamation,
and thrusting it inte his pecket, re-
newed his search. He found one or
two other trifles of a similar nature ;
one was an ill-done miniature set in
gilver, and bearing at the back sundry
balf-effaced leiters, which Brandon
construed at emoe (though no other
aye could) inte “ Bir Joba Brandom, .
1685, Mtat. 28 ;" the other was a seal
stamped with the noble -erest of the
house of Brandon, ‘A bull's head,
ducally crowned and armed, Or’ As
soon 88 Brandon had possessed him-
self of these treasures, and arrived at
4he conviction that the place held no
more, he assured éhe ocomscientious
Swoppem of his regard for that per-
son’s safety, rewarded him munifi-
cently, and went his way to Baw

Streat for a warant against the
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‘witness whe had commended him to
the pawabrokér. On his road thither,
a new resolution occurred to him:
“ Why make all public,” he muttered
to himself, “ if it can be avoided 7 and
it may be svoided !” He paused a
moment,—then retraced his way to
the pawnbroker’s, and, after a brief
mandste to Mr. Swoppem, returned
homea. In the course of the same
evening, the witness we refer to was
brought te the lawyer’s house by Mr.
Swoppem, and there held a long and
private cenversation with Brandon;
the result of this seemed a compact to
their mutnal eatiafaction, for the man
went away safe, with a heavy purse
and a light heart, although sundry
shades snd misgivings did eertainly
ever and anon cross the latter ; while
Brandon flung himself back in his
seat, with the triumphant air of one
who has accomplished some great
measure, and his dark face betrayed
in every feature & joyousness and
hope, which were unfrequent guests,
it must be owmed, either to his coun-
tenance or his heart.

So good & man ef businesa, however,
was William Brandon, that he allowed
not the event of that day to defer
beyond the night his attention to his
designs for the aggrandisement of his
niece snd house. By daybreak the
next morning, he had written to Lord
Mgauleverer, to his brother, and to
Lucy. To the last, his letter, couched
in all the anxiety of fondness, and
the caution of affectionate experience,
was well calculated to occasion that
mingled shame and soreness which
the wary lawyer rightly judged would
be the most effectnal enemy to an
ineipieat pasgion. “I have accidentally
heard,” he wrote, “from a friend of
‘mine, just arrived from Bath, of the
glaring attentions paid to you by a
Captain Clifford ; T will not, my
dearest niece, wound you by repeating
what also I heard of your manner in
reeeiving them. I know the ill-nature

mdtfl: eavy of the werld; and I do
not 3 moment imagine that my
Laucy, of whom I am 20 justly proud,
would countemance, from a petty
coquetry, the advances of one whom

their approbation. I do mot eredit
the reports of the idle, my dear niece ;
bat if I discredit, you must not alight
them. I call upon yeur prudemes,
your delicacy, your discretion, your
sense of right, at omce, and effectn-
ally, to put & stop to all impertinent
rumours : danee with this young man
no more;. do not let him be of your
party in any place of amusement,
public or private ; avoid even seeing
him if you are able, and throw in your
manner towards him thai decided
coldness which the world cannot mis-
take” Much more did the skilful
unecle write, but all to the same pur-
pose, and for the furtherance of the
same design. His letter to his brother
was no less artful. He told him at
once that Lucy’s preference of the
suit of a handsome fortune-hunter was
the public talk, and besought him to
lose not s moment in quelling the
rumour. “You may do %0 easily,” he
wrote, “ by avoiding the young man ;
and should he be very importunate,
return at once to Warlock; your
daughter’s welfsare must be dearer to
you than any thing.” -
To Mauleverer, Brandon replied by
a letter which turned first on public
matters, and then slid carelesaly into
the subject of the earl’s information,
Among the admonitions which he
ventured to give Mauleverer, ho dwelt,
not without reason, on the want of
tact displayed by the earl, in mot
manifesting that pomp and show
which his station in life enabled him

to do. “ Remember,” he urged, “you




148
considered an ostentatious vulgarity.
The surest method of ing our infe-

riors is by splendour—not taste. All
young persons—all women in par-
ticular, are caught by show, and
enamoured of magnificence. Assume
8 greater state, and you will be more
talked of; and notoriety wins a
woman’s heart more than beauty or
vouth. You have, forgive me, played
the boy too long; s certain dignity
becomes your manhood : women will
not respect you if you suffer yourself
to become °¢stale and cheap to yulgar
company.’” You are like a man who
has fifty advantages, and uses only
one of them to gain his point, when
you rely on your conversation and
your manner, and throw away the
resources of your wealth and your
station. Any private gentleman may
be amiable and witty; but any
private gentleman cannot call to his
aid the Aladdin’s Iamp possessed in
England by a wealthy peer. Look to
this, my dear lord; Lucy at heart is
vain, or she is not a woman. ' Dazzle
her, then,—dazzle! Love may be
blind, but it must be made so by
excess of light. You have a country-
house yithin a foew miles of Bath.
Why not take up your abode there
instead of in a paltry lodging in the
town? Give sumptuous entertain-
ments,—make it necessary for all the
world to attend them,—exclude, of
course, this Captain Clifford ; you will
then meet Lucy without a rival. At
present, excepting only your title, you
fight on a level ground with this
adventurer, instead of an eminence
from which you could in an instant
sweep him away. Nay, he is stronger
than you; he has the opportunities
afforded by a partnership i balls
where you cannot appear to advan-
tage; he is, you say, in the first
bloom of youth,—he is handsome.
Reflect —your destiny, so far as Lucy
is concerned, is in your hands. I
turn to other subjects,” &a
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As Brandon re-read, ere he signed,
this last letter, a bitter smile sat on
his harsh, yet handsome features.
“If,” said he, mentally, “I can effect
this object ; if Mauleverer does marry
this girl, why so much the better that
she has another, a fairer, and a more
welcome lover. By the great prin-
ciple of scorn within me, which has
enabled me to sneer at what weaker
minds adore, and make a footstool of
that worldly honour which fools set
up a8 a thronme, it would be to me
more sweet than fame—ay, or even
than power—to see this fine-spun
lord a gibe in the mouths of men,—
a cuckold—a cuckold!” and as he
said the last word Brandon langhed
outright. “ And he thinks, too,”
added he, “that he is'sure of my
fortune ; otherwise, perhaps, he, the
goldsmith’s descendant, would not
dignify our house with his proposals ;
but he may err there—he may err
there ;”—and finishing his soliloquy,
Brandon finished also his letter by—
“ Adieu, my dear lord, your most
affectionate friend 1”

It is not difficult to oonjectnre the
effect produced upon Lucy by Bran-
don’s letter : it made her wretched ;
she refused for days to go out; she
shut herself up in her apartment, and
consumed the time in tears and strug-
gles with her own heart. Sometimes,
what she conceived to be her duty
conquered, and she resolved to for-
swear her lover ; but the night undid
the Iabour of the day: for at night,
every night, the sound of her lover's
voice, accompanied by music, melted
away her resolution, and made her
once more all tenderness and trust.
The words, too, sung under her win-
dow, were especially suited to affect
her; they hreathed a melancholy
which touched her the more from its
harmony with her own thoughts. One
while they complained of absence, at
another they hinted at neglect; but
there was always in them a tone of
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humilistion, not reproach: they be-
spoke a sense of unworthiness in the
lover, and confessed that even the
love was a crime: and in proportion
a8 they owned the want of desert, did
Lucy more firmly cling to the belief
that her lover was deserving.

The old squire was greatly discon-
certed by his brother’s letter. Though
impressed with the idea of self-conse-
quence, and the love of tolerably pure
blood, common to most country
squires, he was by no means ambitious
for his daughter. On the contrary,
the same feeling which at Warlock
had made him choose his companions
among the inferior gentry, made him
averse to the thought of a son-in-law
from the peerage. In spite of Mau-
leverer’s good nature, the very ease of
the earl annoyed him, and he never
felt at home in his society. To Clif-
ford he had a great liking ; and having
convinced himself that there was
nothing to suspect in the young gen-
tleman, he saw no earthly rcason why
s0 agreeable a companion should not
be an agreeable son-inlaw. “If he
be poor,” thought the squire, “though
he ‘does not seem so, Lucy is rich!”
And this truism appeared to him to
answer every objection, Nevertheless,
William Brandon possessed a remark-
able influence over the weaker mind of
of his brother ; and the squire, though
with great reluctance, resolved toadopt
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his advice. He shut his doors against
Clifford, and when he met him in the
streets, instead of greeting him with
his wonted cordiality, he passed him
with a hasty “Good day, captain!”
which, after the first day or two,
merged into a distant bow. When-
ever very good-hearted people are
rude, and unjustly so, the rudeness is
in the extreme. The squire felt it
8o irksome to be less familiar than
heretofore with Clifford, that his
only remaining desire was now to
drop him sltogether; and to this
consummation of acquaintance the
gradually cooling salute appeared
rapidly approaching. Meanwhile, Clif-
ford, unable to see Lucy, shunned
by her father, and obtaining in
answer to all inquiry rude looks
from the footman, whom nothing but
the most resolute command over his
muscles prevented him from knocking
down, hegan to feel, perhaps, for the
first time in his life, that an equivocal
character is at least no equivocal mis-
fortune. To add to his distress, “ the
earnings of his previous industry "—
we use the expression cherished by
the wise Tomlinson—waxed gradually
less and less, beneath the expenses of
Bath ; and the murmuring vdices of
his two comrades began already to
reproach their chief for his inglorious
idleness, and to hint at the necessity
of a speedy exertion,

CHAPTER XX.

“ Whackum. Look you there, now ! Well, all Europe cannot show a knot of finer wits

and braver gontlemen.

Dingbdoy. Faith, they are pretty smart men.”

Taz world of Bath was of a sudden
delighted by the intelligence that
Lord Mauleverer had gone to Beau-
vale (the beautiful seat possessed by
that nobleman in the neighbourhood
of Bath), with the intention of there
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holding a series of sumptuous cnter-
tainments.

The first persons to whom the gay
earl announced his “hospitable pur-
pose” were Mr. and Miss Brandon;
he called at their house, and declared
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his resolution of mot leaving it till
Lucy (who was in her own room)
consented to gratify him with an in-
terview, and a promise to be the
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—and, as England is the freest eoun-
try in the world, all the Mistresses
Hodges and Snodges begged to take
the liberty of bringing their youngest

queen of his purposed festival. Lucy, | dsughters.

teased by her father, descended to the
drawing-room spiritless and pale;
and the earl, struck by the alteration
of her appearance, took her hand, and
made his inquiries with so interested
and feeling a semblance of kindness,
as prepossessed the father, for the
first time, in his favour, and touched
even the daughter. So earnest, too,
was his request that she would honour
his festivities with her presence, and
with so skilful a flattery was it con-
veyed, that the squire undertook to
promise the favour in her name ; and
when the earl, declaring he was not
contented with that promise from an-
other, appealed to Lucy herself, her
denial was soon melted into a positive,
though a reluctant assent.

Delighted with his success, and
more struck with Lucy's loveliness,
refined as it was by her paleness,
than he had ever been before, Maule-
verer left the house, and calculated,
with greater than he had
hitherto done, the probable fortune
Lucy would derive from her uncle.

No sooner were the cards issued for
Lord Mauleverer’s f2te, than nothing
else was talked of among the circles
which, at Bath, people were pleased
to term “ the World.”

But,in the interim, caps aremaking,
and talk flowing, at Bath; and when
it was found that Lord Mauleverer—
the good-natured Lord Mauleverer!
—the obliging Lord Mauleverer !—
was really going to be exclusive, and
out of a thousand acquaintances to
select onlyeight hundred, it is amazing
how his popularity deepened into
respect. Now, then, came anxiety
and triumph; she who was asked
turned her back upon her wha was
not,—old friendships dissolved,—In- |e:
dependence wrote letters for & ticket,

Leaving the enviable Manleverer—
the godlike occasion of so much hap-
piness and woe, triumphand dejection,
ascend with us, O reader, into those
elegant apartments over the hair-
dresser’s shop, tenanted by Mr. Edward
Pepper and Mr. Augustus Tomlinson :
—the time was that of evening ;
Captain Clifford had been diningmth
hintwo friends; the cloth was removed,
and convmsﬁon was flowing over a
table graced by two bottles of port, a
bowl of punch for Mr. Pepper’s espe-
cial discussion, two dishes of filberts,
another of devilled biscuits, and a
fourth of three Pomarisn crudities,
which nobody touched.

The hearth was swept clean, the

fire burned high and clear, the cur-

tains were let down, and the light
excluded. Our three adventurers and
their room seemed the picture of
comfort. So thought Mr. Pepper;
for, glancing round the chamber, and
putting his feet upon the fender, he
said,—

“Were my portrait to be takem,
gentlemen, it is just as I am now that
I would be drawn !”

# And,” said Tomlinson, cracking
his filberts—Tomlinson was fond of
filbe: “ were I to choose a home, it
is in such a home as this that I would
be always quartered.”

“Ah! gentlemen,” said Clifford,
who had been for some time silent,
“it is more than probable that both
yonr wishes may be heard, and thet
yo may be drawn, quartered, and
something else, too, in the very place.
of your desert /"

“ Well!” said Tomlinson, smiling
gently, “] am happy to hear you jest,
agam, ca.phin, though it be at our

Expensel" echoed Ned; “Ay!
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there's the rab ! Who the denece is to
pay the expense of our dinner?”

@ And our dinners for the last
week?” added Tomlinson ;— ¢ this
empty mut looks eminous ; it certainly
has one grand feature, stzikingly re-
seinbling my peckets.”

« Heigho!” sighed Long Ned —

his waisteoat commedities
ingide-out with a significant gesture,
while the aceomplished Tomiinson,
who was fond of plaintive pouetry,
pointed to- the disconsolate vacus, and
exclaimed,—

d

« E’en. while Fashion’s brightest arts.decoy,
The heart desponding asks if this be joy ”

* «Tn troth, gentlemen,” added he,
solemmly depositing his mut-crackers
on the table, and laying, as was his
wont, when about to be luminous, his
right finger on his sinister palm—
#in truth, gentlemen, affairs are grow-
ing serious with us, snd it becomes
necessary forthwith to devise some
afe means of procuring & decent com-

”»

pe %
«} am dunred conformdedly,” cried
Fed.

« And” continued Pormlingon, * no
person of delicacy likes to be sub:
jected to the importunity of vulgar
creditors ; we must, therefore, raise
money for the liqnidation of our debts.
- Captain Lovett, or Clifford, whichever
you be styled, we cafl upon you to
4asist us in 8o praiseworthya purpose.”

Clifford turned his eyes first on
ane; and then on the other, but made
1O ANBWer:

« Fmprémis,” mid Tomlinson, “ et
us each produce our stoek in hand:
for my part, F am free to confess—for
vwhat shame s there in that poverty
which our exertions are abeut to re-
lieve —that I have only two guiness,
four shillings, and threepsnce half

y!”

« And' 1" said Eong Ned, taking
a China ornament from the chimney-
prece, and emptying ite contents in
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his hand, ¥ am in a still more pitifal
condition. See, F have only three
shillings and a bad guinea. I gave the
guinea to the waiter at the White
Hart, yosterday; the dog brought
it back to me to-day, and I was forced
to chenge it with my lsat shiner.
Plague take the thing; I bought it
of & Jew for four shillings; and have
Tost one pound five by the bargain!”
« Fortuns frastrates our wisest
schemes I rejoined the moralising
Augustus, “Captain, will yox produce
the scanty wrecks of your wealth 1”
Clifford, atill silent, threw & purse
on the table; Augustus carefully
emptied i, and counted owt five
guineas ; an expression of grave sur-
prise settled on Tomlinson’s contem-
plative brow, and extending the eoins
towards Clifford, he seid in a melan-
choly tone,— v

et ¢ All your pruty.ones 2.
Did you sayall 7"

A Yook fronr ONifford answered the
interesting- interrogatory.

« Phrese, then,” said TomIinsom, col-
Jecting in hishand the common wealth
—* these; then, are all our remsining
treasures | "—~ As le spoke, he jingled
the coins mournfully in his palm, and
gazing upon them with & parental air,
exclhimed,—

« Al regardless of their. doom, the little.
victims play ! ”

« Oh, di— it1” mid Ned, “no
gentiment ! Let ws come to business
at oneg. To tell you the truth, I, for
one, tired of this heiresshunting,
and o mmn may spend & fortane in
the chase before he can win one.”

“You despair then, positively, of
the widew you have conrted so long?”
asked Tomiinson.

« Uttenly I” rejoined Ned, whose
addresses- bad been limited solely to
the dames of the middling class, and
who had imagined himself at one
time; as he punningly expressed it
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sure of a dear rib from Cheapside.
« Utterly ; sha was very civil to me
at first, but when I proposed, asked
me, with a blush, for my ¢ references.’
—*References ' said I; ¢ why, I want
the place of your husband, my charmer,
not your footman !'—The dame was
inexorable, said she could not take
me without a character, but hinted
that I might be the lover instead of
the bridegroom ; and when I scorned
the suggestion, and preased for the
parson, she told me point blank, with
her unlucky city pronunciation, ¢ that
she would never accompany me to the
halter I”

“Ha, ha, ha!” cried Tomlinson,
laughing. “One can scarcely blame
the good lady for that. Love rarely
brooks such permanent ties. But
have you no other lady in your eye?”

“ Not for matrimony :—all roads
but those to the church !”

While this dissolute pair were thus
conversing, Clifford, leaning against
the wainscot, listened to them with a
sick and bitter feeling of degradation,
which, till of late days, had been a
stranger to his bresst. He was at
length aroused from his silence by
Ned, whobending forward, and placing
his hand upon Clifford’s knee, said
&bmptlyﬂ—

“In short, captain, you must lead
us once more to glory. We have still
our horses, and I keep my mask in
my pocket-book, together with my
comb. Let us take the road to-morrow
night, dash across the country towards
Salisbury, and after a short visit in
that neighbourhood to a band of old
friends of mine—bold fellows, who
would have stopped the devil himself
when he was at work upon Stonehenge,
—make a tour by Readingand Henley,
and end by a plunge into London.”

“ You have spoken well, Ned !”
said Tomlinson, approvingly. “ Now,
noble captain, your opinion ?”

¢ Messieurs,” answered Clifford, “I
highly approve of your intended
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excursion, and I only regret that X
cannot be your companion.”

“Not ! and why?” cried Mr.
Pepper, amazed. .

“ Because I have business here that
renders it impossible ; perhaps, before
long, I may join you in London.”

“Nay,” said Tomlinson, “ there is
no neceasity for our going to London,
if you wigh to remain here; nor need
we at present recur o so desperate an
expedient as the road—a little quiet
business at Bath will answer our
purpose ; and for my part, as you
well know, I love exerting my wits in
some scheme more worthy of them
than the highway;—a profession
meeter for a bully than a man of
genius. Let us then, captain, plan a.
project of enrichment on the property
of some credulous tradesman! why
have recourse to rough measures, sa
long as we can find easy foola?”

Clifford shook his head. “I will
own to you fairly,” said he, “that I
cannot at present take a share in your
exploits : nay, as your chief, I must
lay my positive commands on you to
refrain from all exercise of your talents
at Bath. Rob, if you please: the
world is before you; but this city is
sacred.”

“Body o’ me!” cried Ned, colouring,
“ but this is too good. I will not be
dictated to in this manner.”

¢« But, sir,” answered Clifford, who
had learned in his oligarchical profes-
sion the way to command, “but, sir,
you shall ; or if you mutiny, you
leave our body, and then will the
hangman have no petty chance of
your own, Come! come! ingrate as
you are, what would you be without
me? How many times have I already
saved that long carcass of thine from
the rope, and now would you have the
baseness to rebel? Out on you!”

Though Mr. Pepper was still wroth,
he bit his lip in moody silence, and
suffered not his passion to have its
way; while Clifford rising, after a
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short pause, continued : “ Look you,
Mr. Pepper, you know my commands;
. consider them peremptory. I wish
you success, and plenty! Farewell,
gentlemen !”

“Do you leave us already?” cried
Tomlinson., * You are offended.”

“Surely not !” answered Clifford,
retreating to the door. “ But an
engagement elsewhere, you know !”

“ Ay, I take you !” said Tomlinson,
following Clifford out of the room,
and shatting the door after him.

“ Ay, I take you!” added he, in a
whisper, as he arrested Clifford at the
head of the stairs. ¢ But tell me, how
do you get on with the heiress }”

Smothering that sensation at his
heart which made Clifford, reckless as
he was, enraged and ashamed, when-
ever, through the lips of his comrades,
there issued any allusion to Lucy
Brandon, the chief replied, “I fear,
Tomlingon, that I am already sus-
pected by the old squire! All of a
sudden, he avoids me, shuts his door
sgainst me ; Miss Brandon goes
nowhere: and even if she did, what
could I expect from her after this
sudden change in the father }”

Tomlinson looked blank and dis-
concerted. “ But,” said he, after a
moment's silence, “why not put a
good face on the matter? walk up to
the squire, and ask him the reason of
his unkindness "

“ Why, look you, my friend ; I am
bold enough with all others, but this
girl has made me as bashful as a maid
in all that relates to herself. Nay,
there are moments when I think I can
conquer all selfish feeling, and rejoice
for her sake that she has escaped me,
Could I but see her once more—I
could—yes ! I feel—I feel I could—
resign her for ever|”

“ Humph !” said Tomlinson ; “and
what is to become of us ? Really, my
captain, your sense of duty should lead
you to exert yourself; your friends
starve before your eyes, while you are
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shilly-shallying about your mistress.
Have you no bowels for friendship 1"

“ A truce with this nonsense !” said
Clifford, angrily.

“It is sense,—sober sense,—and
sadness too,” rejoined Tomlinson,
“Ned is discontented, our debts are
imperious, Suppose now,—just sup-
pose, —that we take a moonlight
flitting from Bath, will that tell well
for you whom we leave behind? Yet
this we must do, if you do not devise
some ‘method of refilling our purses.
Either, then, consent to join us in &
scheme meet for our wants, or pay our
debts in this city, or fly with us to
London, and dismiss all thoughts of
that love which is so seldom friendly
to the projects of ambition.”

Notwithstanding the manner in
which Tomlinson made this threefold
proposition, Clifford could not but
acknowledge the sense and justice
contained in it ; and a glance at the
matter sufficed to show how ruinous
to his character, and, therefore, to his
hopes, would be the flight of his
comrades and the clamour of their
creditors,

“ You speak well, Tomlinson,” said
he, hesitating ; “and yet for the life
of me I cannot aid you in any scheme
which may disgrace us by detection.
Nothing can reconcile me to the
apprehension of Miss Brandon’s dis-
covering who and what was her
suitor.”

“J feel for you,” said Tomlinson,
“but give me and Pepper at least
permission to shift for ourselves ;
trust to my known prudence for
finding - some method to raise the
wind without creating a dust: in
other words—(this cursed Pepper
makes one so vulgar !)—of preying on
the public without being discovered.”

“1 see no alternative,” answered
Clifford, reluctantly, * but, if possible,
be quiet for the present; bear with
me for a few days longer, give me
only sufficient time onee more to see
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Miss Brandon, and I will engage to
extricate you from your dificulties !”

“8poken like yourself, frankly and
nobly !” replied Tomlinson: “no one
has a grester confidemce im your
genius, once exerted, than I have !”

So saying, the pair shoek hands
and parted. Tomlinsen rejoined Mr.
Pepper.

“ Well, have you settled anything?”
quoth the latter.

“Not exsetly; and theagh Levutt
has promised to exert himself im a
few days, yet as the poor man is in
love, and his genius under s cloud, I
have little faith in his promises.”

“And I have none !” mid Pepper;
“besides, time presses ! A few days!
—a few devils! We are certainly
seented here, and I walk about Fike a
barrel of beer st Christmes, wnder
hourlyapprehensionof being tapped /”

“ It is very strange,” said the phile-
sophie Avgnstus; “but I think there
i an instinct in tradestwen by which
they can tell a rogue at first sight ;
and I can get (dress T ever so well) mo
more credit with my lsundress: than
my friends the Whigs can with ﬂw

le.”

% Jm short, them,” said Ned, “ we
mmst recur st onee to the read ; and
on the day after to-morrew there will
be an excellent opportunity : the old
eard with the hard name gives a
breakfest, or feast, or some sach
mummery. I undersiand people will
stay till after nightfall; let ws watch
our opportunity, we ave famously
mounted, and some earriage Inter than
the gemeral string' may furnish ws
with alf our hearts can desire |

“ Bravo!” cried Tomlinson,
Mr. Pepper heartily by thehand ; “1
give you joy of your ingenwity, and
You mey trust to: me to make our
peace afterwards with Lovett. Any
enterprise that seems to him gallant |
he is always willing encagh to forgive ; .

the road,—(for which I eonfoss thet I
think him foolish,)}—he will be more
ready to look over our expleits in that
line than in any other more subtle
but less heroic.”

“ Well, I leave it to you to propi-
tiate the cove or not, as you please;
and now that we have settled the
main point, let us finish the lush !>

“ And,” sdded Augustos, taking a
pack of cards from the: chimney-piece,
“we cam in the mesnwhile have ¥
quiet- game at cribbage for shillings.”

“Done {” eried Ned, elearing away
the desert.

If the redoubted hearts of Mr.
Edward Pepper, and that Elysses of
robbers, Augustus Tomiinaen, beat
high as the keurs brought on Lerd
Muuleverer’s /e, their lesder was not
without swxiety and expectation for
the same event. His was uninvitad,
it is true, to the gy seeme; but he
had hesrd in public that Miss Bran-
don, recovered from her late illness,
wae certainly to be there; and Chf
ford, torn with suspense, and esger
once more, even if for the last time, to
gee the enly pemen who had ever
pierced his senl with x keen semse
of his errors, or crimes, rescived to
risk all obstacles, and meet her at
Manleverer's..

“ My life,” sid he, as he st alone:
in his spartment, eyeing the falling
embers of his still and lethargie fire,
“may soon approsck ite termination ;

‘it is, indeed, out of the chanees of

thmgs that I can long eszape the
doom of my eonditien; and whem as
a lust heps to raise nvyself from my
desperate state fnte respectability and

shaking | reform, I came hither, snd: medit:_ttul

purehasing independence by marriage,
I wae blind -to the eursed rascality of
the action! Happy, after all, that
my intentions were directed against
one whom I s0 soon aad 86 adoringly’
lesrned to love! Mad I' weoed one

and as he ‘never practises anyoth&rlwlsomlroved less, B might not hawve.

branch of the profession than that of |

| scrupled to decefve her intd> marriage,
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As it is l—well {—it is idle in me to
think thus of my resclutien, when I
bave net even the optien to choose;
when her father, perhaps, has already
lified the veil from my assumed
dignities, and the daughter already
shrinks in horror from my name.
Yet I will see her! ¥ will look once
here upon that angel face—I will
hear from her own lips the eonfession
of her scorm—1I will pea that bright
eyo flash hatred upon me, and I can
then tern emoce more t0 my fatal
career, and forget that ¥ have ever

thet it was begun. Yet,
what else could have been my alter-
native? Friendless, homeles, name-
lese—an erphan, worse than an orphan
—~the son of 8 harlot, my father even
unknown ! yei ecursed with early
aspirings and restlessness, and a half
glimmering of kmewledge, and sn

.
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entire Iust of whatever seemed enter-
prise— what wonder that I chese
any thing rather than daily labour
and perpetual contumely ? After all,
the fault is in fortune, and the world,
not me! Oh, Leey! had I but beem
born in your sphere, had I bunt pos-
sessed the claim to merit you, what
would I not have done, and dared,
and for your sake !”

Such, or similar to these, were the
thoughts of Clifford during the inter-
val between his resolution of sceing
Lacy and the time of effecting it.
The thoughts were of ne pleasing,
though of an exciting mature; mer
were they greatly soothed by the in-
genious occupstion of cheating him-
self into the belief that, if he was &
bhighwaymen, it was altogether the
fault of the highways,

C€HAPTER XX,
¢ Bresm. Let me but ses ber, dear Reontioe.”
Humorows:

-Rioutonant.

* Hempskirke. It was the fellow, sure.
Welfort. What are you, sirrak ! "—Bepgar'y Bush:

‘O vmou divine spirit, that burnest
im every bresst, inciting each with the

seblime desire to be fine / that stirrest’

up the great to become: hittle in ender
to seem gventer, and that makest a
duchess weo insuit for a voucher!
Thou that delightcst in m many
shspes, multifarious, yet the same;
spivit that makest the high despiea-
bie, and the lowd meaner than his
walet! equally great whether thou
o friend, or cutbest & father |
lsckering all thew touchest with a
bright velgarity, that thy votaries
jmagine % be goldt—ihou that
sendest the fow to fashienahle balls
and the many to fashiemable novels ;
«that smitest evem Genius as well

|8 moving and girdling pmmersma

az Folly, meking the fuvowrites of
the Gods boast an acqusiniamce they
have net with the graces of s mush-
room peerage, rather than the know-
Jodge they have of the Muses of an
aternal Helioon !—theu that leavest
in the great ocean of enr manners no

| dry spot for the foot of independenes ;

—Mpﬂdm&emmvﬁ

the souls of free-borm Byitems into &
powder mmaller than the angels whick
dance in myriads on a pin's point.
Whether, O spirit.! thoun callest thy-
self Fashion, or Ton, or Ambition, or
Vanity, or Crimging, er Cant, or any
title equally lofty snd sablime—would
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that from thy wings we could gain
but a single plame! Fain would we,
in fitting strain, describe the festivi-
ties of that memorable day, when the
benevolent Lord Mauleverer received
and blessed the admiring universe of
Bath.

But to be less poetical, as certain
writers say, when they have been
writing nonsense—but to be less poe-
tical, and more exact, the morning,
though in the depth of winter, was
bright and clear, and Lord Maan-
leverer found himself in particularly
good health. Nothing could be better
planned than the whole of his arrange-
ments: unlike those which are ordi-
narily chosen for the express reason
of being as foreign as possible to the
nature of our climate, all at Lord
Mauleverer's were made suitable to
a Greenland atmosphere. The tem-
ples and summerhouses, interspersed
through the grounds, were fitted up,
some as Esquimaux huts, others as
Russian pavilions ; fires were carefully
kept up; the musicians, Mauleverer
took care should have as much wine
a8 they pleased ; they were set skil-
fully in places where they were un-
seen, but where they could be heard.
One or two temporary buildings were
erected for those who loved dancing ;
and as Mauleverer, miscalculating on
the principles of human nature,
thought gentlemen might be averse
from ostentatious exhibition, he had
hired persons to skate minuets and
figures of eight upon his lakes, for
the amusement of those who were
fond of skating. All people who would
be kind enough to dress in strange
costumes, and make odd noises, which
they called einging, the earl had care-
fully engaged, and planted in the best
places for making them look still
stranger than they were.

There was also plenty to eat, and
more than plenty to drink. Man-
leverer knew well that our country-
men and countrywomen, whatever be
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their rank, like to have their spirita
exalted. In short, the whole déjedner
was 80 admirably contrived, that it
was probable the guests would not
look much more melancholy during
the amusements, than they would
have done had they been otherwise
engaged at a funeral.

Lucy and the squire were among
the first arrivals,

Mauleverer, approaching the father
and daughter with his most courtly
manner, insisted on taking the latter
under his own escort, and being her
cicerone through the round of prepa-
rations.

As the crowd thickened, and it was
observed how gallant were the atten-
tions testified towards Lucy by the
host, many and envious were the
whispers of the guests! Those good
people, naturally angry at the thought
that two individuals should be mar-
ried, divided themselves into twe
parties ; one abused Lucy, and the
other Lord Mauleverer ; the former
vituperated her art, the latter his
folly. “I thought she would play her
cards well—deceitful creature !” said
the one. “January and May,” mut-
tered the other ; “ the man’s sixty!”
It was noticeable that the party
against Lucy was chiefly composed of
ladies, that against Mauleverer of
men ; that conduct must indeed be
heinous which drawns down the in-
dignation of one’s own sex |

Unconscious of her crimes, Lucy
moved along, leaning on the arm of
the gallant earl, and languidly smil-
ing, with her heart far away, at his
endeavours to amuse her. There was
something in in the mere
contrast of the pair; so touching
seemed the beauty of the young girl,
with her delicate cheek, maiden form,
drooping eyelid, and quiet simplicity
of air, in comparison to the worldly
countenance and artificial grace of
her companion.

After some time, when they were
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in a sequestered part of the grounds,
Mauleverer, observing that none were
near, entered a rude hut ; and so fas-
cinated was he at that moment by
the beauty of his guest, and so meet
to him seemed the opportunity of his
confession, that he with difficulty
suppressed the avowal rising to his
lips, and took the more prudent plan
of first sounding and preparing, as it
were, the way.

“ 1 cannot tell you, my dear Miss
Brandon,” said he, slightly pressing
the beautiful hand leaning on his
arm, “ how happy I am to see you
the guest—the queen, rather—of my
house! Ah! could the bloom of
youth return with its feelings! Time
is never so cruel as when, while steal-
ing from us the power to please, he
leaves us in full vigour the unhappy
privilege to be charmed ! »

Mauleverer expected at least a
blushing contradiction to the implied
application of & sentiment so affect-
ingly expressed : he was disappointed.
Lucy, less alive than usual to the sen-
timental, or its reverse, scarcely per-
ceived his meaning, and answered
simply, “That it was very true.”
“ This eomes of being, like my friend
Burke, too refined for one’s audience,”
thought Mauleverer, wincing a little
from the unexpected reply. “ And
yet!” he resumed, “I would not
forego my power to admire, futile—
nay, painful as it is. Even now while
I gaze on you, my heart tells me that
the pleasure I enjoy, it is at your com-
Tmand, at once, and for ever, to blight
into misery ; but while it tells me, I
gaze on!”

Lucy raised her eyes, and some-
thing of her natural archness played
1in their expression.

“1 believe, my lord,” said she,
moving fromthe hut, “that itwouldbe
better 1o join your guests : walls have
ears; and what would be the gay Lord
Mauleverer’s self-reproach, if he heard
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“The most charming person in
Europe!” cried Mauleverer vehe-
mently, and the hand which he before
touched he now clasped: at that
instant Lucy saw opposite to her,
half hid by a copse of evergreens, the
figure of Clifford. His face, which
seemed pale and wan, was not directed
towards the place where she stood;
and he evidently did not perceive
Mauleverer or herself, yet so great
‘was the effect that this glimpse of
him produced on Lucy, that she
trembled violently, and, unconsciously
uttering a faint cry, snatched her hand
from Mauleverer.

The earl started, and, catching the
expression of her eyes, turned instantly
towards the spot to which her gaze
seemed riveted. He had not heard
the rustling of the boughs, but he saw,
with his habitual quickness of remark,
that they still trembled, as if lately
displaced; and he caught through
their interstices the glimpse of a re-
ceding figure. He sprang forward
with an agility very uncommon to
his usual movements; but before he
gained the copse, every vestige of the
intruder had vanished.

What elaves we are to the moment!
As Manleverer turned back to rejoin
Lucy, who, agitated almost to faint-
ing, leaned against the rude wall of
the hut, he would as soon have thought
of flying a8 of making that generous
offer of self, &c. which the instant
before he had been burning to render
Lucy. The vain are always sensitively
jealous, and Mauleverer, remember-
ing Clifford, and Lucy’s blushes in
dancing with him, instantly accounted
for her agitation and its cause. With
a very grave air he approached the
object of his late adoration, and re-
quested to know if if were not some
abrupt intruder that had occasioned
her alarm. Lucy, scarcely knowing
what she said, answered in a low
voice, “ That it was, indeed!” and

sgain of his fine complimentsto——1" | begged instantly to rejoin her father,
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Mroﬂh‘dhalmwm
digrity, aad the pair passed
. tnqteiu of the grounda, where
Mmmmmbrlﬁmm
smiles and courtesy to all around him.
“ He in ocertainly accepted!” maid
Mr. Shrewd to Lady Simper.
“ What sn immense match for the
girl!¥ was Lady Simper’s reply.
Amidst the musie, the dencing, the
throng, the noise, Imcyfondaeq
{0 recover herself; and disengaging
her arm from Lord Mauleverer, as she
perceived her father, she rejoined the
squire, and remained a patient listener
to his remarks till, late im the noon,
it became an nmieuhadmthat
people were expecied to go into 3
long room in erder to eat and drink.
Manuleverer, now alive to the duties of

his situation, and fepling exceedingly | him,

with Luwey, was more recon-
ciled than he otherwise might have
been te the eiquette which obliged
him to select for the object of his hes-
pitable cares an old dowager dueheu,
instond of the beauty of the féte; but
he icok care to peint out to the
squire the places appointed for him-
self and daughter, which wewe, though
nt soms distance from the eaxrl, under
the providenoe of his vigilant survey.
While Manleverer was deifying the
Dowager Duchess, and refreshing his
spirits with a chicken, and a medi-
cinal glass of Madeira, the conversa-
tion near Luey tarned, to her infinite
dismay, wpon, Clifford. Some one
had seen him ig the grounds, booted,
and in s riding undress,—(in that day
people seldom rode and danced in the
same conformation of coat,)—and as
Manleverer was a preeise person about
those little matters of efiguetés, this
negligence of Clifford’s made quite a
subject of discussion. By degrees the
conversation changed into the old
inquiry as to who this Captain Clif
ford was; and just as it had reached
that point, it reached also the gently
deafomed ears of Lord Mauleverer.
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“ Pray, my lard," ssid the ol@
duchess, “since he is ome of yowr
guests, you, who know whe and what
every oae is, can pessibly inform us of
the real family of this beantiful Mx.
Clifford?”

: & Oume of my guesis, did you say3”
answered Mauleverer, irritated greatly
beyond his usual quietness of manner:
“ really, your grace does me wrang.
He may be a guest of my valet, but
e asguredly is not mine ; and should
1 encounter him, I shall leave it to
myvdettopvehanhismﬁuwdl
a8 his invitatien!”

Masuloverer, heigimnhgbism
uhobsenml athwart the table am
sliernate paleness snd flush npom -
any’l&ea which mdlth
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silence at the table while he spoke,
Moveryone felt ﬂxeaﬂ‘mntmuatb(

spartment. Whea Mr Shrewd bad
fully convineed himself of this fact—
(for there was & daring spirit about
Clifferd which few wished to draw
upon themeelves),—that personage
broke the pause by observing that ne
man, who pretended ito be a geatle-
man, would intrude: himself, unssked
and unwelcome, into any society ; and
Mauleverer, catching up the obaerva-
tmn,md——(drmhngmntthem
time with Mr. Shrewd),—ihat un-
doubtedly such eonduct fully justified
the rumours respecting Mz.. Clifford,
and utterly excluded him from :that
rank to which it was before more
than suspecied he had no claim. -
So luminous and satisfactery sa




. PAUL CLIFFORD.

. opinion from such an authority, once
broached, was immediately and univer-
sally echoed ; and, long before the
repast was over, it seemed to be tacitly
agreed that Captain Clifford ahould be
sent to Coventry, and if be murmured
at the exile, he would have no right
to insist upon heing sent thence to
the devil

The good old squire, mindful of his
former friendship for Clifford, and not
apt to veer, was about to begin a speech
an the occasion, when Lucy, touching
his arm, implored him o0 be silent;
and so ghastly was the paleness of

.her cheek while ahe spoke, that the
aquire’s eyes, obtuse a8 he generally
was, opened at once to the real secret
of ber heart. As soon as the truth
flashed upon him, he wondered, re-
calling Clifford’s great personal beauty
and marked attentions, that it had not
flashed upon him sooner; and leaning
back on his chair, he sunk into one
of the most unpleasans reveries he had
ever coneeived.

At a given signal the music for the
dancers recommenced, and, at a hint
te that effect from the host, persons
rose without ceremony to repair to
other amusements, and suffer such
guests as had hitherto been excluded
from eating %o occupy the place of the
relinguishers. Lucy, glad to escape,
was one of the first to resign her
situation, and with the squire she re-
turned to the grounds During the
banquet, evening had closed in, and
the scene now reslly became fairy-
like and picturesque ;—lamps hung
from many a tree, reflecting the light
through the richest and softest hues,
—the music itself sounded more mu-
sieally than during the day,—gipsy-
tents were pitched at wild corners
and copses, and the bright wood-fires
burning in them blazed merrily upon
the cold yet cheerful air of the in-
creasing night. The view was really
novel and inviting; and as it had
been an understood matier that ladies
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were to bring furs, clonks, and boots,
all these who thought they looked
well in such array made little groups,
and scattered themselves about the
grounds and in the tenta. They, on
the conirary, in wham “ the purple
light of love” waa apt by the frost to
be propelled from the cheeks to the
ceniral ornament of the face, or who
thought a fire in a room quite as
agreeable ag a fire in a tent, remained
within, and contemplaied the scene
through the open windowa.

Lucy longed to return home, mor
was the squire reluctant ; but, unhap-
pily, it wanted an honr to the time at
which the carriage had been ordered,
and she mechanieally joined a group
of guests, who had persuaded the
good-natured squire to forget his gout,
and venture forth to loek at the illa-
minations, Her party was soon joined
by others, and the group gradually
thickened into a crowd ; the throng
whas stationary for a few minutes before
a little temple, in which fireworks had
Jjust commenced an additional attrac-
tion to the scenc. Opposite to this
temple, as well as in its rear, the
walks and trees had been purposely
left in comparative darkness, in order
to heighten the effect of the fire-
works. ’

“1 declare,” said Lady Simper,
glancing down one of the alleys which
seemed to stretch away into blackness
—T declare it seems quite a lover's
walk ! how kind in Lord Mauleverer!
—such a delicate attention—"

“To your ladyship!” added Mr.
Shrewd, with a bow.

While, one of this erowd, Lucy was
vacantly eyeing the long trains of
light which ever and anon shot against
the gky, she felt her hand suddenly
seized, and at the same time a voice
whispered, “ For God's sake, read this
now and grant my request !”

The voice, which seemed to rise
from the very heart of the speaker,

Lucy knew at once; she trembled
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violently, and remained for some
minutes with eyes which did not dare
to look from the ground. A note
she felt had been left in her hand, and
the agonized and earnest tone of that
voice, which was dearer to her ear
than the fulness of all music, made
her impatient yet afraid to read it.
As she recovered courage she looked
around, and seeing that the attention
of all was bent upon the fireworks,
and that her father, in particular,
leaning on his cane, seemed to enjoy
the spectacle with a child’s engrossed
delight, she glided softly away, and
entering unperceived one of the alleys,
she read, bya solitary lamp that burned
at its entrance, the following lines
written in pencil and in a hurried
hand, apparently upon a leaf torn
from a pocket-book :—

“Y implore—I entreat yon, Miss
Brandon, to see me, if but for a
moment. I purpose to tear myself
sway from the place in which you
residle—to go abroad—to leave even
the spot hallowed by your footstep.
After this night, my presence, my
presumption, will degrade you no
more. But this night, for mercy’s
sake, see me, or I shall gomad! I
will but apeak to you one instant:
this is all I ask. If you grant me this
prayer, the walk to the left where you
stand, at the entrance to which there
is one purple lamp, will afford an
opportunity to your mercy. A few
yards down that walk I will meet you—
none can see or hear us. Will you grant
this? Iknownot—I dare not think :
but under any case, your name shall be
the last upon my lips. “P,C.”

As Lucy read this hurried scrawl,
she glanced towards the lamp above
her, and saw that she had accidentally
entered the very walk indicated in
the note. She paused—she hesitated ;
—the impropriety—the singuln.rity
of the request, darted upon her at
onee; on the other hand, the anxious
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voice still ringing in her ear, the
incoherent vehemence of the note,
the risk, the opprobrium Clifford had
incurred, solely—her heart

—+to see her, all aided her simple
temper, her kind feelings, and her
love for the petitioner, in inducing
her to consent. She cast one glance
behind,—all seemed occupied with
far other thoughts than that of notice
towards her; she looked anxiously
before,—all looked gloomy and indis-
tinct; but suddenly, at some little
distance, she deseried a dark figure in
motion. 8he felt her knees shake
under her, her heart beat uolently,
she moved oriward a few paces, again
paused, and looked back ; the figure
before her moved as in appronch, she
resumed courage, and advanced—the
figure was by her side.

“ Howgenerous, how condescending,
is this goodness in Miss Brandon !”
said the voice, which so struggled
with secret and strong emotion, that
Lucy scarcely ized it as Clif-
ford’s. “I did not dare to expect it;
and now—now that I meet you ——*
Clifford paused, as if seeking words ;
and Lucy, even through the dark,
perceived that her strange companion
was powerfully excited; she waited
for him to continue, but observing
that he walked on in silence, she
said, though with a trembling voice,
“Indeed, Mr. Clifford, I fear that it
is very, very improper in mo to meet
you thus; nothing but the strong
expressions in your letter—and—and
—in short, my fear that you meditated
some desperate design, at which I
could not guess, caused me to yield to
your wish for an interview.” She
paused, and Clifford, still preserving
silence, she added, with some little
coldness in her tone, “If you have
really aught to say to me, you must
allow me to request that you speak it
quickly. This interview, you must
be sensible, ought to end almost as
soon as it begins.”
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* Hear me then!” said Clifford,
mastering his embarrassment, and
speaking in a firm and clear voice—
%is that true, which I have but just
heard,—is it true that I have been
spoken of in your presence in terms
of insult and affront }”

It was now for Lucy to feel em-
barrassed ; fearful to give pain, and
yet anxious that Clifford should know,
in order that he might disprove, the
slight and the suspicion which the
mystery around him drew upon his
name, she faltered between the two
feelings, and, without satisfying the
latter, succeeded in realising the fear
of the former.

“ Enough !” said Clifford, in a tone
of deep mortification, as his quick ear
caught and interpreted, yet more hu-
miliatingly than the truth, the mean-
ing of her stammered and confused
reply. “Enough! I see that it is
true, and that the only human being
in the world to whose good opinion
1 am not indifferent has been a wit-
ness of the insulting manner in which
others have dared to speak of me |”

“ But,” said Lucy, eagerly, “why
give the envious or the idle any ex-
cuse? Why not suffer your parentage
and family to be publicly known?
‘Why are you here ”—(and her voice
sunk into a lower key)—* this very
day, unasked, and therefore subject to
the cavils of all who think the poor
distinction of an invitation an honour?
Forgive me, Mr. Clifford, perhaps I
offend,—I hurt you by speaking thus
frankly; but your good name rests
with yourself, and your friends cannot
but feel angry that you should trifle
with it.”

“Madam !” said Clifford, and Lucy’s
€yes, now growing accustomed to the
darkness, perceived a bitter smile
upon his lips, “my name, good orill, is
an object of little care to me. I have
read of philosophers who pride them-
gelves in placing no value in the
opinions of the world. Rank me
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among that sect—but I am, I own I
am, anxious that you alone, of all the
world, should not despise me;—and
now that I feel you do—that you
must—every thing worth living or
hoping for is past !”

 Despise you !” said Lucy, and her
eyes filled with tears—“indeed you
wrong me and yourself. But listen
to me, Mr. Clifford : I have seen, it
is true, but little of the world, yet I
have seen enough to make me wish
I could have lived in retirement for
ever ; the rarest quality among either
sex, though it is the simplest, seems
to me, good-nature; and the only
occupation of what are termed fashion-
able people appears to be speaking ill
of one another : nothing gives such a
acope to scandal as mystery ; nothing
disarms it like openness. I know—
your friends know, Mr. Clifford, that
your character can bear inspection;
and I believe, for my own part, the
same of your family. Why not, then,
declare who and what you are 1

“That candour would indeed be
my best defender,” said Clifford, in a
tone which ran displeasingly through
Lucy’s ear; “but in truth, madam, I
repeat, I care not one drop of this
worthless blood what men say of me ;
that time has passed, and for ever:
perhaps it never keenly existed for
me—no matter. I came hither, Miss
Brandon, not wasting a thought on
these sickening fooleries, ér on the
hoary idler by whom they are given !
I came 'hither, only once more to see
you—to hear you speak—to watch you
move—to tell you—(and the speaker's
voice trembled, so as to he scarcely
audible)—to tell you, if any reason
for the disclosure offered itself, that I
have had the boldness—the crime to
love—to love—O God ! to adore you!
and then to leave you for ever!”

Pale, trembling, scarcely preserved
from falling by the tree against which
she leanéd, Lucy listened to this
abrupt avowal. I

N
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. “Dare I touch this hand,” con-
tinued Clifford, as he knelt and took
ft, timidly and reverently: “you
know not, you cannot dream, how
unworthy is he who thus presumes—
yet, not all unworthy, while he is
sensible of so deep, so holy & feeling
as that which he bears to you. God
bless you, Miss Brandon —Lucy, God
bless you !—And if, hereafter, you
hear me subjected to still blacker sus-
picion, or severer scrutiny, than that
which I now sustain—if even your
charity and goodness can find no
defence for me,—if the suspicion
become certainty, and the scrutiny
end in condemnation, believe, at least,
that circumstances have carried me
beyond my nature; and that under
fairer auspices I might have been
other than I am!” Lucy’s tear dropped
upon Clifford’s hand, as he spoke;
and while his heart melted within
him as he felt it, and knew his own
desperate and unredeemed condition,
he added,—

“ Every one courts you—the proud,
the rich, the young, the high-born,
all are at your feet! You will select
one of that number for your husband :
may he watch over you as I would
have done —love you as I do he can-
mot/! Yes, I repeat it!” continued
Clifford, vehemently, “he cannot/
None amidst the gay, happy, silken
crowd of your equals and followers
can feel for you that single and over-
ruling passion, which makes you to
me what all combined—country,
power, wealth, reputation, an honest
name, peace, common safety, the
quiet of the common air, alike the
least blessing and the greatest—are
to all others! Once more, may God
in heaven watch over you and pre-
serve you ! I tear myself, on leaving
you, from all that cheers, or blesses,
or raises, or might have saved me!—
Farewell |”

The hand which Lucy had relin-

quished to her strange suitor was
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pressed ardently to his lips, dropped
in the same instant, and she knew
that she was once more alone.

But Clifford, hurrying rapidly
through the trees, made his way
towards the nearest gate which led
from Lord Mauleverer's domain ;
when he reached it, & crowd of the
more elderly guests occupied the en-
trance, and one of these was a lady of
such distinction, that Mauleverer, in
spite of his aversion to any super-
fluous exposure to the night air, had
obliged himself to conduct her to her
carriage. He was in a very ill humour
with this constrained politeness, espe-
cially as the carriage was very slow in
relieving him of his charge, when he
saw, by the lamplight, Clifford passing
near him, and winning his way to the
gate. Qulte forgetting his worldly
prudence which should have made
him averse to scenes with any one,
especially with a flying enemy, and a
man with whom, if he believed aright,
little glory was to be gained in con-
quest, much less in contest ; and only
remembering Clifford’s rivalship, and
his own hatred towards him for the
presumption, Mauleverer, uttering 8
hurried apology to the lady on his
arm, stepped forward, and, opposing
Clifford’s progress, eaid, with & bow of
tranquil insult, “Pardon me, sir, but
is it at my invitation, or that of one of
my servants, that you bave honoured
me with your company this day 1”

Clifford’s thoughta at the time of
this interruption were of that nature
before which all petty misfortunes
shrink into nothing ; if, therefore, he
started for a moment at the earl’s
address, he betrayed no embarrass-
ment in reply, but bowing with an
air of respect, and taking no notice of
the affront imaplied in Maulevargr’n
speech, he answered,—

“Your lordship has only to deign
a glance at my dress, to see that I
have not intruded myself on your
grounds with theintention of claiming
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your hospitality. The fact is, and
I trust to your lordship’s courtesy to
admit the excuse, that I leave this
neighbourhood to-morrow, and for
some length of time. A person whom
1 was very anxiouns to see before I left
was one of your lordship’s guests; I
heard this, and knew that I should
have no other opportunity of meeting
the person in question before my
departure; and I must now throw
myself on the well-known politeness
of Lord Mauleverer, to pardon a free-
dom originating in a business very
much approaching to a necessity ! ”

Lord Mauleverer’saddress to Clifford
had congregated an immediate crowd
of eager and expectant listeners, but
80 quietly respectful and really gen-
tlemanlike were Clifford's air.and tone
in excusing himself, that the whole
throng were' smitten with a sudden
disappointment.

Lord Mauleverer himself, surprised
by the temper and deportment of the
unbidden guest, was at a loss for one
moment ; and Clifford was about to
take advantage of that moment and
glide away, when Mauleverer, with a
second bow, more civil than the
former one, said :

“I'cannot but be happy, sir, that

my poor place has afforded you any
convenience ; but, if I am not very
jmpertinent, will you allow me to
inquire the name of my guest with
whom you required a meeting ?”
* “My lord,” said Clifford, drawing
himself up, and speaking gravely and
sternly, though still with a certain
deference—* I need not surely point
out to your lordship’s good sense and
good feeling, that your Very questicn
implies ‘a doubt, and, consequently,
an affront, and that the tone of it is
not such as to justify that concession
on my part which the farther expla-
nation you require would imply !”

Few spoken sarcasms could be so
- bitter as that silent one which Mau-
Ieverer could command by a smile,
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and, with this complimentary expres-
sion on his thin lips and raised brow,
the earl answered: “Sir, I honour
the skill testified by your reply; it
must be the result of a profound
experienco in these affairs. I wish
you, sir, a very good night; and the -
next time you favour me with a visit,

I am quite sure that your motives
for so indulging me will be no less
creditable to you than at present.”

With these words, Mauleverer
turned to rejoin his fair charge. But
Clifford was a man who had seen in a
short time & great deal of the world,
and knew tolerably well the theories
of society, if not the practice of its
minutiee; mereover, he was of an
acute and resolute temper, and these
properties of mind, natural and ac-
quired, told him that he was now in .
a situation in which it bad become
more necessary to defy than to con-
ciliate. Instead therefore of retiring,
he walked deliberately up to Mau-
leverer, and said :

“ My lord, I shall leave it to the
judgment of your guests to decide
whether you have acted the part of a
nobleman and a gentleman in thus,
in your domainms, insulting onme who
has given you such explanation of his
trespass as would fally excuse him in
the eyes of all considerate or coart.
eous persons. I shall also leave it to
them to decide whether the tone of
your inquiry allowed me to give you
any farther apology. But I shall take
it upon myself, my lord, to demand
from you an immediate explanation
of your last speech.”

“ Insolent ! ” cried Mauleverer, oo~
louring with indignation, and almost
for the first time in his life - losing
absolute command over his temper ;
“do you bandy words with me
Begone, or I shall order my servants
to thrust you forth!”

“ Begone, sir —begone | ” cried se-
veral voices in echo to Mauleverer,

from those persons who deemed it
x2
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now high time to take part with the
powerful.

Clifford stood his ground, gazing
around with a look of angry and defy-
ing contempt, which, joined to his
athletic frame, his dark and fierce
eye, and a heavy riding-whip, which,
as if mechanically, he half raised,
effectually kept the murmurers from
proceeding to violence.

“ Poor pretender to breeding and
to sense ! ” said he, disdainfully turn-
ing to Mauleverer ; “ with one touch
of this whip I could shame you for
ever, or compel you to descend from
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the level of your rank to that of mine,
and -the action would be but a mild
return to your language. But I love
rather to teach you than to correct.
According to my creed, my lord, he
conquers most in good breeding who
forbears the most—ecorn enables me
to forbear —Adieu!”

With this, Clifford turned on his
heel and strode away, A murmur,
approaching to a groan, from the
younger or sillier part of the parasites
(the mature and the sensible have no
extra emotion to throw away), fol-
lowed him as he disappeared.

CHAPTER XXIL

« Qutlaw. Stand, sir, and throw us that you have about you !
Vai. Ruffians, forego that rude, uncivil touch ! ®

Ox leaving the scene in which he
had been so unwelcome a guest, Clif-
ford hastened to the little inn where
he had left his horse. He mounted
and returned to Bath. His thoughts
were absent, and he unconsciously
suffered the horse to direct its course
whither it pleased. This was natu-
rally towards the nearest halting-
place which the animal remembered ;
and this halting-place was at that
illustrious tavern, in the suburbs of
the town, in which we have before
commemorated Clifford’s re-election
to the dignity of chief, It was a
house of long-established reputation ;
and here news of any of the absent
confederates was always to be ob-
tained. This circumstance, added to
the excellence of its drink, its ease,
and the electric chain of early habits,
rendered it a favourite haunt, even
despite their present gay and modish
pursuits, with Tomlinson and Pepper ;
and here, when Clifford sought the
pair at unseasonable hours, was he
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for the most part sure to find them.
As his meditations were interrupted
by the sudden stopping of his horse
beneath the well-known sign, Clifford,
muttering an angry malediction on
the animal, spurred it onward in
the direction of his own home. He
had already reached the end of the
street, when his resolution seemed
to change, and muttering to him-
self, “ Ay, I might as well arrange
this very night for our departure!”
he turned his horse’s head backward,
and was once more at the tavern
door. He threw the bridle over an
iron railing, and knocking with a
peculiar sound at the door, was soon
admitted.

“ Are —— and —— here " asked
he of the old woman, as he entered,
mentioning the cant words by which,
among friends, Tomlinson and Pepper
were usually known, ¢ They are both
gone on the sharps to-night,” replied
the old lady, lifting ber unsnuffed
candle to the face of the speaker
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with an intelligent look ; ¢ Oliver* is
sleepy, and the lads will take advan-
tage of his nap.”

“ Do you mean,” answered Clifford,
replying . in the same key, which we
take the liberty to paraphrase, “that
they are out on any actual expe-
dition ?” -

“To be sure,” rejoined the dame.
“ They who lag late on the road may
want money for supper |”

“Ha! which road?”

“You are a pretty fellow for cap-
tain!” rejoined the dame, with a
good-natured sarcasm in her tone.
“ Why, Captain Gloak, poor fellow!
knew every turn of his men to a hair,
and never needed to ask what they
were about. Ah, he was a fellow!
none of your girl-faced mudgers, who
make love to ladies, forsooth —a
pretty woman need not look far for a
kiss when he was in the room, I
warrant, . however . coarse her duds
might be ; and lauk ! but the captain
waé & sensible man, and liked a cow
a8 well as a calf.”

“8o, so! on the road are they?”
_ cried Clifford, musingly, and without
heeding the insinuated attack on his
decorum. “ But answer me, what is
the plan +—Be quick.”

“ Why,” replied the dame, “there’s
some swell cove of a lord gives a
blow-out to-day, and the lads, dear
souls ! think to play the queer on
some straggler.”

Without uttering a word, Clifford
darted from the house, and was re-
mounted before the old lady had time
to recover her surprise.

“If you want to see them,” cried
she, as he put spurs to his horse,
“they ordered me to have supper
ready at ——” The horse’s hoofs
drowned the last words of the dame,
and carefully rebolting the door, and
muttering an invidious comparison
between Captain Clifford and Captain

# The moon.
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Gloak, the good landlady returned to
those culinary operations destined to
rejoice the hearts of Tomlinson and
Pepper.

Return we ourselves to Lucy. It
80 happened that the squire’s carriage
was the last to arrive ; for the coach-
man, long uninitiated among the
shades of Warlock into the dissipation
of fashionable life, entered on his
début at Bath, with all the vigorous
heat of matured passions for the first
time released, into the festivities of
the ‘ale-house, and having a.milder
master than most of his comrades,
the fear of displeasure was less strong
in his aurigal bosom than the love of
companionship ; so that during the
time this gentleman was amusing
himself, Lucy had ample leisure for
enjoying all the thousand-and-one
reports of the scene between Mau-
leverer and Clifford, which regaled her
ears. Nevertheless, whatever might
havebeen her feelingsat these pleasing
recitals, & certain vague joy predomi-
nated over all.- A man feels but
slight comparative happiness in being
loved, if he know that it is in vain.
But to awoman that simple knowledge
is sufficient to destroy the memory of
a thousand distresses, and it is not
till she has told her heart again and
again that she is loved, that she will
even begin to ask if it be in vain.

It was a partially starlit, yet a dim
and obscure night, for the moon had
for the last hour or two been sur-
rounded by mist and cloud, when at
length the carriage arrived; and
Mauleverer, for the second time that
evening playing the escort, conducted
Lucy to the vehicle, Anxious to
learn if she had seen or been addressed
by Clifford, the subtle earl, as he led
her to the gate, dwelt particularly on
the intrusion of that person, and by
the trembling of the hand which
rested on his arm, he drew no deli-
cious omen for his own hopes. “How-
ever,” thought he, “the man goes
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to-morrow, and then the field will be
clear ; the girl’s a child yet, and I
forgive her folly.” And with an air
of chivalric veneration, Mauleverer
bewed the object of his pardon into
her carriage.

As soon as Lucy felt herself alone
with her father, the emotions so leng
pent within her forced themselves
into vent, and leaning back against
the carriage, she wept, though in
gilence, tears, burning tears, of serrow,
eomfort, agitation, anxiety.

The good old squire was slow in
pereeiving his daughter’s emotion ;
it would have escaped him altogether,
if, actuated by a kindly warming of
the heart towards her, originating in
his new suspicion of ber love for
Clifford, he had not put his arm
round her neck ; and this unexpected
caress 80 entirely unstrung her nerves,
that Lucy at onee threw herself upon
her father’s breast, and her weeping,
hitherto so quiet, became distinet and
audible.

“ Be comforted, my dear, dear
child 1” said the squire, almost af-
fected to tears himself; and his
emotion, arousing him from his usual
mental confusion, rendered his words
less involved and equivocal than they
were wont to be. “And now I do
hope that you won’t vex yourself; the
young man is indeed —and, I do
assure you, I always thought so—a
very charming gentleman, there’s no
denying it. But what can we do?
You see what they all say of him, and
it really was—we must allow that—
very improper in him to come with-
out being asked. Moreover, my
dearest child, it is very ‘wrong, very
wrong, indeed, to love any one, and
not know who he is; and—and—but
don’t cry, my dear love, don't cry so;
all will be very well, I am sure—quite
sure !”

As he said this, the kind old man
drew his daughter nearer him, and
feeling his hand hurt by something

PAUL CLIFFORD.

she wore unseen which pressed againat
it, he inquired, with seme suspicion
that the love might have proceeded
to love-gifts, what it was.
“It is my mother's picture” said
Luey, simply, and putting it aside.
The old squire had loved his wife
tenderly, and when Lucy made this
reply, all the fond and warm recolléc-
tions of his youth rushed upon him :°
he thought, too, how earnestly on her
death-bed that wife had recommended
to his vigilant care their only child
now weeping on his bosom; he re-
membered how, dwelling on that
which to all women seems the grand
epoch of life, she had said, “ Never
let her affections be trifled with—
never be persuaded by your ambitions
brother to make her marry where she
loves not, or to oppose her, without
strong reason, where she does : though
she be but a child now, I know enough
of her to feel convinoed that if ever
she love, she will love too well for her
own happiness, even with all things
in her favour.” These words, these
recollections, joined to the remsem-
branee of the cold-hearted scheme of
William Brandon, which he bkad
allowed himself to favour, and of his
own supineness towards Lucy's grow-
ing love for Clifford, till resistance
became at once necessary and toe
late, all smote him with a remorsefal
sorrow, and fairly sebbing himself, he
said, “ Thy mother, child | ah, wounld
that she were living, she would never
have neglected thee as I have done!”
The squire’s self-reproach made
Lucy’s tears cease on the instant, and,
as she covered her father’s hand with
kisses, she replied omly by vehement
accusations against herself,and praises
of his too great fatherly fondness and
affection. This little burst, on hoth
sides, of honest and simple-hearted
love, ended in a silence full of tender
and mingled thoughts: and as Luey
still clung to the breast of the old
man, uncouth as he was in temper,
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below even mediocrity in intellect,
and altogether the last person in age,
or mind, or habit, that seemed fit for
3 confidant in the love of a young and
enthusiastic girl, she felt the old
homely truth, that under all disad-
vantages there are, in this hollow
world, few in whém trust can be so
exfely few who so delicately
and subtilely respect the confidence,
a8 those from whom we spring.

The father and daughter had been
gilent for some minutes,and the former
was about to speak, when the carriage
suddenly stopped. The squire heard
a rough voice at the horses’ heads ; he
looked forth from the window to see,
through the mist of the night, what
eould possibly be the matter, and he
encountered in this action, just one
ineh from his forehead, the protruded
and shining barrel of & horse-pistol.
We may belicve, without a reflection
en his courage, that Mr. Brandon
threw himself back into his carriage
with all possible despatch ; and at the
same moment the door was opened,
and a voice said, not in a threatening,
but & smooth “ Ladies and
gentlemen, I am sorry to disturb you,
but want is imperious: oblige me
with your money, your watches, your
rings, and any other little commodi-
ties of & similar natare ! ”

So delicate a request the squire
had not the heart to resist, the more
especially as he knew himself without
any weapons of defence; accordingly
he drew out a purse, not very full it
must be owned, together with an im-
mense silver hunting-watch, with a
piece of black riband attached to it:
“There, air,” said he, with a groan,
“don’t frighten the young lady.”

The gentle applicant, who indeed
was no other than the specious Augus-
tus Tomlinson, slid the purse into his
waistcoat-pocket, after feeling its con-
tents with a rapid and scientific finger.
“ Your watch, sir,” quoth he, and as
he spoke he thrust it carelessly into

his coat-pocket, as a school-boy would
thrust a peg-top, “is heavy; but
trusting to experience, since an accus
rate survey is denied me, I fear it is
more valuable from its weight than
its workmanship : however, I will not
wound your vanity by affecting to be
fastidious. But surely the young lady,
a8 you call her,—(for I pay you the
compliment of believing your word as
to her age, inasmuch as the night is
too dark to allow me the happiness of
& personal inspection,)—the young
lady has surely some little trinket she
can dispense with; ¢ Beauty when
unadorned,’ you know, &c.”

Lucy, who, though greatly fright.
ened, lost neither her senses nor her
presence of mind, only answered by
drawing forth a little silk purse, that
contained still less than the leathern
convenience of the squire ; to this she
added a gold chain; and Tomlinson,
taking them with an affectionate
squeeze of the hamd, and a polite
apology, was about to withdraw, when
his sagacious eyes were saddenly
stricken by the gleam of jewels. The
fact was, that in altering the position
of her mother's picture, which had
been set in the few hereditury dis-
monds poasessed by the Lord of War-
lock, Lucy had allowed it to hang on
the outside of her dress, and bending
forward to give the robber her other
possessions, the diamonds at onmco
came in full sight, and gleamed the
more invitingly from the darkness or
the night.

“Ah, madam !” said Tomlinson,
stretching forth his hand, “ you would
play me false, would you? Treachery
should never go unpunished. Favour
me instantly with the little ornament
round your neck !”

1 cannot—I cannot!” said Lucy,
grasping her treasure with both her
hands,—* it is my mother’s picture,
and my mother is dead 1"

“The wants of others, madam,”
returned Tomlinson, who ceuld not
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for the life of him rob immorally,
“ are ever more worthy your atten-

tion than family prejudices. Seriously, | ruffians

giveit, and that instantly; we are in
o hurry, and your horses are plung-
ing like devils: they will break your
carriage in an instant—despatch {”

The squire was a brave man on the
whole, though no hero, and the nerves
of an old foxhunter soon recover from
a little alarm. The picture of his
buried wife was yet more inestimable
to him than it was to Lucy, and at
this new demand his spirit was roused
within him.

He clenched his fists, and advancing
himself, as it were, on his seat, he
cried in & loud voice :—

“ Begone, fellow!—I have given
you—for my own part I think so—
too much already; and by G—d you
shall not have the picture !”

“ Don’t force me to use violence!”
said Augustus, and putting one foot
on the carriage-step, he brought his
pistol within a fow inches of Lucy'’s
breast, rightly judging, perhaps, that
the show of danger to her would be
the best method to intimidate the
squire. At that instant the valorous
moralist found himself suddenly seized
with a powerful gripe on the shoulder,
and a lowwoice, trembling with pas-
sion, hissed in his ear. Whatever
might be the words that startled his
organs, they operated as an instanta-
neous charm ; and to their astonish-
ment, the squire and Lucy beheld
their assailant abruptly withdraw. The
door of the carriage was clapped to,
and scarcely two minutes had elapsed
before, the robber having remounted,
his comrade—(hitherto stationed at
the horses’ heads)—set spurs to his
own steed, and the welcome sound of
receding hoofs smote upon the bewil-
dered ears of the father and daughter,

The door of the carriage was again
opened, and a voice, which made Lucy
puler than the preceding terror,said,—
. “1I fear, Mr, Brandon, the robbers
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have frightened your daughter. There
is now, however, nothing to fear—the
are gone.” °

“God bless me!” said the squire ;
“ why, is that Captain Clifford 1"

“Itis! and he conceives himself too
fortunate to have been of the smalless
service to Mr. and Miss Brandon.”

On baving convinced himself that
it was indeed to Mr. Clifford that he
owed his safety, as well as that of his.
daughter, whom he believed to have
been in a far more imminent perid
than she really was,—(for to tell thee
the truth, reader, the pistol of Tom-
linson was rather calculated for show
than use, having a peculiarly long
bright barrel with nothing in ijt,)—
the squire was utterly at a loss how to
express his gratitude; and when he
turned to Lucy to beg she would her-
self thank their gallant deliverer, he
found that, overpowered with various
emotions, she had, for the first time
in her life, fainted away.

“@ood Heavens!” cried the alarmed
father, “she is dead,—my Lucy—my
Lucy—they have killed her | ”

To open the door nearest to Lucy,
to bear her from the carriage in his.
arms, was to Clifford the work of an
instant ; utterly unconscious of the
presence of any one else—unconscious.
even of what he said, he poured forth.
a thousand wild, passionate, yet half
audible expressions ; and as he bore
her to a bank by the roadside, and,.
seating himself, supported her against.
bis bosom, it would be difficult, per-
haps, to_say, whether something of
delight—of burning and thrilling de--
light—was not mingled with his
anxiety and terror. He chafed her
small hands in his own—his breath,
all trembling and warm, glowed upon
her cheek, and once, and but once,
his lips drew nearer, and breathing-
aside the dishevelled richness of her
tresses, clung in a long and silent
kiss to her own,

Meanwhile, by the help of his foot~
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man, who had nowsomewhat recovered
his astonished senses, the squire de-
scended from his carriage, and ap-
proached with faltering steps the place
where his daughter reclined. At the
instant that he took her hand, Lucy
began to revive, and the first sction,
in the bewildered unconsciousness of
awaking, was to throw her arm around
the neck of her supporter.

Could all the hours and realities of
hope, joy, pleasure, in Clifford’s pre-
vious life have been melted down and
concentrated into a single emotion,
that emotion would have been but
tame to the rapture of Lucy’s mo-
mentary and innocent caress! And
ata later, yet no distant, period, when
in the felon’s cell the grim visage of
Death scowled upon him, it may be
questioned whether his thoughts dwelt
not far moreoften on the remembrance
of that delightful moment, than on
the bitterness and ignominy of an
approaching doom !

“ She breathes—she moves—she
wakes!” cried the father; and Lucy,
attempt.mg to rise, and recognising
the squire’s voice, said faintly, “Thank
God, my dear father, you are not hurt !
And are they really gone +—and where
—where are we 7"

The squire, relieving Clifford of his
charge, folded his child in his arms,
while in his own elucidatory manner
he informed her where she was, and
with whom, ~ The-lovers stood face to
face to each other, but what delicious
blushes did the night, which concealed
all bat the outline of their forms, hide
from the eyes of Clifford !

The honest and kind heart of Mr.
Brandon was glad of a release to the
indulgent sentiments it had always
cherished towards the suspected and
maligned Clifford, and turning now
from Lucy, it fairly poured itself forth
upon her deliverer. He grasped him
warmly by the hand, and insisted upon
his accompanying them to Bath in
the carriage, and allowing the footman
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to ride his horse. This offer was still
pending, when the footman, who had
been to see after the health and com-
fort of his fellow-servant, came to
inform the party in a dolorous accent,
of something which, in the confusion
and darkness of the night, they had
not yet learned,—namely, that the
horses and coachman were—gone |

“Gone !” gaid the squire—* gone !
—why the villains can’t—(for my
part, I never believe, though I have
heard such wonders of, those sleighte
of hand)—have bagged them !”

Here a low groan was audible, and
the footman, sympathetically guided
to the spot whence it emanated, found
the huge body of the coachman safely
deposited, with its face downward, in
the middle of the kennel. After this
worthy had been lifted to his legs, and
had shaken himself into intelligence,
it was found that when the robber
had detained the horses, the coach-
man, who required very little to con-
quer his more bellicose faculties, had
—(he himself said, by a violent blow
from the ruffian, though, perhaps, the
cause lay nearer home)—quitted the
coach-box for the kennel, the horses
grew frightened, and after plunging
and rearing till he cared no longer to
occupy himself with their arrest, the
highwayman had very quietly cut
the traces, and by the time present,
it was not impossible that the horses
were almost at the door of their stables
at Bath.

The footman who had apprised the
squire of this misfortune was, unlike
most news-tellers, the first to oﬂ‘er
consolation.

“There be an excellent pubhc,
quoth he, “about a half a mile on,
where your honour could get horses;
or, mayhap, if Miss Lucy, poor heart,
be faint, you may like to stop for the
night-”

Though & walk of half a mile in a
dark night, and under other circum-
stances, would not have seemed a
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gratefal proposition, yet, at preseat,
when the squire’s had

only to him the alternatives
of passing the night in the carriage,
ar of crawling on foot to Bath, it
seemed but a very insignificant hard-
ship. And tucking his daughter’s
arm under his own, while in a kind
voiee he told Clifford “to support her
on the other side,” the squire ordered
the footman to lead the way with Clif-
ford’s horse, and the coachman to fol-
low or be d—d, which ever he pleased.
In silence Clifford offered his arm to
Inmey, and silently she accepted the
courtesy. The squire was the only
talker, and the theme he chose was not
ungrateful to Lucy, for it was the praise
of her lover. Bat Clifford sgarcely
listened, for a thousand thoughts and
foelings contested within him ; and the
light touch of Luey’s hand upon his
arm would alone have been sufficient
to distract and confuse his attention.
The darkness of the night, the late
excitement, the stolen kiss that still
glowed upon his lips, the remembrance
of Luey’s flattering agitation in the
soene with her at Lord Mauleverer’s,
the yet warmer one of that uncon-
scious embrace, which still tingled
through every nerve of his frame, all
conspired with the delicious emotion
which he now experienced at her
presence and her eontact to intoxicate
and inflame him. Oh, those burning
moments in love, when romance has
Just mellowed into passion, and with-
out loging any thing of its luxurious
vagueness, mingles the enthusiasm of:
its dreams with the ardent desires of
reality and earth ! 7'hat is the exact
time, when love has reached its highest
point,—when all feelings, all thoughts,
the whole soul, and the whole mind,
are seized and engrossed,—when every
difficulty weighed in the opposite
scale seems lighter than dust,—when
te renounce the object beloved is the
most deadly and lasting sacrifice,—
and when in 80 many breasts, where
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honour, oomsciemce, virtue, are far
stronger than we can believe them
ever to have been in a eriminal like
Clifford, honour, conseience, virtue,
have perished at once and suddenly
into ashes before that mighty and
irresistible fire,

The servant, who had had previous
opportuanities of i the topo-
graphy of the “public” of which he
spake, and who was perhaps tolerably
reconciled to his late terror in the
anticipation of renewing his intimacy
with “the spirits of the past,” now
directed the attention of our travellers
to a emall inn just before them. Mine
host had mot yet retired to repose,
and it was not necessary to knock
twice before the door was opened.

A bright fire, an officious land-
lady, a commiserate Ilandlord, s
warm potation, and the promise of
excellent beds, all appeared to our
squire to make ample amends for the
intelligence that the inmn was not
licensed to let post-horses ; and mine
host having promised forthwith to
send two stout fellows, a rope, and &
cart-horse, to bring the carriage under
shelter (for the squire valued the
vehicle because it was twenty years
old), and, moreover, to have the
harness repaired, and the horses ready
by an early hour the next day, the
good humour of Mr. Brandon rose
into positive hilarity. Lmcy retired
under the auspices of the landlady to
bed, and the squire having drunk
a bowl of bishop, and discovered a
thousand new virtues in Clifford,
especially that of never interrupting
a good story, clapped the captain on
the shoulder, and making him promise
not to leave the inn till he had seen
him again, withdrew also to the repose
of his pillow. Clifford remained be-
low, gazing abstractedly on the fire
for some time afterwards ; nor was it
till the drowsy chambermaid had
thrice informed him of the prepared

comforts of his bed, that he adjourned




PAUL CLIFFORD.

171

to his chamber. Even then it seems | morning of some person walking over-
that sleep did not visit his eyelids, for | head “in all manner of strides, just
a wealthy grazier, who lay in the room | for all the world like a happarition in
below, complained bitterly the next | boots.”

CHAPTER XXIIL

# Viola.—~And dost thou love me?

Lysander.

Love thee, Viola?

Do I not fly thee when my being drinks
Light from thine eyes ?—that flight is aHl my answer ! *

TaE curtain meditationsof the squire
had not been without the produce of
aresolve. His warm heart at once
reopened to the liking he had for-
merly conceived for Clifford ; he
longed for an opportunity to atone
for his past unkindness, and to testify
his present gratitude; moreover, he
felt at once indignant at, and ashamed
of, his late conduct in joining the
popular, and, as he now fnlly believed,
the causeless prepossession sgainst his
young friend, and before a more

t and s stronger sentiment his
habitual deference for his bLrother’s
counsels faded easily away. Coupled
with these favourable feelings towards
Clifferd were his sagacious suspicions,
or rather certainty, of Lucy’s attach-
ment to her handsome deliverer ; and
he had at least sufficient penetration
to perceive that she was not likely to
love him the less for the night’s
adventure. To all this was added the
tender recollection of his wife’s parting
words; and the tears and tell-tale
agitation of Lucy in the carriage were
sufficient to his simple mind, which
knew not how lightly maiden’s tears
. are shed and dried, to confirm the
prediction of the dear deceased. Nor
were the squire’s more generous and
kindly feelings utterly unmixed with
selfish considerations. Proud, but
not the least ambitious, he was always
more ready to confer an honour than

The Bride, Aot ii., Soene 1,

receive one, and at heart he was
secretly glad at the notion of ex-
changing, as a son-in-law, the polished
and unfamiiar Mauleverer for the
agreeable and social Clifford. Such,
in “ admired disorder,” were the
thoughis which rolled through the
teeming brain of Joseph Brandon,
and before he had turned on his lefs
side, which he always did preparatory
to surrendering himself to alumber,
the squire had fully come {0 a deter-
mination most fatal to the schemes
of the lawyer and the hopes of the
earl.

The next morning, as Lucy was
knitting

« The loose train of her amber-dropping

m”

before the little mirror of ber cham-
ber, which even through its dimmed
and darkened glass gave back a face
which might have shamed a Grecian
vision of Aurora, a gentle tap at her
door announced her father. Thera
was in his rosy and comely counte-
nance that expression generally cha-
racteristic of a man with
himself, and persuaded that he is
about to give pleasure.

“My dear child,” said the squire,
fondly atroking down the luxuriance
of his Lucy’s hair, and kissing her
damask cheek, “I am come to have
some little conversation with you : sit
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down now, and (for my part, I love to
talk at my ease ; and, by the by, shut
the window, my love, it is an easterly
wind) I wish that we may come to a
Hem t—give me your hand, my child,
—1I think on these matters one can
scarcely speak too precisely and to
the purpose; although I am well
aware—(for, for my own part, I always
wish to act to every one, to you espe-
cially, my dearest child, with the

greatest consideration)—that we must -

go to work with as much delicacy as
- concizeness. You know this Captain
Clifford,—‘tis a brave youth, is it

not —well —nay, never blash so'

deeply, there is nothing (for in these
matters one can’t have all one’s wishes,
—one can't have everything) to be
ashamed of! Tell me now, child,
dost think he is in love with thee ?”
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child, that thou couldst give up (the
cat is ont of the bag) this old lord,
and marry a gimple gentleman 2”

The hand which the squire had
held was now with an arch tenderness
applied to his mouth, and when he
again eeized it Lucy hid her glowing
face in his bosom ; and it was only by
a whisper, as if the very air was gar-
rulous, that he could draw forth (for
now he insisted on a verbal reply) her
happy answer.

We are not afraid that our reader
will blame us for not detailing the
rest of the interview between the
father and daughter : it did not last
above an hour longer ; for the squire
declared that, for his own ‘part, he
hated more words than were neces-
sary. Mr. Brandon was the first to

'descend to the breakfast, muttering
|as he descended the stairs, « Well

If Liucy did not immediately answer now, hang me if I am not glad that’s
by words, her pretty lips moved as if /off (for I do not like to think much

she could readily reply; and, finally,
they settled into so sweet and so
assured a smile, that the squire, fond
as he was of “precise” information,
was in want of no fuller answer to his
question.

“ Ay, ay, young lady,” said he,
looking at her with all a father's
affection, “I1 see how it is. And,
come now,—what do you turn away
for? Dost think if, as I believe,
though there are envious persons in
the world, as there always are when a
man’s handsome, or clever, or brave ;
though, by the way, which is a very
droll thing in my eyes, they don’t
envy, at least not ill-naturedly, & man
for being a lord, or rich; but, quite
on the contrary, rank and money
seem to make them think one has all
the cardinal virtues. Humph !—If,
I eay, this Mr. Clifford should turn
out to be a gentleman of family,—for
you know that is essential, since the
Brandons have, as my brother has
Probably told you, been a great race
many centuries ago ;—dost think, my

of so silly a matter) my mind. And
a8 for my brother, I sha'n’t tell him
till it’s all over and settled. And if
he is angry, he and the old lord may,
though Idon’t mean to be unbrotherly,
go to the devil together !”

When the three were assembled at
the breakfast-table, there could mnot,
perhaps, have been found any where
a stronger contrast than that which
the radiant face of Lucy bore to the
haggard and worn expression that
disfigured the handsome features ot
her lover. So marked was the change
thatone night seemed tohave wrought
upon Clifford, that even the squire
was startled and alarmed at it. But
Lucy, whose innocent vanity pleased
itself with accounting for the altera-
tion, consoled herself with the hope
of soon witnessing a very different
expression on the countenance of her
lover ; and though she was silent, and
her happiness lay quiet and deep
within her, yet in her eyes and lip
there was that which seemed to Clifs
ford an insult to his own misery, and
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stung him to the heart. However,
he exerted himself to meet the con-
versation of the squire, and to mask
a8 well as he was able the evidence of
the conflict which still raged within
him.
The morning was wet and gloomy ;
it was that drizzling and misty rain
which is so especially nutritious to
the growth of blue devils, and the
jolly squire failed not to rally his
young friend upon his feminine sus-
ceptibility to the "influences of the
weather.  Clifford replied jestingly,
and the jest, if bad, was good enough
to content the railer. In this facetious
manner passed the time, till Lucy, at
the request of her father, left the
room to prepare for their return
home.

Drawing his chair near to Clifford’s,
the squire then commenced in real
and affectionate earnest his operations
—these he had already planned—in
the following order : they were, first,
to inquire into, and to learn, Clifford’s
rank, family, and prospects ; secondly,
having ascertained the proprieties of
the outer man, they were to examine
the state of the innerone; and, thirdly,
should our skilful inquirer find his
guesses at Clifford’s affection for Lucy
confirmed, they were to expel the
modest fear of a repulse, which the
squire allowed was natural enough,
and to lead the object of the inquiry
to a kriowledge of the happiness that,
Lucy consenting, might be in store
for him. While, with his wonted
ingenuity, the squire was pursuing
his benevolent designs, Lucy remained
in her own room, in such meditation
and such dreams as were natural to a
heart so sanguine and enthusiastic.

She had been more than half-an-
hour alone, when the chambermaid of
the hostelry knocked at her door, and
delivered a message from the squire,
begging her to come down to him in
the parlour. With a heart that beat
g0 violently it almost seemed to wear
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away its very life, Lucy slowly, and
with tremulous steps, descended to
the parlour. On opening the door
she saw Clifford standing in the
recess of the window : his face was
partly turned from her, and his eyes
downcast. The good old squire sat in
an elbow-chair, and a sort of puzzled
and half-satisfied complacency gave
expression to his features.

“Come hither, child,” said he,
clearing his throat ; * Captain Clifford
—a-hem {—has done you the honour
—to—and I dare say you will be very
much surprised—not that, for my
own part, I think there is much to
wonder at in it, but such may be my
partial opinion (and it ¢s certainly
very natural in me)—to make you a
declaration of love. He declares,
moreover, that he is the most miser-
able of men, and that he would die
sooner than have the presumption to
hope. Therefore you see, my love, I
have sent for you, to give him per-
mission to destroy himself in any way
he pleases; and I leave him to show
cause why (it is a fate that sooner or
later happens to all his fellow-men)
sentence of death should not be passed
against him.,” Having delivered this
speech with more propriety of word
than usually fell to his share, the
squire rose hastily and hobbled out of
the room.

Lucy sank into the chair her father
had quitted, and Clifford, approaching
towards her, said, in & hoarse and low
voice,—

“ Your father, Miss Brandon, says
rightly, that I would die rather than
lift my eyes in hope to you. Ithought
yesterday that I had seen you for the
last time; chance, not my own folly
or presumption, has brought me again
before you ; and even the few hours I
have passed under the same roof with
you have made me feel as if my love
—my madness—had never reached
its height till now. Oh, Lucy!” con-
tinued Clifford, in a more impassioned
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tone, and, as if by a sudden and irre-
sistible impulse, throwing himself at
her feet; “if I could hope to merit
you—if I could hope to raise myself
—if I could—but no—no—no! Iam
cut off from all hope, and for ever!”

There was so deep, so bitter, so
heartfelt an anguish and remorse in
the voice with which these last words
were spoken, that Lucy, hurried off
her guard, and forgetting every thing
in wondering sympathy and compas-
pion, answered, extending her hand
towards Clifford, who, still kneeling,
seized and covered it with kisses of
fire,—

“ Do not speak thus, Mr. Clifford ;
do not accuse yourself of what I am
sure, quite sure, you cannot deserve.
Perhaps,—forgive me,—your birth,
your fortune, are beneath your merits ;
and you have penetrated into my
father’s weakness on the former point ;
or, perhaps, you yourself have not
avoided all the errors into which men
are hurried ; perhaps you have been
imprudent or thoughtless; perhaps
you have (fashion is contagious) played
beyond your means, or incurred debts:
these are faults, it is true, and to be
regretted, yet not surely irreparable.”
. For that instant can it be wondered

that all Clifford’s resolution and self-
denial deserted him, and lifting his
eyes, radiant with joy and gratitude,
te the face which bent in benevolent
innocence towards him, he exclaimed,
* No, Miss Brandon I—no, Lucy —
dear, angel Lucy !—my faults are less
venial than these, but perhaps they
are no less the consequence of circum-
stances and contagion; perhaps it
may not be too late to repair them.
“‘Would you—you indeed deign to be
vy guardian, I might not deepair of
being saved ! ”

“If)” said Luey, blushing deeply,
and looking down, while she spoke
quick and eagerly, as if toavoid hum-
bling him by her offer,—*if, Mr.
C¥fford, the want of wealth has in any

way occasioned you uneasiness, er-—
or error, do believe me—I mean us—
8o much your friends a8 not for an
instant to scruple in relieving us of
some little portion of our last night's
debt to you.”

“ Dear, noble girl | ” said Clifford,
while there writhed upon his lips one
of those smiles of powerful sarcasm
that sometimes distorted his features,
and thrillingly impressed upon Luey
a resemblance to one very different
in reputation and character to her
lover,—“ Do not attribute my misfor-
tunes to 8o petty a source; it is not
money that I shall want while I live,
though I shall to my last breath
remember this delicacy in youw, and
compare it with certain base remem-
brances in my own mind. Yes! alf
past thoughts and recollections will
make me hereafter worship you even
more than I do now; while in your
heart they will—unless Heaven grant
me one prayer—make you scorn and
detest me | ”

“For mercy’s sake do not speak
thus !” gaid Luey, gazing in indis
tinct alarm upon the dark and work-
ing features of her lover. “Scorn,
detest, you ! impossible ! How could
I, after the remembrance of last
night ?”

“Ay! of last night,” said Clifford,
speaking through his ground teeth :
¢ there is much in that remembrance
to live long in both of us: but you—
you—fair angel (and all harshuess
and irony vanishing a$ once .from his
voice and countenance, yielded to a
tender and deep sadness, mingled
with a respect that bordered oa
reverence),—“ you never could have
dreamed of more tham pity for one
like me,~you mever could have
stooped from your high and dazzling
purity to know for me omne such
thought as that which burns at my
heart for you,—you—yes, withdraw
your hand, I am not worthy to touch
it!” And clasping his own hands
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before his face, he became abruptly
gilent ; but his emotions were but ill
concealed, and Luey saw the muscular
frame before her heaved and con-
vulsed by passions which were more
intense and rending because it was
only for a few moments that ihey
conquered his gelf-will and struggled
into vent.

If afterwards,—but long afterwards,
Lucyrecalling the mystery ofhis words,
confessed to herself that they be-
trayed guilt, she was then toe much
affected to think of any thing but her
love and his emotion. She bent down,
and with a girlish and fond self-aban-
donment, which none could have
resisted, placed both her hands on
his: Clifford started, looked up, and
in the next moment he had clasped
her to his heart ; and while the only
tears he had shed since his career of
erime fell fast and hot upon her coun-
tenance, he kissed her forehead, her
cheek, her lips, in a passionate and
wild transport. His voice died within
him, he could not trust himself to
speak ; only one thought, even in that
seeming forgetfulness of her and of
himself, stirred and spoke at his breast
—flight. The more he felt he loved,—
the more tender and the more confid-
ing the object of his love, the more
urgent became the necessity to leave
her. All other duties had been neg-
lected, but he loved with a real love;
and love, which taught him one duty,
bore him triumphantly through its
bitter ordeal.

“You will hear from me to-night,”
he muttered; ¢ believe that I am
mad, accursed, criminal, but net
utterly a monster! I ask ne more
;nercﬁ o;;ilnion 1"  Hedrew himself

rom his perilous position, andabru
i position, pily

When Clifford reached his home,
ke found his worthy coadjuters wait-
ing for him with alarm and terror on
their countenances. An old feat, in
which they had signalised themselv s,
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had long attracted the rigid attention
of the police, and certain officers had
now been seen at Bath, and certain
inquiries had been set on foot, which
portended no good to the safety of
the sagacious Tomlinson and the
valorous Pepper. They came, humbly
and penitentially demanding pardea
for their unconscious aggression of the
squire’s carriage, and entreating their
captain’s instant adviece. If Clifford
had before wavered in his disinte-
rested determination,—if visions of
Lucy, of happiness, and reform, had
floated in his solitary ride too fre-
quently and too glowingly before his
eyes, the sight of these men, their
conversation, their danger, all sufficed
to restore his resolution. ¢ Merciful
God!” thought he, “and is it to the
comrade of such lawless villains, to &
man, like them, exposed hourly te
the most ignominious of deaths, that
I have for one section of a mement
dreamed of consigning the iamocent
and generous girl, whose trust or love
is the only crime that could deprive
her of the most brilliant destiny?”

Short were Clifford’s instructions to
his followers, and so much do we do
mechanically, that they were delivered
with his uwsual forethought and pre-
cision. “ You will leave the towm
instantly ; go not, for your lives, to
London, or to rejoin any of your
comrades. Ride for the Red Cave;
provisions are stored there, and,
since our late alteration of the inte-
rior, it will afford ample room te
conceal your horses. On the night of
the second day from this I will join
you. But be sure that you enter the
cave at night, and quit it upon no
account till I come!™

“Yes!” said he, when he was alone,
« 1 will join you again, but only to
quit you. Ome more offence against
the law, or at least one sum wrested
from the swollen hands of the rich
sufficient to equip me for a foreign
army, and I quit the country of my
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birth and my crimes. If I cannot
deserve Lucy Brandon, I will be some-
what less unworthy, Perhaps (why
not?) Iam young, my nerves are not
weak, my brain is not dull; perhaps
1 may in some field of honourable
adventure win a name, that before
my death-bed I may not blush to
acknowledge to her!”

While this resolve beat high within
Clifford’s breast, Lucy sadly and in
silence was continuing with the squire
her short journey to Bath. The latter
was very inquisitive to know why
Clifford had gone, and what he had
avowed ; and Lucy, scarcely able to
answer, threw every thing on the
promised letter of the night.

“J am glad,” muttered the squire
to her, “ that he is going to write;
for, somehow or other, though I ques-
tioned him very tightly, he slipped
through my cross-examination, and
bursting out at once as to his love for
you, left me as wise about himself as I
was before; no doubt (for my own
part I don’t see what should prevent
his being a great man ¢ncog.) this
letter will explain all ! ”

Late that night the letter came;
Lucy, fortunately for her, was alone in
her own room; she opened it, and
read as follows :—

CLIFFORD'S LETTER.

“ I have promised to write to you,
and I sit down to perform that pro-
mise, At this moment the recollec-
tion of your goodness, your generous
consideration, is warm within me ; and
while I must choose calm and common
words to express what I ought to say,
my heart is alternately melted and
torn by thoughts which would ask
words, oh how different! Your father
has questioned me often of my parent-
age and birth,—I have hitherto eluded
his interrogatories. Learn now who I
am. In a wretched abode, surrounded
by the inhabitants of poverty and
vice, I recall my earliest recollections.
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My father is unknown to me as to
every one ; my mother, to you I dare
not mention who or what she was,—
she died in my infancy. Withouta
name, but not without an inheritance
(my inheritance was large—it was
infamy ), I was thrown upon the
world : I had received by accident
some education, and imbibed some
ideas, not natural to my situation;
since then I have played many parts
in life : books and men I have not so
neglected, but that I have gleaned at
intervals some little knowledge from
both. Hence, if I have seemed to
you better than I am, you will per-
ceive the cause : circumstances made
me soon my own master ; they made
me also one whom honest men do not
love to look upon; my deeds have
been, and my character is, of a par
with my birth and my fortunes. I
came, in the noble hope to raise and
redeem myself by gilding my fate with
a wealthy marriage, to this city: I
saw you, whom I had once béfore
met. I heard you were rich. Hate
me, Miss Brandon, hate me!—I re-
solved to make your ruin the cause of
my redetaption. Happily for you, I
scarcely knew you before I loved you ;
that love deépened,—it caught some-
thing pure and elevated from yourself.
My resolution forsook me ; even now
I could throw myself on my knees
and thank God that you—jyou, dearest
and noblest of human beings—are
not my wife. Now, i3 my conduct
clear to you —If not, imagine me all
that is villanous, save in one point,
where you are concerned, and not a
shadow of mystery will remain. Your
kind father, over-rating the paltry
service I rendered you, would have
consented to submit my fate to your
decision. I blush indignantly for
him—for you—that any living man
should have dreamed of such profana-
tion for Miss Brandon. Yet I myself
was carried away and intoxicated by
50 sudden and so soft a hope—even L
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- dared to lift my eyes to you, to press
you to this guilty heart, to forget my-
self, and to dream that you might be
mine!. Can you forgive me for this
madness? And hereafter, when in
your lofty and glittering sphere of
wedded happiness, can you remember
my presumption and check your
scorn? Perhaps you think that by
so late a confession I have already
deceived you. Alas! you know not
what it costs me now to confess! I
had only one hope in life,—it was
that you might still, long after you
had ceased to see me, fancy me not
utterly beneath the herd with whom
you live. This burning yet selfish
vanity I tear from me, and now I go
where no hope can pursue me. No
hope for myself, save one which can
scarcely deserve the name, for it is
rather a rude and visionary wish than
an expectation :—it is, that under
another name, and under different
auspices, you may hear of me at some
distant time; and when I apprise you
that under that name you may recog-
nise one who loves you better than all
created things, you may feel then, at
least, no cause for shame at your
lover. What will you be then? A
happy wife—a mother—the centre of
a thousand joys—beloved, admired—
blest when the eye sees you and the
ear hears! And this is what I ought
to hope ; this is the consolation that
ought to cheer me ;—perhaps a little
time hence it will. Not that I shall
love you less ; but that I shall love
you less burningly, and therefore less
selfishly. I have now written to you
all that it becomes you to receive from
me. My horse waits below to bear
me from this city, and for ever from
your vicinity. For ever l—ay, you
are the only blessing for ever for-
bidden me. Wealth I may gain—a
fair name—even glory I may perbaps
aspire to!—to Heaven itself I may
find a path; but of you my very
dreams cannot give me the shadow of
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a hope. I do not say, if you could
pierce my soul while I write that you
would pity me. You may think it
strange, but I would not have your
puty for worlds ; I think I would even
rather have your hate, pity seems so
much like contempt. But if you
knew what an effort has enabled me
to tame down my language, to curb
my thoughts, to prevent me from
embodying that which now makes
my brain whirl, and my hand feel as
if the living fire consumed it ; if you
knew what has enabled me to triumph
over the madness at my heart, and
spare you what, if writ or spoken,
would seem like the ravings of in-
sanity, you would not, and you could
not, despise me, though you might
abhor.

“ And mnow, Heaven guard and
bless you! Nothing on earth could
injure you. And even the wicked
who have looked upon you learn to
pray—I have prayed for you!”

Thus (abrupt and signatureless)
ended the expected letter. Lucy came
down the next morning at her usual
hour, and, except that she was very
pale, nothing in herappearance seemed
to announce past grief or emotion.
The squire asked her if she had
received the promised letter? She
answered in a clear,- though faint
voice, that she had—that Mr. Clifford
had confessed himself of too low an
origin to hope for marriage with Mr.
Brandon’s family; that she trusted
the squire would keep his secret ; and
that the subject might never again be
alluded to by either. If, in this speech,
there was something alien to Lucy’s
ingenuous character, and painful to
her mind, she felt it, as it were,
a duty to her former lover not to
betray the whole of that confession so
bitterly wrung from him. Perhaps,
too, there was in that letter a charm
which seemed to her too sacred to be
revealed to any one. And mysteries

x 12
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were not excluded even from a love
so ill-placed, and seemingly so transi-
tory, as hers.

Lucy's answer touched the squire
in his weak point. “A man of de-
cidedly low origin,” he confeased,
“was utterly out of the question;
nevertheless the young man showed
a great deal of candour in his dis-
closure.,” He readily promised never
to broach a subject necessarily so un-
pleasant ; and though be sighed as he
finished his speech, yet the extreme
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quiet of Lucy’s manner reassured
him ; and when he perceived that she
resumed, though languidly, her wonted
avocations, he felt but little doubt of
her soon overcoming the remembrance
of what, he hoped, was but a girlish
and fleeting fancy. He yielded, with
avidity, to her proposal to return to
Warlock ; and in the same week as
that in which Lucy had received her
lover's mysterious letter, the father
and daughter commenced their journey
home.

CHAPTER XXIV.

¢¢ Butler. What are these, sir?
Yeoman. And of what nature—to what use ?

Latroc. Imagine.”

The Tragedy of Rollo.

# Quickly. He's in Arthur’s bosom, if ever man went to Arthur’s bosom.”—Henry V.

Taz stream of our nsrrative now
conducts us back to William Brandon.
The law-promotions previously in-
tended were completed ; and, to the
surprise of the public, the emvied
barrister, undergoing the degradation
of knighthood, had, at the time we
return to him, just changed his toil-
some occupations for the sereme dig-
nity of the bench. Whatever regret
this wily and aspiring schemer might
otherwise have felt at an elevation
considerably less distinguished than he
might reasonably bave expected, was
entirely removed by the hopes afforded
to him of a speedy translation to a
more brilliant office : it was whispered
among those not unlikely to foresee
such events, that the interest of the
government required his talents in
the house of peers. Just st this
moment, too, the fell disease, whose
ravages Brandon endeavoured, as jea
lously as possible, to hide from the
public, had appeared suddenly to
Yield to the skill of a new physician ;
and by the administration of medi-

cines, which a man less stern or
resolute might have trembled to adopt
(8o powerful, and for the most part,
deadly was their nature), he passed
from a state of almost insufferable
torture to an elysium of tranquillity
and ease : perhaps, however, the
medicines which altered also decayed
his comstitution : and it was observ-
able, that in two cases, where the
physician had attained a like success
by the same means, the patients had
died suddenly, exactly at the time
when their cure seemed to be finally
completed. However, 8ir William
Brandon appeared very little antici-
pative of danger. His manner became
more cheerful and even than it had
ever been before ; there was a certain
lightness in his gait, a certain exhila-
ration in his voice and eye, which
seemed the tokens of one from whom
a heavy burden had been suddenly
raised, and who was no longer pre-
vented from the eagerness of hope by
the engrossing claims of a bodily
pain. He had always been bland in
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society, but now his courtesy breathed
less of artifice,—it took a more hearty
tone. Another alteration was dis-
cernible in him, and that was precisely
the reverse of what might have been
expected. He became more thrifly
—more attentive to the expenses of
life than he had been. Though a
despiser of show and ostentation, and
far too hard to be luxurious, he was
too scientific an architect of the
weaknesses of others not to have
maintained during his public career
an opulent appearance and a hospit-
able table. The profession he had
adopted requires, perhaps, less of
externals to aid it than any other;
still Brandon had affected to preserve
parliamentary as well as legal import-
ance ; and, though his house was
gituated in a quarter entirely profes-
gional, he had been accustomed to
assemble around his hospitable board
all who were eminent, in his political
party, for rank or for talent. Now,
however, when hospitality, and a
certain largeness of expenses, better
became his station, he grew closer
and more exact in his economy.
Brandon never could have degene-
rated into a miser ; money, to one so
habitually wise as he was, could never
have passed from means into an
object ; but he had, evidently, for
gome cause or another, formed the
resolution to save, Some said it was
the result of returning health, and
the hope of a prolonged life, to which
many objects for which wealth is
desirable might occur. But when it

2
E
i

ing several inquiries
respecting a large estate in the neigh-
bourhood of Warlock, formerly in the
possession of his family, the gossips
(for Brandon was a man to be gossiped
about) were no longer in want of a
motive, false or real, for the judge’s
thrift.

It was shortly after his elevation to
the bench, and ero these sigas of
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change had become noticeable, that
the same strange ragamuffin whom
we have mentioned before, as intro-
duced by Mr. Swoppem to a private
conference with Brandon, wasadmitted
to the judge’s presence.

“ Well,” said Brandon, impatiently,
the moment the door was closed,
“your news 1"

“Vy, your onor,” said the man,
bashfully, twirling a thing that stood
proxy for a hat, “I thinks as ow I
shall be hable to satisfy your vorship’s
onor.” Then approaching the judge,
and assuming an important air, he
whispered, —

“ 'Tis as ow I thought {”

“My God!” cried Brandon, with
vehemence. “ And he is alive t—and
where 1"

“1 believes,” answered the seemly
confidant of Sir William Brandon,
“ that he be’s alive; and if he be's
alive, may I flash my ivories in a
glass case, if I does not ferret him
out ; but as to saying vhere he be at
this nick o’ the moment, smash me if
Icant”

“Is he in this country 1” said Bran-
don ; “or do you believe that he has
gone abroad 1" .

“Vy, much of one and not a little
of the other!” said the euphonious
confidant.

“How ! speak plain, man—what do
you mean }”

“Vy, I means, your onor, that I
can't say vhere he is.”

“ And this,” said Brandon, with a
muttered oath,—* this is your boasted
news, is it? Dog! damned, damned
dog! if you trifle with me, or play me
false, I will hang you,~—by the living
G—, I will}”

The man shrunk back involuntarily
from Brandon’s vindictive forehedd
and kindled eyes; but with the cun-
ning peculiar to low vice answered,
though in sn humbler tone,—

“And vot good vill that do your
onor? If so be a3 ow you scrags I,

N 2
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vill that put your vorship in the vay
of finding he "

Never wae there an obstacle in
grammar through which a sturdy
truth could not break ; and Brandon,
after & moody pause, said in a milder
voice,—* I did not mean to frighten
you! Never mind what I said; but
you can surely guess whereabouts he
is, or what means of -life he pursues ?
perhaps ”—and a- momentary pale-
ness crossed Brandon's swarthy visage:
—* perhaps he may have been driven
into dishonesty in order to maintain
himself!”

The informant replied with great
natvets, that “ such a thing was ‘not
umpossible!” And Brandon then
entered . into a series' of seemingly
careless but artful cross-questionings,
which either the ignorance or the craft
of the man enabled him to baffle. After
some time, Brandon, disappointed and
dissatisfied, gave up his professional
task ; and, bestowing on the man many

sagacious and minute instructions, as

well as a very liberal donation, he was
forced to dismiss his mysterious visitor,
and to content himself with an assured
assertion, that if the object of his in-
quiries should not already be gone to
the devil, the strange gentleman em-
ployed to discover him would cer-
tainly, sooner or later, bring him to
the judge. :

This assertion, and the interview
preceding it, certainly inspired Sir
‘William Brandon with a feeling like
complacency, although it was mingled
with a considerable alloy.

“I do not,” thought he, concluding
his meditations when he was left
alone,—*“1 do not see what else I
can do! Since it appears that the
boy had not even a mame when he
set out alone from his wretched abode,
I fear that an advertisement would
have but little chance of even desig-
nating, much less of finding him, after
%0 long an absence. Besides, it might
make me the prey to impostors; and,
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in all probability, he has either left
the country, or adopted some mode of
living which would prevent his daring
to disclose himself!” This thought
plunged the soliloquist into a gloomy
abstraction, which lasted several mi-
nutes, and from which he started,
muttering aloud,—

“Yes, yea! I dare to believe, to
hope it—Now for the minister, and
the peerage!” And from that time
the root of Sir William Brandon's
ambition spread with & firmer and
more extended grasp over his mind.

We grieve very much that the
course of our story should now oblige
us to record an event which we would
willingly have - spared ourselves the
pain of narrating. - The good old
Squire of Warlock Manor-house had
scarcely reached his home on his
return from Bath, before William
Brandon received the following let-
ter from his brother’s grey-headed
butler :—

“ Hoxxurep Sug,

“1gend this with all speede, thof
with a hevy hart, to axquainte you
with the sudden (and it is feered by
his loving friends and well-wishers,
which latter, to be sur, is all as knows
him) dangeros ilness of the Squire.*
He was seezed, poor deer gentleman
(for God never made a better, no
offence to your Honnur), the moment
he set footing in his Own Hall, and
what has hung rond me like a mill-
ston ever sin, is that instead of his
saying—¢ How do you do, Sampson?’®
a8 was his wont, whenever he returned
from forren parts, sich as Bath, Lun-
nun, and the like ; he said, ¢ God bleas
you, Sampson!’ which makes me
think sumhow that it will be his last

#* The reader, who has doubtless noticed
how invariably servants of long standing
acquire a certain tone from that of their
master, may observe that honest Johm
Sampeon had caught from the squire the
habit of parenthetical composition.
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wurds; for he has never spoke sin,
for all Miss Lucy be by his bedside
continual. She, poor deer, don’t take
on at all, in regard of crying and.such
woman's wurk, but looks nevertheless,
for allthe wurld, just like a copse. - I
sends- Tom' the postilion with -this
hexpress, nowing he is a good hand

at a gallop, having, not sixteen years’

ago, beat some o’ the best on un at a
raceng. Hoping as yer honnur will
lese no time in coming to this ¢ hous
of mourning,’

“1 remane, with all respect,

“ Your Honnur's humble sarvant
to command,

“ JoBX SaMPsON.”

8ir William Brandon did not give
himself time to re-read this letter, in
order to make it more intelligible,
before he wrote to one of his profes-
sional compeers, requesting him to
fill his place during his unavoidable
absence, on the melancholy occasion
of his brother’s expected death; and
having so done, he immediately set
off for Warlock. Inexplicable even to
himself was that feeling, so nearly
approaching to real sorrow, which the
worldly lawyer felt at the prospect of
losing his guileless and unspeculating
brother. Whether it be that turbulent
and ambitious minds, in choosing for
their wavering affections the very
opposites of themselves, feel (on losing
the fellowship of those calm, fair
characters that have never crossed
their rugged path) as if they lost, in
losing them, a kind of haven for their
own restless thoughts and tempest-
worn designs !—be this as it may, cer-
tain it is, that when William Brandon
arrived at his brother's door, and was
informed by the old butler, who, for
the first time, was slow to greet him,
that the squire had just breathed his
last, his austere nature forsook him at
once, and he felt the shock with a
severity perhaps still keener than that
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which a more genial and affsctionate
heart would have experienced.

As soon as he had recovered his self-
possession, Sir William made question
of his niece ; and finding that after an
unrelaxing watch during the whole of
the squire’s brief illness,” nature had
failed her at his death, and she had
been borne senseless from his chamber
to her own, Brandon walked with
a step far different from his usual
stately gait to the room where his
brother lay. It was one of the oldest
apartments in the house, and much of
the ancient - splendour that belonged
to the 'mansion’ ere its size had been
reduced, with the’ fortunes of its suc-
cessive owners, still distinguished the
chamber. The huge mantel-piece
ascending to the carved ceiling in
grotesque pilasters, and scroll-work
of the blackest oak, with the quartered
arms of Brandon and Saville es-
cutcheoned in the centre,—the pa-
nelled walls of the same dark wains-
cot,—the armoire of ebony,—thehigh-
backed chairs, with their tapestried
seats,—the lofty bed, with its hearse-
like plumes and draperies of a crimson
damask that seemed, o massy was
the substance, and 8o prominent the
flowers, as if it were rather a carving
than a silk,—all conspired with the
size of the room to give it a feudal
solemnity, not perhaps suited to the
rest of the house, but well calculated
to strike a gloomy awe into the breast
of the worldly and proud man who
now entered the death-chamber of his
brother.

Silently William Brandon motioned
away the attendants, and silently he
seated himself by the bed, and looked
long and wistfully upon the calm and
placid face of the deceased. It is
difficult to guess at what passed within
him during the space of time in which
he remained alone in that room.. The
apartment itself he could not, at an-
other period, have tenanted without
secret emotion. It was that in which,
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as a Doy, he had himself been accus-
tomed to sleep; and, even then a
schemer and an aspirant, the very
gight of the room eufficed to call back
all the hopes and visions, the restless
projects and the feverish desires,
which had now brought him to the
envied state of an acknowledged cele-
brity and a shattered frame. There
must have been something awful in
the combination of those active re-
membrances with the cause which had
led him to that apartment ; and there
was a homily in the serene counte-
nance of the dead, which preached
more effectually to the heart of the
living than William Brandon would
ever have cared to own. He had been

more than an hour in the room, and
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the evening had already begun to cast.
deep shadows through the small panea
of the half-closed window, when Bran-
don was startled by a slight noise. He
looked up, and beheld Lucy opposite
to him. She did not see him; but
throwing herself upon the bed, she
took the cold hand of the deceased,
and, after a long silence, burst into &
passion of tears.

“ My father|” she sobbed,—
kind, good father! who will love me
now?”

“11” gaid Brandon, deeply affected;
and, passing round the bed, he took
his niece in his arms: “I will be your
father, Lucy, and you—the last of our
raco—shall be to me as a daughter”

CHAPTER XXV,

« Falsehood in him was not the useless l{e

Of b pride or

It wu the ¢ gd.nlul—ﬂie pmnsdlng n.rt,"

% On with the horses—off to Canterbury,
Tramp—tramp o’er pebble, and splash—splash thro’ puddle ;

Hurrah ! how swiftly speeds
. . ()
. . .

¢ Here laws are all inviolate ; none lay
Traps for the traveller; every highway's clear ;
Here ——— * he was interrupted by a knife,
‘With ¢ D—— your eyes {—your money or your life 1**

" Misrorruxgs are like the creations
of Cadmus—they destroy one another!
Roused from the torpor of mind occa-
sioned by the loss of her lover at the
sudden illness of the squire, Lucy had
no thought for herself—no thought
for any one—for any thing but her
father, till long after the earth had
closed over his remains. The very
activity of the latter grief was less
dangerous than the quiet of the
former ; and when the first keenness

vanity :
CRABBE.
the post so merry !
- - - .
[ ] . L] [}
Don Juan.

of sorrow passed away, and her mind
gradually and mechanically returned
to the remembrance of Clifford, it was
with an intensity less strong, and less
fatal to her health and happiness than
before. She thought it unnatural and
criminal to allow any thing else to
grieve her, while she had so sacred &
grief as that of herloss; and her mind,
once aroused into resistance to passion,
betrayed a native strength little to

have been expected from her apparent
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character. Sir William Brandon lost
no time in returning to town after the
burial of his brother. He insisted
upon taking his niece with him ; and,
though with real reluctance, she
yielded to his wishes, and accompa-
nied him. By the squire’s will,
indeed, Sir William was appointed
guardian to Lucy, and she yet wanted
more than a year of her majority.
Brandon, with a delicacy very
uncommon to him where women
(for he was a confirmed woman-
hater) were concerned, provided every
thing that he thought could in any
way conduce to her comfort. He
ordered it to be understood in his
establishment that she was its mis-
tress. He arranged and farnished,
according to what he imagined to be
her taste, a suite of apartments for
her sole accommodation; a separate
carriage and servants were appro-
priated to her use ; and he sought, by
perpetual presents of books, or flowers,
or music, to occupy her thoughts, and
atone for the solitude to which his
professional duties obliged him so
constantly to consign her. These
attentions, which showed this strange
man in a new light, seemed to bring
out many little latent amiabilities,
which were usually imbedded in the
callosities of his rocky nature; and,
even despite her causes for grief and
the deep melancholy which consumed
her, Lucy was touched with gratitude
at kindness doubly soothing in one
who, however urbane and polished,
was by no means addicted to the little
attentions that are considered so gra-
tifying by women, and yet for which
they 8o often despise, while they like,
him who affords them. There was
much in Brandon that wound itself
insensibly around the heart. To one
more experienced than Lucy, this
involuntary attraction might not have
been incompatible with suspicion, and
could scarcely have been associated
with esteem; and yet for all who
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penetrating and selfish Mauleverer,
the attraction existed : unprincipled,
crafty, hypocritical, even base when it
suited his purpose ; secretly sneering
at the dupes he made, and knowing
no code save that of interest and am-
bition; viewing men only as machines,
and opinions only as ladders,—there
was yet a tone of powerful feeling
sometimes elicited from a heart that
could at the same moment have sacri-
ficed a whole people to the pettiest
personal object : and sometimes with
Lucy the eloquence or irony of his
conversation deepened into a melan-
choly—a half-suppressed gentleness of
sentiment, that accorded with the
state of her own mind and interested
her kind feelings powerfully in hAds.
It was these peculiarities in his con-
verse which made Lucy love to hear
him; and she gradually learned to
anticipate with a gloomy pleasure the
hour in which, after the occupations of
the day, he was accustomed to join her.

“ You look unwell, uncle, to-night,”
she said, when one evening he entered
the room with looks more fatigued
than usual; and, rising, she leaned
tenderly over him, and kissed his
forehead.

“Ay!” said Brandon, utterly anwon
by, aLd even unhceding, the caress;
“ our way of life soon passes into the
sear and yellow leaf; and when Mac-
beth grieved that he might not look to
have that which should accompany
old age, he had grown doting, and
grieved for what was worthless.”

“Nay, uncle, ‘honour, love, obe-
dience, troops of friends,'—these surely
were worth the sighing for 1”

“Pooh ! not worth a single sigh!
The foolish wishes we form in youth
have something noble, and something
bodily in them ; but those of age are
utter shadows, and the shadows of
pigmies! Why, what is honour, after
all? What is this good name among
men —Only a sort of heathenish idol,



184

set up to be adored by one set of fools,
and scorned by another. Do you not
observe, Lucy, that the man you hear
most praised by the party you meet
to-day, is most abused by that which
you meet to-morrow ? Public men are
only praised by their party ; and their
party, sweet Lucy, are such base
minions, that it moves one's spleen to
think one is 80 little a8 to be useful to
them. Thus a good name is only the
good name of a sect, and the members
of that sect are only marvellous proper
knaves.”

“ But posterity does justice to those
who really deserve fame.”

“ Posterity ! Can you believe thata
man who knows what life is, cares for
the penny whistles of grown children
after his death? Posterity, Lucy—
no! Posterity is but the same perpe-
tuity of fools and rascals; and even
were justice desirable at their hands,
they could not deal it. Do men agree
whether Charles Stuart was a liar or
a martyr? For how many ages have
we believed Nero a monster! A
writer now asks, as if demonstrating
a problem, what real historian could
doubt that Nero was a paragon ? The
patriarchs of Scripture have been
declared by modern philosophy to be
& series of astronomical hieroglyphs;
and, with greater show of truth, we
are assured that the patriot Tell
never existed! Posterity! the word
has gulled men enough without my
adding to the number. I, who loathe
the living, can scarcely venerate the
unborn. Lucy, believe me, that no
man can mix largely with men in
political life, and not despise every
thing that in youth he adored! Age
leavesusonly one feeling—contempt!”

“ Are you belied, then?” said Lucy,
pointing to s newspaper, the organ of
the party opposed to Brandon: “ Are
you belied when you are here called
‘ambitious ?’ When they call you
“gelfish’ and ‘grasping’ I know
they wrong you ; but I confess that I
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have thought you ambitious; yet can
he who despises men desire their good
opinion ?”

“Their good opinion!” repeated
Brandon, mockingly : “ Do we want
the bray of the asses we ride?—No!”
he resumed, after a pause. “1It is
power, not honour ; it is the hope
of elevating oneself in every respect,
in the world without, as well as in the
world of one’sown mind : it is this hope
which makes me Ilabour where I
might rest, and will continue the
labour to my grave. Lucy,” continued
Brandon, fixing his keen eyes on his
niece, “ have you no ambition? have
power, and pomp, and place, no charm
for your mind "

“ None !” said Lucy, quietly and
simply.

“ Indeed! yet there are times when
I have thought I recognised my blood
in your veins. You are sprung from
a once noble, but a fallen race. Are
you ever susceptible to the weakneas
of ancestral pride?”

“ You say,” answered Lucy, “ that
we should care not for those who live
after us ; much less, I imagine, should
we care for those who have lived ages
before ! ”

“ Prettily answered,” said Brandon,
smiling. - I will tell you at one time
or another what effect that weakness
you despise already once had, long
after your age, upor me. Yon are
early wise on some points—profit by
my experience, and be so on all.”

“ That is to say, in despising all
men and all things!” said Lucy, also

“Well, never mind my creed ; you
may be wise after your own: but
trust one, dearest Lucy, who loves you
purely and disinterestedly, and who
has weighed with scales balanced to a
hair all the advantages to be gleaned
from an earth, in which I verily think
the harvest was gathered before we
were put into it ;—trust, me, Lucy,
and never think love—that maiden’s
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dream—s0 valuable as rank and
power : pause well before you yield to
the former; accept the latter the
moment they are offered you. Love
puts you at the feet of another, and
that other a tyrant; rank puts others
at your feet, and all those thus sub-
are your glaves !” .

Lucy moved her chair (so that the
new position concealed her face) and
did not answer; and andon, in an
altered tone, continued,—

“Would you think, Lucy, that I
once was fool enough to imagine that
love was a blessing, and to be eagerly
sought for? I gave up my hopes, my
chances of wealth, of distinction, all
that had burned from the years of
boyhood into my very heart. I chose
poverty, obscurity, humiliation,—but
I chose also love. What was my re-
ward? Lucy Brandon, I was deceived
~—deceived | ”

Brandon paused md Lucy took his
hand affectionately, but did not break
the silence. Brandon resumed :—

- “Yes, I was deceived! - But I in
my turn had a revenge,—and a fitting
revenge ; for it was not the revenge
of hatred, but” (and the speaker
langhed sardonically) ““of contempt.
Enough of this, Lucy! What I wished
to say to you is this—grown men and
women know more of the.truth of
things than ye young persons think
for. Love is a mere bauble, and no
human being ever exchanged for it
one solid advantage without repent-
ance. Believe this; and if rank ever
puts itself under those pretty feet, be
sure not to spurn the footstool.”

- 8o saying, with a slight laugh,

Brandon lighted his chamber candle,
and left the room for the night.

As soon as the lawyer reached his
own apartment, he indited to Lord
Mauleverer the following epistle :—

“Why, dear Mauleverer, do you
not come to fown? I want you,—
your party wants you; perhaps the
K—g wants you; and certainly, if
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you are serious about my niece, the
care of your own love-suit should
induce you yourself to want to come
hither. ‘I have paved the way for you;
and I think, with a little manage-
ment, you may anticipate a speedy
success : but Lucy is a strange girl;
and perhaps, after all, though you
ought to be on the spot, you had
better leave her as much as possible
in my hands. I know human nature,
Mauleverer, and that knowledge is
the engine by which I will work-your
triumph. As for the young lover, I
am not quite sure whether it be not
better for our sake that Lucy should
have experienced a disappointment
on that score ; for when a woman has
once loved, and the love is utterly
hopeless, she puts all vague ideas of
other lovers altogether out of her
head ; she becomes contented with a
husband whom she can esteem ! Sweet
canter! But you, Mauleverer, want
Lucy tolove you! And so she will—
after you have married her! She will
love you partly from the advantages
she derives from you, partly from
familiarity (to say nothing of your
good qualities). For my part, I think
domesticity goes so far, that I believe
a woman always inclined to be affec-
tionate to 8 man whom she has once
seen in his nightecap. However, you
should come to town; my poor bro-
ther’s recent death allows us to see no
one,—the coast will be clear from
rivals ; grief has softened my niece’s
heart ;—in a word, you could not
have a better opportunity. Come |

“ By the way, you say ome of the
reasons which made you think ill of
this Captain Clifford was, your im-
pression that, in the figure of one of
his comrades, you recognised some-
thing that appeared to you to resem-
ble one of the fellows who robbed you
a few months ago. I understand that,
at this moment, the police are in
active pursuit of three most accom-
plished robbers ; nor should I be at all
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surprised if in this very Clifford were
to be found the leader of the gang,
viz. the notorious Lovett. I hear that
the said leader is a clever and a hand-
some fellow, of a gentlemanlike ad-
dress, and that his general associates
sre two men of the exact stamp of the
worthies you have so amusingly de-
scribed to me. I heard this yesterday
from Nabbem, the police-officer, with
whom I once seraped acquaintance on
s trial; and in my grudge against
your rival, I hinted at my suspicion
that he, Captain Clifford, might not
impossibly prove this Rinaldo Rinal-
dini of the roads. Nabbem caught at
my hint at once; so that, if it be
founded on a true guess, I may flatter
my conscience, a8 well as my friend-
ghip, by the hope that I have had
some hand in hanging this Adonis of
my niece’s, Whether my guess be
true or not, Nabbem says he is sure
of this Lovett ; for one of his gang has
promised to betray him. Hang these
sspiring dogs! I thought treachery
was confined to politics; and that
thought makes me turn to public
matters,—in which all people are
turning with the most edifying ce-
lerity.”

L]

-* -* L]

* - * L]

* L ] * »*
Sir William Brandon’s epistle found

Mauleverer in a fitting mood for Lucy
and for London. Our worthy peer
had been not a little chagrined by
Lucy’s sudden departure from Bath ;

and while in doubt whether or not to
follow her, the papers had informed
him of the squire’s death. Mauleverer,
being then fully aware of the impos-
gibility of immediately urging his
snit, endeavoured, like the true philo-
sopher he was, to reconcile himself to
kis hope deferred. Few people were
more easily susceptible of consolation
than Lord Mauleverer. He found an
agreeable lady, of a face more unfaded
than her reputation, to whom he
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intrusted the care of relieving his
leisure moments from esnui; and
bemg a lively woman, the confidante
the trust with great satis-
faction to Lord Mauleverer, for the
space of & fortnight, so that he nata-
rally began to feel his love for Lucy
gradually wearing away, by absence
and other ties; but just as the
triumph of time over passion was
growing decisive, the lady left Bath
in company with a tall
and Mauleverer received Brandon’s
letter. These two events recalled our:
excellent lover to a sense of his alle-
giance ; and there being now at Bath
no particular attraction to counter-
balance the ardour of his affectionm,
Lord Mauleverer ordered th. horses
to his carriage, and, attended only by
his valet,.set out for London.
Nothing, perhaps, could convey s
better portrait of the world’s spoiled
darling than a sight of Lord Mau-
leverer’s thim, fastidious features, peer-
ing forth through the closed window
of his luxurious travelling chariot ;
the rest of the outer man being care-
fally enveloped in furs, half-a-dozen
novels strewing the seat of the car-
riage, and a lean French dog, exceed-
ingly like its master, sniffing in vain
for the fresh air, which, to the imagi-
nation of Mauleverer, was peopled
with all sorts of asthmas and catarrhs?
Mauleverer got out of his carriage at
Salisbury, to stretch his limbs, and to
amuse himeelf with a cutlet. Our
nobleman was well known on the
roads ; and, as nobody could be more
affable, he was equally popular. The
officious landlord bustled into the
room, to wait himself upon his lord-
ship, and to tell all thenews of the place.
“Well, Mr. Cheerly,” said Maule-
verer, bestowing a penetrating glance
on his cutlet, “the bad times, I see,
have not ruined your cook.”
“ Indeed, my lord, your lordship is
very good, a.ndthetimes, indeed, are
very bad——very bad indeed. Is thm
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enough gravy? Perhaps your lord-
ghip will try the pickled onions?”

“The what +—Onions —oh —ah |
nothing can be better; but I never
touch them. 8o, are the roads good 1"

“Your lordship has, I hope, found
them good to Salisbury ?”

“Ah! I believe 80. Oh! to be sure,
excellent to Salisbury. But how are
they to London? We have had wet
weather lately, I think ! »

“ No, my lord. Here, the weather
has been as dry as a bone.”

“Or a cutlet!” muttered Mau-
leverer, and the host continued,—

¢ As for the roads themselves, my
lord—so far as the roads are con-
cerned—they are pretty good, my
lord ; but I can’t say as how there is
not something about them that might
be mended.”

¢ By no means improbable !—You
mean the inns and the turnpikes?”
rejoined Mauleverer.

* % Your lordship is pleased to be
facetious;—no ! I meant something
worse than them.”

“ What! the cooks?”.

“No, my lord,—the highwaymen !”

¢ The highwaymen —indeed !” said
Mauleverer anxiously; for he had with
him a case of diamonds, which at that
time were, on grand occasions, often
the ornaments of a gentleman’s dress,
in the shape of buttons, buckles, &c. ;
he had also a tolerably large sum of
ready money about him, a blessing he
had lately begun to find very rare :—
* By the way, the rascals robbed me
before on this very road. My pistols
shall beZoaded thistime.—Mr.Cheerly,
you had better order the horses; one
may a8 well escape the night-fall.”

“ Certainly, my lord—certainly.—
Jem, the horses immediately |—Your
lordship will have another cutlet ?”

¢ Not a morsel |

“ A tart 1

“ A dev—! not for the world!”

“ Bring the cheese, John |”

“ Much obliged to you, Mr. Cheerly,
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but I have dined ; and if T have not
done justice to your good cheer, thank
yourself and the highwaymen. —
Where do these highwaymen attack
one?” .

“ Why, my lord, the neighbourhood
of Reading is, I believe, the worst
part ; but they are very troublesome
all the way to Salthill.”

“ Damnation {—the very neighbour-
hood in which the knaves robbed me
before —You may well call them
troublesome! Why the deuce don’t
the police clear the county of such a
movable species of trouble 1"

“ Indeed, my lord, I don’t know:
but they say as how Captain Lovett,
the famous robber, be one of the set;
and nobody can catch him, I fear!”

“ Because, I suppose, the dog has
the sense to bribe as well as bully.
—What is the general number of
these ruffians 1”

“ Why, my lord, sometimes one,
sometimes two, but seldom more than
three.”

Mauleverer drew himself up. My
dear diamonds, and my pretty purse!”
thought he ; “ I may save you yet!”

“ Have you been long plagued with
the fellows $” he asked, after a pause,
a8 he was paying his bill.

“ Why, my lord, we have and we
have not. I fancy as howthey havea
sort of haunt near Reading, for some-
times they are intolerable just about
there, and sometimes they are quiet
for months together! For instance,
my lord, we thought them all gone
some time ago; but lately they have
regularly stopped every one, though I
hear as how they have cleared no
great booty as yet.”

Here the waiter announced the
horses, and Mauleverer slowly re-
entered his , among the bows
and smiles of the charmed spirits of
the hostelry.

During the daylight, Mauleverer,
who was naturally of a gallant and
fearless temper, thought no mere of
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the highwaymen,—a species of danger
80 common at that time, that men al-
most considered it disgraceful to suffer
the dread of it to be a cause of delay
on the road. Travellersseldom deemed
it best to lose time in order to save
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the animals from the hold of the
robbers, I intend with these pistals—
you observe them !—to shoot at the
gentlemen who detain you; but as,
though I am generally a dead shot,
my eyesight wavers a little in the

money; and they carried with them du-k I think it very possible that I
a stout heart and a brace of pistols, | may have the misfortune to shoot
instead of sleeping all night on the  you, gentlemen,instead of the robbers!

road. Mauleverer, rather a preux
chevalier, was precisely of this order
of wayfarers ; and a night at an inn,
when it was possible to avoid it, was
to him, a8 to most rich Englishmen,
a tedious torture zealously to be
shunned. It never, therefore, entered
into the head of our excellent noble-
man, despite his experience, that his
diamonds and his purse might be
saved from all danger, if he would
consent to deposit them, with his own
person, at some place of hospitable
reception ; nor, indeed, was it till he
was within a stage of Reading, and
the twilight had entirely closed in,
that he troubled his head much on
the matter. But while the horses
were putting to, he summoned the
postboys to him ; and, after regarding
their countenances with the eye of
& man accustomed to read physiog-
nomies, he thus eloquently addressed
them :—

¢ Gentlemen,—I am informed thnt
there is some danger of being robbed
between this town and Salthill. Now,
I beg to inform you, that I think it
next to impossible for four horses,
properly directed, to be stopped by
less than four men., To that number
I shall probably yield; to a less
number I shall most assuredly give
not!;ing but bullets. You understand
me ”

The postboys grinned, touched
their hats, and Maunleverer slowly
eontinued,—

“If, therefore,—mark me !—one,
two, or three men stop your horses,
and I find that the use of your whips
and spure aro ineffectual in releasing

| You see the rascals will be close by
you, sufficiently so to put you in
jeopardy, unless, indeed, you knock
them down with the butt-end of your
whips. I merely mention this, that
you may be prepared. Should such
s mistake occur, you need not be
uneasy beforehand, for I will take
every possible care of your widows ;
should it not, and should we reach
Salthill in safety, I intend to testify
my sense of the excellence of your
driving by a present of ten guineas
a-piece! Gentlemen, I have done with
you. I give you my honour, that I
am serious in what I have said to you.
Do me the favour to mount.”

Mauleverer then called his favourite
servant, who sat in the dickey in
front (rumble-tumbles not being then
in use).

“ Smoothson,” said he, “the last
time we were attacked on this very
road, you bebaved damnably. See
that you do better this time, or it may
be the worse for you. You have
pistols to-night about you, eh? Well!
that’s right! And you are sure they’re
loaded? Very well! Now, then, if
we are stopped, don’t lose a moment.
Jump down, and fire one of your
pistols at the first robber. Keep the
other for a éure aim. One shot is
to intimidate, the second to slay. You
comprehend? My pistols are in ex-
cellent order, I suppose. Lend me
the ramrod. Bo,s0! No trick this
time !”

“They would kill a fly, my lord,
provided your lordship fired straight
upon it.”

“I do not doubt you,” said Maule-
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verer; “light the lanterns, and tell
the postboys to drive on.”

It was a frosty and tolerably clear
night. The dusk of the twilight had
melted away beneath the moon which
had just risen, and the hoary rime
glittered from the bushes and the
sward, breaking into a thousand
diamonds as it caught the rays of the
stars, On went the horses briskly,
their breath' steaming against the
fresh” air, and their hoofs sounding
cheerily on the hard ground. The
rapid motion of the carriage—the
bracing coolness of the night—and
the excitement occasioned by anxiety
and the forethought of danger, all
conspired to stir the languid blood of
Lord Mauleverer into a vigorous and
exhilarated sensation, natural in youth
to his character, but utterly contrary
to the nature he had imbibed from
the cestoms of his manhood.

He felt his pistols, and his hands
trembled a little as he did so :—mnot
the least from fear, but from that
restlessness and eagerness peculiar to
nervous persons placed in a new
situation.

“In this country,” said he to him-
self, “I have been only once robbed
in the course of my life. It was then
a little my fault; for before I took to
my pistols, I should have been certain
they were loaded. To-night, I shall
be sure to avoid a similar blunder;
and my pistols have an eloquence in
their barrels which is exceedingly
moving, Humph, another milestone !
These fellows drive well ; but we are
entering a pretty-looking spot for
Messieurs the disciples of Robin
Hood 1”

It was, indeed, a picturesque spot
by which the carriage was now rapilc;?y
whirling, A few miles from Maiden-
head, on the Henley Road, our readers
will probably remember a small tract
of forestlike land, lying on either side
of the road. To the left, the green
waste bears away among trees and
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bushes ; and one skilled in the coun-
try may pass from that spot, through
a landscape as little tenanted as green
Sherwood was formerly, into the
chains of wild common and deep
beech-woods which border a certain
portion of Oxfordshire, and contrast
80 beautifully the general character-
istics of that county.

At the time we speak of, the country
was even far wilder than it is now;
and just on that point where the
Henley and the Reading roads unite
was a spot (communicating then with
the waste land we have described),
than which, perhaps, few places could
be more adapted to the purposes of
such true men as have recourse to the
primary law of nature. Certain it
was that at this part of the road
Mauleverer looked more anxioualy
from his window than he had hitherto
done, and apparently the increased
earnestness of his survey was not
altogether without meeting its reward.

About a hundred yards to the left,
three dark objects were just discern-
ible in the shade; a moment more,
and the objects emerging grew into
the forms of three men, well mounted,
and riding at a brisk trot.

“ Only three !” thought Mauleverer,
“that is well ;” and leaning from the
front-window with a pistol in either
hand, Mauleverer cried out to the
postboys in a stern tone, * Drive on,
and recollect what I told you I—Re-
member!” he added to his servant.
The postboys scarcely looked round ;
but their spurs were buried in their
horses, and the animals flew on like
lightning.

The three strangers made a halt, as
if in conference: their decision was
prompt. Two wheeled round from
their comrade, and darted at fall
gallop by the carriage. Mauleverer's
pistol was already protruded from the
front-window, when to his astonish-
ment, and to the utter baffling of his

ingenious admonition to his drivers,
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he beheld the two postboys knocked
from their horses one after the other
with a celerity that scarcely allowed
him an exclamation ; and before he
had recovered his self-possession, the
horses taking fright (and their fright
being skilfully taken advantage of by
the highwaymen), the carriage was
fairly whirled into & ditch on the
right side of the road, and upset.
Meanwhile, Smoothson had leaped
from his station in the front; and
having fired, though without effect,
at the third robber, who approached
menacingly towards him, he gained
the time to open the carriage door,
and extricate his master.

The moment Mauleverer found
himeelf on terra firma, he prepared his
courage for offensive measures, and
he and Smoothson standing side by
gide in front of the unfortunate vehicle,
presented mo unformidable aspect to
the enemy. The two robbers who
had so decisively rid themselves of
the postboys aeted with mo less deter-
mination towards the horses. One of
them dismounted, cut the traces, and
suffered the plunging quadrupeds to
go whither they listed. This measure
was not, however, allowed to be taken
with impunity; a ball from Maule-
verer’s pistol passed through the hat
of the highwayman with an aim so
slightly erring, that it whizzed among
the locks of the astomnded hero with
a sound that sent a terror to his
heart, no less from a love of his head
than from anxiety for his hair. The
shock staggered him for a moment;
end a second shot from the hands
of Manleverer would have probably
finished his earthly career, had not
the third robber, who had hitherto
remained a.lmost inactive, thrown
himself from his hormse, which, tutored
to such docility, remsined perfectly
still, and advancing with a bold step
and a levelled pistol toward Maule-
yerer and his servant, said in a reso-
Inte voice,  Gentlemen, it is useless
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to struggle; we are well armed, and
resolved on effecting our purpese:
your persons shall be safe if you lay
down your arms, and also such part
of your property a8 you may particu-
larly wish to retain. Baut if you
resist, I cannot answer for your
lives !”

Maauleverer had listened patiently
tothmspeeehinorderthathe might
have more time for adjusting his
aim: his reply was a bullet, which
grazed the side of the speaker and
tore away the skin, without inflicting
any more dangerous wound. Mutter-
ing a eurse upon the error of his aim,
and resolute to the last when his
blood was once up, Mauleverer backed
one pace, drew his sword, and threw
himself into the attitude of a cham-
pion well skilled in the use of the
instrument he wore.

But that ineomparable personage
was in a fair way of ascertaining what
happiness in the world to come is
reserved for a man who has spared ne
pains to make himself comfortable in
this. For the two first and most
active robbers having finished the
achievement of the horses, now ap-
proached Mauleverer, and the taller
of them, still indignant at the late
peril 1o his hair, cried out in a stenr
torian voice,—

“By Jove! you old fool, if you
don’t throw down your toasting-fork,
I'll be the death of you!”

The speaker suited the-action to
the word, by eocking an immense
pistol. Mauleverer stood his ground ;
but Smoothson retreated, and stum-
bling against the wheel of the carriage
fell backward ; the next instant, the
second highwayman had possessed
himself of the valet’s pistols, :nd,
quietly seated on the fallen man’s
stomach, amused himself by inspecting
the contents of the damestic’s pockets:
Mauleverer was now alone, and his
stubboraness so enmaged the tall bully
that his hand was already on his
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4rigger, when the third robber, whose
side Mauleverer's bullet had grazed,
¢hrust himeelf between the two.—
#Hold, Ned !” said he, pushing back
his commdes pistoL.—* And you, my
lord, whose rashmess ought to cost
you your life, learn that men can rob
generously.” Bo saying, with one
dexterous stroke from the robber’s
riding-whip, Mauleverer’s sword flew
wupwards, and alighted at the distance
of ten yards from its owner.

« Approach now,” said the vietor
1o his comrades. “Rifle the carriage,
and with all despateh!”

The tall highwayman hastened to
execute this order; and the lesser
one having satisfactorily finished the
inquisition into Mr. Smoothson’s
pockets, drew forth from his own
pouch a tolerably thick rope; with
this he tied the hands of the prostrate
valet, moralising as he wound the
rope round and round the wrists of
the fallen man, in the following edi-
fying strain :—

“ Lie still, sir—lie still, I beseech
you! All wise men are fatalists ; and
no proverb is more pithy than that
which says, ¢ what can’t be cured must
be endured.’ Lie still, I tell you!
Little, perhaps, do you think that you
are performing one of the noblest
funetions of humanity: yes, sir, you
are filling the pockets of the destitute;
mdbymypreeentsctionlamsecnr
ing you from any weakness of the
flesh likely to impede so praiseworthy
an end, and 5o hazard the excellence
of your action. There, sir, your hands
are tight,—lie still and reflect.”

As he said this, with three gentle
applications of his feet, the moralist
rolled Mr. Smoothson into the ditch,
and hastened to join his lengthy
comrade in his pleasing oceupation.

In the interim, Mauleverer and the
third robber (who, in the true spirit
of government, remsined dxgmﬁed
and imactive while his followers plun. |
deved what ke ocertainly designed to
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share, if not to monopolise) stood
within a few feet of each other, face
to face.

Mauleverer had mnow convinced
himself that all endeavour to save
his property was hopeless, and he had
also the consolation of thinking he
had done his best to defend it. He,
therefore, bade all his thoughts return
to the care of his person. He ad-
Jjusted his far collar around his neck
with great sang froid, drew on his
gloves, and, patting his terrified
poodle, who sat shivering on its
haunches with one paw raised, and
nervously trembling, he said,—

““ You, sir, seem to be a civil person,
and I really should have felt quite
sorry if I had had the misfortune to
wound you. You are not hurt, I
trust. Pray, if I may inquire, how
am I to proceed? My carriage is in
the ditch, and my horses by this
time are probably at the end of the
world.”

“ As for that -matter,” said the
robber, whose face, like those of his
comrades, was closely masked in the
approved fashion of highwaymen of
that day, “I believe you will have to
walk to Maidenhead,—it is not far,
and the night is fine |

¢ A very trifiing hardship, indeed !”
said Mauleverer, ironically; but his
new acquaintance made no reply, nor
did he appear at all desirous of enter-
ing into any farther conversation with
Mauleverer.

The earl, therefore, after watching
the operations of the other robbers
for some moments, turned on his heel,
and remained humming an opera tune
with dignified indifference until the
pair had finished rifling the carriage,
and, seizing Mauleverer, proceeded to
xifle ktm.

With a curled lip and a raised brow,
that supreme personage suffered him~
self to be, as the taller robber expressed
it, « cleaned out.” His watch, his
' rings, his purse, and his snuff-box, all
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went. It was long since the rascals
had captured such a booty.

They had scarcely finished when the
postboys, who had now begun to look
about them, uttered a simultaneous
cry, and at some distance a wagon was
seen heavily approaching. Mauleverer
really wanted his money, to say no-
thing of his diamonds; and so soon
as he perceived assistance at hand, &
new hope darted within him. His
sword still lay on the ground; he
sprang towards it—seized it, uttered
a shout for help, and threw himself
fiercely on the highwayman who had
disarmed him ; but the robber, ward-
ing off the blade with his whip,
retreated to his saddle, which he
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managed, despite of Mauleverer’s
lunges, to regain with impunity. -

The other two had already mounted,
and within a minute afterwards not a
veatige of the trio was visible. * This
is what may fairly be called single
blessedness/” said Mauleverer, as,
dropping his useless sword, he thrust
his hands into his pockets.

Leaving our peerless peer to find
his way to Maidenhead on foot, ac-
companied (to say nothing of the
poodle) by one wagoner, two post-
boys, and the released Mr. Smooth-
son, all four charming him with their
condolences, we follow with our
story the steps of the three aliens
appetentes.

CHAPTER XXVI.

ls."—@il Blas.

the

“'l'heroguelvemnrymarryon their booty. Theynidsthmdthhglmtshowd
! of their

* They fixed on & spot where they made a cave, which was large enough to receive them
and their horses. This cave was enclosed within a sort of thicket of bushes and brambles.
From this station they used to issue,” &c.—Memoirs of Richard Turpin.

Ir was not for several minutes after
their flight had commenced that any
conversation passed between the rob-
bers. Their horses flew on like wind,
and the country through which they
rode presented to their speed no other
obstacle than an occasional hedge, or
a short cut through the thicknesses of
some leafless beechwood. The stars
lent them a merry light, and the
spirits of two of them at least were
fully in sympathy with the exhilara-
tion of the pace and the air. Perhaps,
in the third, a certain presentiment
that the present adventure would end
less merrily than it had begun, con-
spired, with other causes of gloom, to
check that exaltation of the blood
which generally follows a successful
exploit.

The path which the robbers took

wound by the sides of long woods, or
across large tracts of uncultivated
land. Nor did they encounter any
thing living by the road, save now
and then a solitary owl, wheeling its
grey body around the gkirts of the
bare woods, or occasionally troops of
conies, pursuing their sports and en-
joying their midnight food in the
fields.

“Heavens |” cried the tall robber,
whose incognito we need no longer
preserve, and who, a8 our readers are
doubtless aware, answered to the name
of Pepper,—*“ Heavens!” cried he,
looking upward at the starry skies in
a sort of ecstacy, “what a jolly life
thisis! Some fellows like hunting;
d—— it! what hunting is like the
road? If there be sport in hunting
down & nasty fox, how much more is
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there in hunting down a nice clean
nobleman’s carriage! If there be joy
in getting a brush, how much moreis
there in getting a purse! If it be
pleasant to-fly over a hedge in the
broad daylight, hang me if it be not
ten times finer sport to skim it by
night,—here goes! Look how the
hedges run away from us! and the
silly old moon dances about, as if the
sight of us put the good lady in
spirits] Those old maids are always
glad to have an eye upon such fine
dashing young fellows.”

“ Ay,” cried the more erudite and
sententious Augustus Tomlinson,
roused by success from his usual phi-
losophical sobriety; “ no work is 807
pleasantas night-work,and thewitches
our ancestors burnt were in the right
to ride out on their broomsticks, with
the owls and the stars, We are their
successors now, Ned, We are your
true fly-by-nights!”

“Only,” quoth Ned, “we are a
cursed deal more clever than they
were; for they played their game
without being a bit the richer for it,
and we—1I say, Tomlinson, where the
devil did you put that red morocco
caset”

« Experience never enlightens the

foolish!” said Tomlinson; “or you | party

would have known, without asking,
that I had put it in the very safest
pocket in my coat. ’Gad, how heavy
itis!”

“ Well1” cried Pepper, “1 can’t
say I wish it were lighter | Only think
of our robbing my lord twice, and on
the same road too!”

“1 say, Lovett,” exclaimed Tomlin-
son, “ was it not odd that we should
have stumbled upon our Bath friend
50 unceremoniously? Lucky for us
that we are so strict in robbing in
masks! He would not have thought
the better of Bath company if he had
seen our faces.”

Lovett, or rather Clifford, had

.gether renounced that career.

hitherto been silent. He now turned
No. 33.
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slowly in his saddle, and said,—* As
it was, the poor devil was very nearly
despatched. Long Ned was making
short work with him—if I had not
in ’”

“ And why did you?” said Ned.

“ Because I will have no killing : it
is the curse of the noble art of our
profession to have passionate professors
like thee.”

“ Passionate!” repeated Ned : “well,
Tam s little choleric, I own it; but
that is not so great a fault on the road
as it would be in house-breaking.
Idon’t know a thing that requires so
much coolness and self-possession as
cleaning out a house from top to
bottom,—quietly and .civilly, mind
you!”

“That is the reason, I suppose,
then,” said Augustus, ¢ that you alto-
Your
first adventure was house-breaking, I
think I have heard you say. I confess
it was a vulgar début—not worthy of
you!”

“No !—Harry Cook seduced me;
but the specimen I saw that night
disgusted me of picking locks; it
brings one in contact with such low
companions : only think, there was a
merchant—a rag-merchant, one of the
1 »

“ Faugh!” said Tomlinson, in so-
lemn disgust.

“ Ay, you may well turn up your
lip: I never broke into & house again.”

“ Who were your other compa-
nions?” asked Augustus.

“ Only Harry Cook,* and a very
singular woman —”

Here Ned's narrative was inter-
rupted by a dark defile through a
wood, allowing room for emnly one
horseman at a time. They continued
this gloomy path for several minutes,
until at length it brought them to the
brink of s large dell, overgrown with
bushes, and spreading around some-

* A noted highvnymul. 3



b PAUL CLIFTORD.

wint in the form of & rude semicirele. | all the advantages of ssereey for iteelf] -
Mﬁcmwmdhdlndmmformmqu
their reeking horses down the demcext. | few of the gaag, snd thoee ouly whe
Long Ned, whe went first, paused at: had been employsd in its constraction,
sclmterofbushes,whxchu.dnlmndenqudﬂedwﬁh&em
thick as to defy intrusion, but which . oﬂlmman and as our adventavers
ylelding, on either side, t0 the expe- r-elvan,ndmiyumom
rienced hand of the xobber, Mdldugmwm«umm
had contimued for mese than two

what thwhotsmlit
A few steps along the passage of this' yesrs undiscovered and
galf brought them to & deer, vhich,’ l'heavcn, hollowed by

even seen by torehdight, weuld have ' nature, owed but little 40 the decers-
appesred 50 exacily similar in colour tioms of mrt; aevertheleas, the reugh-
and materisl t0 the rude walls on ' ness of the walls was comcealed by s -
cither side, as 1o have decsived amy ' rade but ecomfertable arras of matfing:
ussuspeeting eys, and which, in the four or five of such sests as the robbers
mmlm”ﬂ,*MmRMMm
might have remsimed for oum'mn-dunnllbnthghtvudﬁe,
undiscovered. Touchinga secret atch, | which, ss there wana0 chimney, spread
the door opened, and therobbess were 3 thin veleme of smeke over the spart-
in the secure precincis of the “ Red . ment. The height of fhc aave, sdded

Osve[” 1 may be remembered that |
among the early studies of cor exem-' p
plary hero, the memeies of Richand
Twpim had formed s eow
portion ; and it may also be rem
bered that, hﬁemiulhuou
mmotthtgemm
had more delighted the juvewile ima-
gination of the stwdent than the de-
seription of the forest cave m which
the gallant Turpin bad been secws-
tomed to conceal himself, his friend,
his horse,
% And that sweet saint who lny by Tuarpis’s
side ;™

or, te speuk more domestieslly, the
respectable Mrs. Turpin. So strong
8 hold, indeed, had that early remi-
niscence fixed upon our hero’s mind,
that, no sooner had he risen to emi-
nence among his friends, than he had
put the projeet of his childheod into
execution. He had selected for the
scene of his ingenaity an admirable
spot. In a thinly-peepled couatry,
surrounded by commons and woods,
and yet (as Mr. Robins would say, if
he had to dspese of it by auction)
“within an easy ride” of populous | sf

and well-frequented roads, it possessed

| targe

to the undversal resuncilor—eustom—
revented, however, this evil from
being seriously unplessant; and, m-
deed, like the temants of sm Irizh
et | cabin, perhaps the inmates attached
& degree of comfort to s circumstamce
which was coupled with their dearest
household sssocistions. A table,
formed of s board conmely plamed,
and supported by four legs of irreguiar
sime, made equal by the introdection
of blocks ar wedges between the legs
and the floor, stood warming its wa-
couth self by the fire. At onecorner,
a cswered cart made s conspicnous
article of furniture, no doubt usefal
either in comveying plunder or pro-
visiens ; beside the wheels were care-
lessly thrown two or three coarse car-
penter’s tools, and the more warlike
utilities of » blunderbuss, a rifte, and
two broad-swords. In the other corner
'Was an open cupboard, containing rows
of pewter platters, mugs, &c. Opposite
the fire-place, which was to the left of
the entrance, an excavation had been
turned into a dormitory ; and fronting
theentmncewa.sa.pmo f broad,
trong, wooden steps, ascending to a
hollow about eight feet from
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the ground, This was the entrance
to the stables; and as soon as their
owners released the reins of the horses,
the docile animals proceeded one by
one leisurely up the steps, in the man-
ner of quadrupeds educated at the
public seminary of Astley’s, and dis-
appeared within the aperture,

These steps, when drawn up—
which, however, from their extreme
clumsiness, required the united
strength of two ordinary men, and
was not that instantaneous work which
it should have been,—made the place
above a tolerably strong hold, for the
wall was perfectly perpendicular and
level, and it was only by placing his
hands upon the ledge, and so lifting
himself gymnastically upward, that an
active assailant could have reached
the eminence; a work which defenders
equally active, it may easily be sup-
posed, would not be likely to allow.

This upper cave—for our robbers
paid more attention to their horses
than themselves, as the nobler animals
of the two species—was evidently fitted
up with some labour. The stalls were
rudely divided, the litter of dry fern
was clean, troughs were filled with
oats, and a large tub had been supplied
from s pond at s little distamee.
cart-harness, amd some old
frocks, were fixed om pegs to the wall,
‘While at the far end of these singular
gtables was & door strongly barred,
and anly just large emough to-admit
the body of s man. The confederates
had made it an express law never to
enter their domain by this deor, or
to use it, except for the purpese of
escape, should the cave aver be at-
tacked ; in which case, while one or
two defended the emtrance from the
inner cave, smother might wmbar the
door, and as it opened upon the thick-
est part of the wood, through which
with great ingemuity a labyrinthine
path had been cut, not easily tracked
by ignorant pursuers, these precan-
tions of the highwaymen had provided
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a fair hope of at least a temporary
escape from any invading enemies,

Such were the domestic arrange-
ments of the Red Cave; and it will be
conceded that at least some skill had
been shewn in the choice of the spot,
if there were a lack of taste in its
adornments, ’

‘While the horses were performing -
their nightly ascent, our three heroes,’
after securing the door, made at once
to the fire. And there, O reader!
they were greeted in welcome by one,
—an old and revered acquaintance of
thine,—whom in such a scene it will
equally astound and wound thee to
re-behold. ! ,

Know, then,—but first we will
describe to thee the occupation and
the garb of the august personage to
whom we allude. Bending over a
large gridiron, daintily bespread with
steaks of the fatted rump, the INDI-
VIDUAL stood ;—with hisright arm
bared above the elbow, and his right
hand grasping that mimic trident
known unto gastronomers by the
monesyllable “fork.” His wigless
head was adorned with a cotton night-
cap. His upper vestment was die-
carded, and a whitish apron flowed

A | gracefally down his middle man. His

were mogartered, and per-
mitted betweon the knee and the calf
ing glances of the rude carnal.
One list shoe and ome of leathern
manufacture. cased his ample feet.
Enterprise, or the noble glow of his
present culinary profession, spread s
yet rosier blush over a cowntenance
early tinged by generous libations,
and from beneath the curtain of his
pallid eyelashes his large and rotund
orbs gleamed dazslingly on the new-
comers. Such, O reader! was the
aspect and the oecnpation of the
venerable man whom we have long
since taught thee to admire ; such—
alas for the mutabilities of earth !-—
was—a new ehapter only oan contain
the name. .
o2
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CHAPTER XXVIL

Calidan~ Hast thou not dropped from Heaven ? "—Tempest.
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CHAPTER XXVIIL

¢ God bless our Kingand Parliament,
And send he may make such knaves repent !

Loyal Bongs against the Rump Parliament.
#¢ Ho, treachery ! my guards, my cimeter! "~Bysox,

Wazx the irreverent Mr. Pepper
had warmed his hands sufficiently to
be able to transfer them from the fire,
he lifted the right palm, and, with an
indecent jocularity of spirits, accosted
the ci-devant ornament of “The Asi-
neum ” with a sounding slap on his
back—or some suck part of his
conformation.

“Ah, old boy!” said he, “is this
the way you keep house for us? A
fire not large enough to roast a nit,
and a supper too small to fatten him
beforehand! But how the deuce
should you know how to provender
for gentlemen? You thought you
were in Scotland, 11l be bound !”

¢ Perhaps he did, when he looked
upon you, Ned!” said Tomlinson,
gravely; “’tis but rarely out of Scot-

land that & man can see 80 big a
rogue in 8o little a compasa!”

Mr. Mac Grawler, into whose eyes
the palmistry of Long Ned had
brought tears of sincere feeling, and
who had hitherto been rubbing the
afflicted part, now grambled forth,—

“You may say what you please,
Mr. Pepper, but it is not often in my
country that men of genius are seen
performing the part of cook to rob-
bers!”

“No!” quoth Tomlinson, “they
are performing the more profitable
part of robbers to cooks, eh!”

“Dammee, you're out,” cried Long
Ned ; “for in that country, there are
either no robbers, because there is
nothing to rob; or the inhabitants
are all robbers, who have plundered
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one another, and made away with the
booty ! ”

¢ May the de'il catch thee !” said
Mac Grawler, stung to the quick,—
for, like all Scots, he was a patriot ;
much on the same principle as a
woman who has the worst children
makes the hest mother.

¢ The de'il 1 ” said Ned, mimicking
the “silver sound,” as Sir W. Scott
has been pleased facetiously to call the
“ mountain tongue,”—the Scots in
general seem to think it ¢ssilver, they
keep it so carefully. “The deil—
Mac Deil, you mean,—sure the gen-
tleman must have been a Scotchman|”

The sage grinned in spite; but
remembering the patience of Epicte-
tus when a slave, and mindful also of
the strong arm of Long Ned, he
curbed his temper, and turned the
beefsteaks with his fork,

“ Well, Ned,” said Augustus, throw-
ing himself into a chair which he
drew to the fire, while he gently patted
the huge limbs of Mr. Pepper, as if to
admonish him that they were not so
transparent as glass—*let us look at
the fire ; and, by the by, it is your
turn to see to the horses,”

“ Plague on it 1” cried Ned, “it is
always my turn, I think, Holla, you
Scot of the pot ! can’t you prove that
I groomed the beasts last} 1’1l give
you a ¢rown to do it.”

The wise Mac Grawler pricked up
his ears.

“A crown!” said he,—“a crown |
do you mean to insult me, Mr. Pepper?
But, to be sure, you did see to the
horses last,and this worthygentleman,
Mr. Tomlingon, must rememberit too.”

“ How, 1!” cried Augustus; “you
are mistaken, and I'll give you half a
guinea to prove it.”

Mac Grawler opened his eyes larger
and larger, even a8 you may see a
small circle in the water widen into
enormity, if youdisturb the equanimity
of the surface by the obtrusion of a
foreign substance, i
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¢ Half a guinea!” said he; “nay,
nay, you joke ; I'm not mercenary,—
you think I am! Pooh, pooh! you
are mistaken; I'm a man who
means weel, & man of veracity, and
will speak the truth in spite of all the
half guineas in the world. But cer-
tainly, now I begin to think of it,
Mr. Tomlinson did see to the crea-
tures last,—and, Mr, Pepper, it s
your turn.”

A very Daniel!” said Tomlinson,
chuckling in his usual dry manner.
“ Ned, don’t you hear the horses
neigh "

““Oh, hang the horses!” said the
volatile Pepper, forgetting every thing
else, a8 he. thrust his hands in his
pockets, and felt the gains of the
night; let us first look to our win.
nings |”

So saying, he marched towards the
table, and emptied his pockets
thereon : Tomlinson, nothing loath,
followed the example. Héavens! what
exclamations of delight issued from
the scoundrels’ lips, as, one by one,
they inspected their new acquisitions.

“ Here’s a magnificent creature ! ”
cried Ned, handling that superb
watch studded with jewels which the
poor earl had once before unavailingly
redeemed : “a repeater, by Jove |

“I hope not,” said the phlegmatic
Augustus; “repeaters will not tell
well for your conversation, Ned! But,
powers that be ! look at this ring,—a
diamond of the first water ! ”

“ Oh, the sparkler| it makes one’s
mouth water a8 much as itself.
’Sdeath, here’s a precious box for a
sneezer |—a picture inside, and rubies
outside. The old fellow had excellent
taste] it would charm him to se¢ how
pleased we are with his choica of
Jjewellery | * .

“Talking of jewellery,” said Tom.
linson, “I had almost forgotten the
morocco case; between you and me,
I imagine we have a prize there; it
looks like a jewel caaket |”
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. 8o saying, the robber opened that

Mauleverer. O veader, the burst of
rapture that ensued ! imagime #t1 we
eannot express it | Like the Grecisn
painter, we drop & veil over emotions
100 deep for worda.

transports at sight of the’ &-mlh.
 here’s s purse—filyguineas! And
what’s this? notes, by Jupiter? We
must chaage them.tomoszsow before
they are stopped. Curse theae fal-
lows at the Bank ! they ase always
imitating us; we stop their meney,
and they don't lese a moment in
stopping it toe. Three bhumdeed
pounds! Capiain, what sey yeu 4o
onrluck'#"

- Clifford had sat gleémily leoking

on, during the epemtions of the reb- |-

bers; he now,. sssuming a ocerves-
pmdentehebrfnlamntmc,mde
8 suitable reply, and after some gemeral
conversation, the work of divisiem
took piace.

' % Weare the best arithmeticians in
the world 1® said A:lgnwu, a8 he
pouehed his dme adﬁmon, sub-

pait aa
Assistant ;’ and, what is hetter, we
we make them all applicabie to the
Rule of Thrae”

“You have lefl out msultiplics-
tion !” eaid Clifford, amiling.

“Ah! because that works differ-
ently ; the other rules apply to the
species of the kingdom ; but as for
multiplication, we multiply, 1 fear, me
species but our own !”

¢ Fie, gentlemen !” said Mae Graw-
ler, austerely,—for theve is & wonderful
decorum in your true Scottmen. Ao- | terous
tions are ftrifles; mothimg eam be
cleaner than their eords ¢
. “QOh, you thruat in' yeasr wisdom,
do you?” said Ned. “ I suppese you
want your part of the beoty 4
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“ Paxt 4" .tdhhiﬁhﬂg Tom
linson. “He has nine times as many
paris as we have already. Is he mot
a critic, and has he mot the paria of
we | speech at his fingers’ end 1”

“Nomsemso1” said Mac Grawler,
instinctively holding np s hndn,
with the forkm
ont sidebthed fingess of dhe right

-

palm, .
Nengense youmsel,” exied Ned;
“gyoas heve 2 sharp im what yeu never
teok ! A pretly fdlow, truly ! Mind
your busimess, Mr. Seot, and fark
nothing but the bacfsteaks !
. With this Wed turwed to the stables,
and -soon disappasmed amseng the
horsos ; bt Qlifferd, eyeing the dis-
appeinied and eager face of the culi-
sary sage, tosk ten gnimees foemn his
own phame, and pusbed them towards
his quondam fatar,
“ There |” aaid ha, emphatically:
“ Nay, nay,” grantod Mac Grawler }
“J don’t mamt the mopey,—it is my
way o scora much dress!” So saying,
be pecketod the seins, and tusmed,
muttering 3o himaelf, 40 the zemeweal
of his festive preparstiona.
Meanwhile a whispered comverss
tion took plage between Augmstns and
the captsin, and contiwmed till Ned
returped,

~mwummm
Séuls of Don Raphasland Ambnose
Lamela, what & charming thisg it is
1o be a rogue for a ¥ttle time ! How
merry men are when they havecheated
their brethren | Your innecent midk-
sops never made o jolly & supper as
did onr henves of the way. Clifford,
pedmps,mdaput,butihehﬂaﬁty
of his comrades was unfeigned. 1t
was & delicious comtrast,—the bois-
terous “he, ka1” of Leng Ned, and

the secret, dry, calculsting chuekle af
Amguatus Tomlinsen. It was Rabelais
aguinst Veldsire. ‘Fhey umited only
in the ebjects of heir jests, and fore-
most of those objects (wisdom in ever
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the butt of the friwmelous!} wee the
great Peter Mac Grawler.

The graceless dogs were especially
-merry upon the subject of the sage’s
former occupation.

- ““Come, Mac, you earve this ham,”
.8aid Ned ; “you have had practice.in
cutting up.”

The lesrned mam whose mame was
thus disrespecifully abbreviated pro-
ceeded to perform what he was bid.
He was abeut to sit down for that
.purpose, when Temlinson slily sub-
tracted his chair,—the sage fell.

“No jests at Mac Grawler,” said
-the malicious Angustas; « whatever
be his faults as acritie, yon see that
-he is well grounded, and he gets at
once to the bottem of a subject.—
Mac, suppose your mext work be en-
titled @ T'aal of Woe!®

Men who have great minds are
rarely flexible; they do not take a
‘jest readily; so i was with Mac
.Grawler. He rose in a violent rage ;
.and had the robbers heem mone peme-
.trating than they condeseended to be,
they might have neticed something
dangeroms in his eye. As it was,
Clifford, who had oftem before been
the proimﬂrorof his tator, interposed
.in his behalf, drew the mge smt
nen.rto hxmndfmdﬁilsd is plate
for him. It was imiesesting te see
.this deference from Power to Learn-
ing! It was Alexander doing homage.
o Aristotle !

“There is only one thing I regnet,”
wcried Ned, with his mouthful, “abeut
the old lord,—it was a thousand pities
we did mot make him’ dance! I re-
member the dsy, captain, when yen
would have insisted om it. What a
merry fellow you were once! Do you
recollect, one bright moanlight night,
Just like the presemt, for instamee,
-when we were doing duty near ﬂhmes,
‘how you wwere every
stopped, above fifty years old,ah.ould
dance & minuet with you 1

. “Ay!” added Augustus, “and the

step will be—

‘199

first was » Yshop'in 8 white wig
Faith, how stiffly his lordship _)aggul
it! And how gravely Lovett bowed
to him, with his hat off, when it was
all over, and returned him kis watch
and ten guineas,—it was worth the
sacrifice t”

“ And the next was an old maid of
quality,” said Neod, “as leam a8 a
lawyer. Don't you remember how
she curvetted 1*

“To -be sure,” said Tomlinson;
“and ion very wittily called her a

‘ ” .

“ How delighted she was with the

m’s suavity ! ‘When he gave her

er earrings and aigrette, she
bade him with a tender sigh
them for her sake,—~ha! ha!”

 And the third was a beaun !” eried
Avugustus; “and Lovett surrendered
hisright of partnership to me. Do you
recollect how I danced his beauship
into the ditch+—Ah! we were mad
fellows then; but we get sated—
blasés, a8 the French Say—as We grow
older!”

“ We look ealy to-the main chzmee
now,” said Ned.

“ Avarice supersedes enferprise,”
added the sententions Augustus

“And our captain takes to wine
with an h after the w /* eontinued
the metaphorical Ned.

“Come, we are melanchaly,” said
Tomlingon, tossing off a bumper.
“ Methinks we are reqlly growing old,
we shall repent soom, ;md the next
f

“’Fore Gad !” eaid Ned, helping
himself, “ don* be so creeking. Theve
are twe classes of maligned gentry,
who should always be perticular to
avoid certain eolours in dressing: I
hate to see a true boy i black, ora
devil in biue. But bhere’s my last
glass to-night! 1 am omfoxmdedly
we | eleepy, and we rise early to-morrow.”

“Right, Ned,” said Tomlinson ;

“give us a song before you reﬁre,
and let it be that ome which Lovett
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composed the last time we were
here.”

Ned, always pleased with an oppor-
tunity of displaying himself, cleared
his voice and complied,

A DITTY FROM SHERWOOD,

1.
« Laugh with us at the prince and the

palaoce,
In the wild wood-life there is better cheer ;
Would you hoard your mirth from your
neighbour’s malice,
Gather it up in our garners here. °
Sqme kings their wealth from thelr subjects

wring,
‘While by thefr foes they the poorer wax ;
Free go the men of the wise wood-king,
And it is only our foes we tax.
Leave the cheats of trade to the shrewd
gude-wife :
Let the old be knaves at case ; *
Away with the tide of that dashing life
‘Which is stirred by a constant breeze !

2.
Laugh with us when you hear deceiving
And solemn rogues tell you what knaves
we be ;
Commerce and law have a method of
thieving
‘Worse than a stand at the outlaw’s tree,
Say, will the maiden we love despise
Gallants at least to each other true?
I grant that we trample on legal ties,
But I have heard that Love scorns them
too.

Courage, then,—courage, ye jolly boys,
‘Whom the fool with the knavish rates :
Oh ! who that is loved by the world enjoys

Half a5 much as the man it hates 2,

“ Bravissimo, Ned {” cried Tomlin-
8on, rapping the table; “bravissimo!
your voice is superb to-night, and
your song admirable. Really, Lovett,
it does your poetical genius great
credit ; quite philosophical, upon my
honoar.”

“ Bravissimo |” saild Mac Grawler,

. nodding his head awfully, « Mr.
Pepper’s voice is as sweet as a bagpipe!
—Ah! such s song would have been
invaluable to ¢ The Asinseum,’ when I
had the honour to —”

““Be Vicar of Bray to that estab-
lishment,” interrapted Tomlinson,
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“Pray, Mac Grawler, why do they
call Edinburgh the Modern Athens?”

“ Because of the learned and great
men it produces,” returned Mac Graw+
ler, with conscious pride.

¢ Pooh! pooh }—you are thinking
of ancient Athens. - Your city is
called the modern Athens, because
you are all so like the modern Athe-
nians,—the greatest scoundrels ima-
ginable, unleas travellers belie them.”

“ Nay,” interrupted Ned, who was
softened by the applause of the critic,
“Mac is & good fellow, spare him.
Gentlemen, your health. Iam going
to bed, and I sappose you will not
tarry long behind me.”

“ Trust us for that,” answered Tom-
linson ; * the captain and I will con-
sult on the business of the morrow,
and join you in the twinkling of &
bedpost, as it has been shrewdly ex-
pressed.”

Ned yawned his last “ good night,”
and disappeared within the dormitory,
Mac Grawler yawning also, but with
a graver yawn, as became his wisdom,
betook himself to the duty of remov-
ing the supper paraphernalia: after
bustling soberly about for some
minutes, he let down a press-bed in
the corner of the cave (for he did not
sleep in the robbers’ apartment), and
undressing himself, soon appeared
buried in the bosom of Morpheus,
But the chief and Tomlinson, drawing
their seats nearer to the dying embers,
defied the slothful god, and entered
withlow tones into a close and anxious
commune.

“8o then,” said Augustus, “now
that you have realised sufficient funds
for your purpose, you will really
desert us,—have you well weighed the
pros and cons? Remember, that
nothing is so dangerous to our state
a8 reform ; the moment & man grows
honest, the gang forsake him; the
magistrate misses his fee; the informer
peaches ; and the recusant hangs.”

“] have well weighed all this,”
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answered Clifford, “and have decided
on my course. I have only tarried
till my means could assist my will.
With my share of our present and
late booty, I shall betake myself to
the Continent, Prussia gives easy
trust, and ready promotion, to all
who will enlist in her service. But
this language, my dear friend, seems
strange from your lips, Surely you
will join me in my separation from
the corps? What! you shake your
head ! Are you not the same Tomlin-
son who at Bath agreed with me that
we were in danger from- the envy of
our comrades, and that retreat had
become necessary to our safety ? Nay,
was not this your main argument for
our matrimonial expedition ?”
“Why, look you, dear Lovett,”
said Augustus, “we are all blocks of
matter, formed from the atoms of
custom ;—in other words, we are a
mechanism, to which habit is the
spring. What could I do in an
honest career? I am many years
older than you. I have lived as a
rogue till I have no other nature than
roguery. I doubt if I should not be
& coward were I to turn soldier. I
am sure I should be the most con-
summate of rascals were I to affect to
be honest. No: I mistook myself
when I talked of separation, I must
een jog on with my old comrades,
-and in my old ways, till' I jog into
the noose hempen—or, melancholy
alternative, the noose matrimonial |”
“This is mere folly,” said Clifford,
from whose nervous and masculine
mind habits were easily shaken, « We
have not for so many years discarded
all the servile laws of others, to be
the abject slaves of our own weak-
nesses. Come, my dear fellow, rouse
yourself. Heaven knows, were I to
succumb to the feebleness of my own
heart, I should be lost indeed. And
perhaps, wrestle I ever so stoutly, I
do not wrestle away that which clings
within me, and will kill me, though
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by inches. But let us not be cravens,
and suffer fate to drown us rather
than swim. In a word, fly with me
ere it be too late. A smugglers
vessel waits me off the coast of Dorset:
in three days from this I sail. Be my
companion, We can both rein a fiery
horse, and wield a good sword. As
long a8 men make war one against
another, those accomplishments will
prevent "their owner from starving,
or ——

“If employed in the field, not the
road,” interrupted Tomlinson, with -a
smile,—*“from hanging. But it cannot
be! I wish you all joy—all success
in your career : you are young, bold,
and able; and you always had 3
loftier spirit than I have! Knave I
am, and knave I must be to the end
of the chapter |”

“As you will,” said Clifford, who
was not a man of many words, but
he spoke with reluctance: if so, I
must seek my fortune alone.”

“When do you leave us?” asked
Tomlinson,

“To-morrow, before noon. I shall
visit London for a few hours, and
then start at once for the coast ! ”

“ London | ” exclaimed Tomlinson ;
“what, the very den of danger?—Pooh !
you do not know what you say: or,
do you think it filial to caress Mother
Lobkins before you depart 3

“ Not that,” answered Clifford. “I1
have already ascertained that she is
above the reach of all want; and her
days, poor soul ! cannot, I fear, be
many. In all probability, she would
scarcely recognise me; for her habits
cannot much have improved her
memory. Would I could say as much
for her neighbours! Were I to be
seen in the purlieus of low thievery,
you know, as well as I do, that some
stealerof kerchiefs would turninformer
against the notorious Captain Lovett.”

“ What, then, takes you to town?
Ah l—you turn away your face.—I
guess] Well, Love has ruined many -
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‘worse for his gedshipi” -

Clifford did not answer, and the

. eonversation made s andden and long
: pwase; Tomlinsom hwoke it.
. you know, Lovetd,” asid ke,
“though [ have as little heart as
. most mem, yei I feel for you mare
than I eonld have thenght it posaible.
1 would fain join you ; there isdevilish
. good tebacce in Gexmany, I balicve ;
and, afer all, there is not so much
difforence betmwen the life of a thief
and of a soldiert”

“Do prafit by se semsible aremark,”
mid Clifford. “Reflect bow certein
of destrnotion is the path yom new
{read : the gallows and the hulks are
the only goals {”

“ The prospocts are moi pleasing, I
allow,” said Tomlimen; “mnor is it
. desirsble to be preserved for another
century in the imwaortality of & glass

merriest finale imeginable—Well! 1
will sleep on it, and you ahkall have
‘my answer to-mEsrrow ;—bui poor
Ned?”

“Weuld he not. join us 3*
- “Certainly mot: his neek is made
_for a rope, and his mind for the Old

Bailey. Thew fs mo hope for him ;| beldly

yet he is an excellemt follow. We
must not even dell him of our medi-
tated desertion.”

“By no means. 1 shall leave a
letter to our Lendom ehief: it will
ﬁk?hinlll. And new 4o bed;—I

T« Humph |” ssid Angustus To-
{inse:

n. .
S0 ended thp ocomference of the | beiween

,robbers, Aboutan heur afier it had
ceased, and when pe sound save the
- heary breath of Loag Ned bpoke the
-stiliness of the might, the imtelligent
countenance of Petar Mae Grawler
slowly elevated itaelf from the lonaly
pillow on which ié had neclined.

tfmrmmiwahipuumuﬁu,

. PAUL CLIFFORD.
.o hero befexe ; meay yon net bo the|. By

hmiorsfwmmeneotonhs
seat of bononr, apparently ia listening
deliberstian. Satisfied with the desp
silence thai, sare the solitary inter-
ruption we hawe specified, reigmed
around, the learned diseiple of Vaiel
rose ganily frem the bed,—hurried
<n his clotheg,—stole on tiptoe to the
door,—unherred it with a noiseless
hand,—end vaniched. Swest reader!
while theu art wondering at his
absonce, mppase we acoouns for his
‘Sppearance.

O.naeevenin‘.m:dndhem

wolked off—the ovowd repented of
their precipitation, smd, by way of
amends, duckod the gentieraan whose

pockets had been picked. It was in
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~wain for him to dé¢fend hissself, for he
.Jnd am impedimentdn hisapeech ; and
- Meossicurs themeb, bawingducked him
<mce for his guilt, ducked him 2 necomd
#ime for his embarrassment.
. In the interim, Clifford had with-
dravn his Mentar to the
-asylum of a ceffien-house; and while
,Ia,c Grawler's soul expamdod itnelf by
‘wine, he namatad the caunses of bis
dilemmwa, 1t seeros that thab inoom-
‘parable jonrmal “The Asineenn,”
despite a series of mosl popular
Asrticles upon the writings of “.Aaulus
Pmdenhna,” to which were added an
exquisite string of dialegues, written
‘in akmed’hoadhumu,n‘z., hoead
-Seoteh (with Scotechmen it is all the
mthmg) deapite these imwalushle
to eay nothing of seme
glorious politiesl arkicles, in which it
.was clearly provad to the satisfaetion
of the rich, that the less poor dewils
eat, the better for their constifations,
-~—despite, we say, these great acqui-
gitions to British literatawe, “ The
Asinsum” tottered, fell, buried its
bookseller, and crushed its author.:
Mac Growler omly—escaping, like
Theodore from the emermons helmet

of Otranto—Mac Grawler only sur- |

vived. “Love,” says 8ir Philip Bid-
ney, * makes a man see betier than »
‘pair of spectaclen.” Love of life has a
-very diffierent effect on the opties,—it
_makes a man wofdlly dim of inspeo-
tion, and sometivaen canses him to sse
‘his own property in amether mam's
-purse! This deceptio weds, did it
Ampose upon Peter Mac Grawler? He
went to Ramelagh. Resder, thou
-knowest the rest |

- Wine and the ingenuity of the reb-
bers having extorted this narrative
from Mac Grawler, the bamries of
superfluous delicacy were eaaﬂyﬂme
away with.

. Our heroes offered to thie sage an
introduction to their eleb; the offer
was accepted ; and Mac Grawler,
having beem first made dronk, was

mext made 2 wobber. The gang eh-
gaged him in various little matters,
in which we gricve 4o relate that,

thongh his intentions were exoelient,

his success was so ill as thoreughly %o
enrage his amployers ; nay, they were
abont at.ene time, when they wanted
to pmpitiete justice, to hand kim
over to the secular power, when Clf-
ford dnterpased in his behalf. ¥From
& zobber the sage dwindled inte a
dmudge ; meméal .offices (the robbers,
the lying rascaln, declaved that snch
offices were best fitted to the gemius
of his conmiry) smeceeded te nolde

 exploits, and the worst of vobbems

hecame the best of cooks. How vain
is all wisdoms but that of long expe-
nence! Though Clifford was a sean-
sible amd keen man,—thengh he knew
our sage to be a kmave, he mever
dreamed he could bp & traitor. He
thought him too indolent to be mali-

trusted the sage with the secret of the
cavern; and Aagmstug, who wasa
bié of am epieure, submitted, theugh
dorebodingly, to the choice, be-
cause of the Scotchman’s akill in

guise ; the
Levett had become a matter of serious
desire ; the poliee was no longer to be
bﬁbcd nay, they were now eager to
bribe ;—Mac Gieawler had watched kis
ﬁm——noldhmcﬁd,mdmmwm
the voad 40 Readinmg, to meet and 10
guide to the cavern Mr. Nabbem of
Bow Sitreet and four of ks attendants.

Hawing thus, as rapidly as we were
ahle, traced the caumses which brougit
80 startlingly befeve your motice the
most ineonsparable of eritics, we noaw,
reader, yetum to sar robbers.

¢ Hist, Lovett!” said Tomlinsem,
halfaahap,“nethonghtlheudm
thing in the outer eave.”

_“Itistho Scot,  muppose,” answered
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Clifford : “ you saw, of course, to the
door?”

“To be sure!” muttered Tom-
_ linson, and in two minutes more he
‘was asleep.

Not so Clifford ; many and anxious
thoughts kept him waking. At one
while, when he anticipated the open-
ing to & new career, somewhat of the
stirring and high spirit which still
moved amidst the guilty and confused
habits of his mind made his pulse
feverish, and his limbs restless: at
another time, an agonising remem-
brance—the remembrance of Lucy in
all her charms, her beauty, her love,
her tender and innocent heart,—Lucy
all perfect, and lost to him for ever,

-banished every other reflection, and
only left him the sick sensation of
despondency and despair. # What
avails my struggle for a better name?”
he thought. ¢ Whatever my fature

lot, she can never share it. My|"

punishment is fixed,—it is worse than
& death of shame; it is a life without
hope! Every moment I feel, and
shall feel to the last, the pressure of a
chain that may never be broken or
loosened ! And yet, fool that I am !
I cannot leave this country without
seeing her again, without telling her,
that I have really looked my last,
But have I not fwice told her that?
Strange fatality! Buat twice have I
spoken to her of love, and each time
it was to tear myself from her at the
moment of my confession. And even
now something that I have no power
to resist compels me to the same idle
and weak indulgence. Does destiny
urge me ? Ay, perhaps to my destruc-
tion! Every hour a thousand deaths
encompass me. I have now obtained
all for which I seemed to linger. I
have won, by a new crime, enough to
bear me to another land, and to pro-

vide me there a soldier’s destiny, I
should not lose an hour in flight, yet
I rush into the nest of my enemies,
only for one unavailing word with her;
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and this, too, after I have already bade
her farewell | Js this fate? if it be
80, what matters it I nq lomger
care for a life which, after all, I should
reform in vain, if I could not reform
it for her: yet—jyet, selfish, and lost
that I am! will it be nothing to think
hereafter that I have redeemed her
from the disgrace of having loved an
outcast and a felon? If I can obtain
honour, will it not, in my own heart
at least,—will it not reflect, however
dimly and distantly, upon her?”

Such, bewildered, unsatisfactory,

yet still steeped in the colours of that
true love which raises even the lowest,
were the midnight meditations of
Clifford ; they terminated, towards
the morning, in an uneasy and fitfal
slumber, From this he was awakened
by a loud yawn from the throat of
long Ned, who was always the earliest
riser of his set.
“Holla!"” said he, “it is almost
daybreak ; and if we want to cash our
notes, and to move the old lord’s
Jjewels, we should already be on the
start.”

“A phgue on you!” said Tom-
linson, from under cover of his woollen
nightmp; “it was but this instant
that I was dreaming you were going
to be hanged, and now you wake me
in the pleasantest part of the dream !”

“ You be shot ! ” said Ned, turning
one leg out of bed; ¢ by.the by, you
took more than your share last night,
for you owed me three guineas for our
last game at cribbage ! You'll please
to pay me before we part to-day: short
accounts make long friends !”

“ However true that maxim may
be,” returned Tomlinson, “ I know one
much truer, namely—long friends will
make short accounts! You must ask
Jack Ketch this day month if I'm
wrong !”

“ That’s what you call wit, I sup-
pose!” retorted Ned, as he now,
struggling into his inexpresslbles, felt
his way into the outer cave,
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“ What, ho | Mac !” cried he, a8 he
went, “stir those bobbins of thine,
which thou art pleased to call legs ;—
strike a light, and be d——d to you!”

“ A light for you,” said Tomlinson,
profanely, as he reluctantly left his
couch, “will indeed be ¢a light to
lighten the Gentiles !’ ”

“ Why, Mac—Mac ! ” shouted Ned,
“ why don’t you answeri—faith, I
think the Scot ’s dead |”

“ Seize your men l—yield, sirs!”
cried a stern, sudden voice from the
gloom ; and at that instant iwo dark
lanterns were turned, and their light
streamed full upon the astounded
forms of Tomlingon and his gaunt
comrade! In the dark shade of the
background four or five forms were
also indistinctly visible; and the ray
of the lanterns glimmered on the
blades of cutlasses and the barrels of
weapons still less easily resisted.

Tomlinson was the first to recover
his self-possession. The light just
gleamed upon the first step of the
stairs leading to the stables, leaving
the rest in shadow. He made one
stride to the place beside the cart,
where, we have said, lay some of the
robbers’ weapons : he had been antici-
pated—the weapons were gone. The
néxt moment Tomlinson had sprung
up the steps.

“Lovett!—Lovett —Lovett!” shout-
ed he. -

The captain, who had followed his
comrades into the cavern, was already
in the grasp of two men. From few
ordinary mortals, however, could any
two be selected as fearful odds against
such & man as Clifford; a man in
whom a much larger share of sinews
and muscle than is usually the lot
even of the strong had been hardened,
by perpetual exercise, into a consist-
ency and iron firmness which linked
power and activity into a union
scarcely less remarkable than that
immortalised in the glorious beauty
of the sculptured gladiator. His
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right hand is upon the throat of one-
assailant, his left locks, as in a vice,
the wrist of the other; you have
scarcely time to breathe ; the former
is on the ground-—the pistol of the
latter is wrenched from his gripe—
Clifford is on the step—a ball—
another— whizzes by him |—he is
by the side of the faithful Augustus !

“ Open the secret door !” whispered
Clifford to his friend; «I will draw -
up the steps alone!”

Scarcely had he spoken, before the -
steps were already, but slowly, ascend-
ing beneath the desperate strength of
the robber. Meanwhile, Ned was
struggling, as he best might, with
two sturdy officers, who appeared loath
to use their weapons without an abso-
lute necessity, and who endeavoured,
by main strength, to capture and
detain their antagonist.

“Look well to the door!” cried
the voice of the principal officer, “ and
hang out more light |”

Two or three additional lanterns
were speedily brought forward ; and
over the whole interior of the cavern
a dim but sufficient light now rapidly
circled, giving to the sceneand to the
combatants & picturesque and wild
appearance !

The quick eye of the head-officer
descried in an instant the rise of the
steps, and the advantage the robbers
were thereby acquiring. He and two
of his men threw themselves forward,
seized the ladder, if so it may be
called, dragged it once more to the
ground, and ascended. But Clifford,
grasping with both hands the broken
shaft of a cart that lay in reach,
received the foremost invader with a
salute that sent him prostrate and
senseless back among his companions.
The second shared the same fate; and
the stout leader of the enemy, who,
like a true general, had kept himself
in the rear, paused now in the middle
of the steps, dismayed alike by the
reception of his friends and the
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sthletie form iowering shove, with'yod require! Whaet would you do

raised weapon and menscing atéitude.
Perhaps that momend seemed to the
judicions Mr. Nabbers more faveur-
able to pariey than teo conflick. He
cleased his threat, and thus addreased
the foe:—

“ You, sir, Captain Levets, alins
Howsed, alias Jacksom, sliss Cwven-
dish, aliss Salemons, alias Devil, for 1
knows you well, sad comld swear to
you with half an eye, in your clothes
op witheut : you lay down your club
theze, and let me come alomgside of
you, and you'll fimd me a8 gemile 28 &

Iamb ; for I've been waed te gemmen | firamer

all myy life, and I knows how to trest

’otn when I bas ‘em!”

.“But if I will met Jet you ¢ come
alongside of me,'~—what themt”

“ Why, I nsust send eme of these here
pops through yous skull, that's all 1*

“ Nay, Mr. Nabbem, that weuld be
teo cruel! You surely would net
harm one who has such an esteen
for you? Den’t you vemember the
menmer in which I brought you off
from Justice Busnfist, whea you were
aoeued, you know whether justly
“——

“You're a liaz, esptain!” eried

Nabbem, furiously, fearful that seme-

niot meet for the ears of his
cemepanions should tramspire. “ Yeou
knows you are! Come down, or let
me mount; otherwine I wont be
‘gpenaible for the 1”

. Clifferd cast a laok over his shoulder.
A gleam of the grey dsylight already
ghimmered throwgh a chimk in the
secret door, which Tomlinson had
now unbarred, and was sbout to opes.

“Listen to me, Mr. Nabbem,” ssid
he, “and perhaps I may graut what

whih me if you had me?™

“You speaks like s sinsidle wan,
now,” amswered Nabbem ; “snd that’s
after wy own heart. Why, you secs,
captaim, yowr time bas eome, and
you esn’t shillyshally any lomger.
You have had your foRl swing ; your
years are up, and you most die Fke a
man! But I gives you my honour, as’
8 gemman, that # yeu surrenders, I'H
take you to the juskice folks as ten-
dezly as if you were made of cotion.” -

“ Qive way one mement,” said CHf-
ford, “that ¥ may plant the steps
for yow.”

Nsbbem reiveated to the groead,
aad Clifford, who had, goodmtumd‘!r
emough, been wnwiling u
te damnge s valushble & fenctionary,-
lost not the eppertunity mow afforded
hime Down theadered the steps,
clattering beavily amvong the other
offieers, and fulling 15ke an avalanche
on the sheulder of one of the srresters
of Long Ned.

Meanwhile, Clifford sprang after
Tomlinsem thwough the aperture, and
foond Mémself—in the presence of foar
officers, conduceted by the shrewd Mac
Grawler. A blow frem a bladgeon
on the right echeek and temple of
Augustus felled that hero. But Clif
ford bounded over his comeade’s body,
dedged from the streke aimed at him-
self, caught the blow aimed by another
auuhnt in his open hand, wrested
the bladgeon from the officer, struck
him to the greund with his own.
weapon, aad darting onward through
the labyrinth of the weod, commenced
his escape with a step teo fleet to
allow the hope of s suecessful pur-
suit,
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CHAPTER XXIX, .

¢ ¢ In ghort, Tsabella, I offer you m: 4
*Hemvens ! * cried Isabelln, * what do I rexr? You, my lord ?*~

<A wova is like a westhergimm,
where the man appears out at.ome
time, the woman.at another. Variable
a8 the stmoephere, the changes of our
story now repecsent Luey to the

'rm clarming youmg person—
whe, it may be remaxked, is (her
futher excepted) the onlyumplmu»
cated and umsullied chmracter
pages of a story ix seme ume
d 10 shew, in the depravities
of chgracter, the depravities of that
social state wherein echaracters arve
formed-—was ing aleme in her
apartosent at the peried in which we
return t0 her. As time, and that
innate and insemsible fund of heating,
which Nature has placed in the bosoms
of the young, in owder that her gveat
law, the passing away of the old, may
not leave too lasting and keenswoand,
had softened her first sagwish st her
father's death, the remembranes of
Clifford again resumed s anveient
sway in her heart. The lomelimess of|
her life,~—the absemce of anwasement,
—even the sensitiveness and Iangnor
which suceeed to grief, conspired to
invest the image of ker lover in &
tenderer and more impressive guise.
She recailed his words, hin actions,
his letters, and employed herself whole
hours, whole days and nights, i en-
desvouring to decipher their
Who that has beea loved will mt
acknowledge tise smgulazr and mighty
force with which a girl, innocent her-
self, elings to the belief of inmocence
in her lover? Im bressts youmg amd

unacquxinted with the world, thvere is

Cunetls of Rruno.

80 pure 4 evedulity in the existence
of mnmixed goed, so firm 8 retuctance
to think that where we leve there can

be that which we would mot esteem,
or where we admire tirere ean be that

whick we ought to blamse, that one
may abmost deem :i4 an argument in
favour of eur natwral power to attainz
8 greater eminsnee in vistwe, than the
thve| habits and axts of the existing world

will allow us to remeh. it is

net paradexical o say that we could

scarcely believe perfection in others,

wers neé the germ of pexfeetibility in

our own minds! When a mam has

lived sosse yemrs smomg the actunal
contasts of factiom, without mblbing
the prejudice xe well as the experienee,

how wenderingly he smiles at his

wership of former idols!—how dif
ferent a eolour does histovy wear to
hiza | —how cawtious i he mow to
praise —hew siow to sdmrire!—how
prose to eavil ! Humen natwre bas
becosne the humsam matwre of art ; and
he estimates it not from what it may
be, bet irmwhat,intlemm«ms
of a semri-civilisatden, it is! But in
thesame reanner as the young séudent
clings to the belicf that the sage or

the mimstrel, who has eafightemed his
reasor or ehsined lis imeginstion, is
in characier a8 In gemius elevated
above the ordinary herd, free from
. | the passions, the frivelities, the Lttle
mesnnedses, and the derkening vices
which ordinary fiesh is heir to, dees a
woman, who loves for the first time,

cling to the imagined excellence of
him #he loves! When Evelina is so
shocked st the ides of am occasional .
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less, nor admired him less, nor

unrivalled,”"—he would have
his giass too much, have joked
next morning on the event, and
gentle Evelina would have made
i cup of tea: but that which
have been a matter of pleasantry
in the husband would have been
matter of damnation in the lover.—
Bat to return to Lucy.

If it be so0 hard, so repellent to be-
lieve & lover guilty even of & trivial
error, we may readily suppose that
Lucy never for s moment admitted
the supposition that Clifford had been
really guilty of gross error or wilfal
crime. True, that expressions in his
letter were more than suspicious ; but
there is always a charm in the candour
of self-condemnation. Asit is difficalt
to believe the excellence of those who
praise themselves, 8o it is difficult to
fancy those criminal who condemn !
‘What, too, is the process of a woman’s
reasoning? Alas | she is too credulous
a physiognomist. The turn of a throat,
with her, is the unerring token of
nobleness of mind ; and no one can
be guilty of a sin who is blest with a
beautiful forehead! How fondly, how
fanatically Lucy loved! She had ga-
thered together a precious and secret
hoard ;—a glove—a pen—a book—a
withered rose-leaf;— treasures ren-
dered inestimable because Ae had
touched them : but more than all, had
ghe the series of his letters, from the
first formal note written to her father,
meant for her, in which he answered
an invitation, and requested Miss
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Brandon's acceptance of the music she
had wished to have, to the last wild
and, to her, inexplicable letter in
which he had resigned her for ever.
On these relics her eyes fed for hours ;
and as she pored over them, and over
thoughts too deep not only for tears,
but for all utterance or conveyance, you
might have almost literally watched
the fading of her rich cheek, and the
pining away of herrounded and elastic

he have been less “the noble | form.

It was just in such & mood that she
was buried when her uncle knocked at
her door for admittance : she hurried
away her treasures, and hastened to
admit and greet him. “I have come,”
said he, emiling, “to beg the pleasure
of your company for an old friend who
dines with us to-day.—Bat stay, Lacy,
your hair is ill-arranged. Do not let
me distarb so important an occupation
as your toiletle: dress yourself, my
love, and join us.”

Lucy turned, with a suppressed sigh,
to the glass, The uncle lingered for
s few moments, surveying her with
mingled pride and doubt; he then
slowly left the chamber.

Lucy soon afterwards descended to
the drawing-room, and beheld, with
a little surprise (for she had not had
sufficient curiosity to inquire the name
of the guest), the slender form and
comely features of Lord Mauleverer.
The earl approached with the same
grace which had, in his earlier youth,
rendered him almost irresistible, but
which now, from the contrast of years
with manner, contained a slight mix-
ture of the comic. He paid his com-
pliments, and in paying them, declared
that he must leave it to his friend,
Sir William, to explain all the danger
he had dared, for the sake of satisfying
himself that Miss Brandon was no less
lovely than when he had last beheld
her.

“ Yes, indeed,” said Brandon, with
a scarcely perceptible sneer, “ Lord
Mauleverer has literally endured the
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moving accidents of flood and field—
for he was nearly exterminated by a
highwayman, and all but drowned in
aditch!” :

“ Commend me to & friend for set-
ting one off to the best advantage,”
said Mauleverer, gaily. ¢ Instead of
attracting your sympathy, you see,
Brandon would expose me to your
ridicule : judge for yourself whether I
deserve it ;”—and Mauleveret pro-
ceeded to give, with all the animation
which belonged to his character, the
particulars of that adventure with
which the reader is 8o well acquainted.
He did not, we may be sure, feel any
scruple in representing himself and
his prowess in the most favourable
colours.

The story was scarcely ended when
‘dinner was announced. During that
meal, Mauleverer exerted himself to
be amiable with infinite address.

- Suiting his conversation, more than
he had hitherto deigned to do, to the
temper of Lucy, and more anxious to
soften than to dazzle, he certainly
never before appeared to her 8o attrac-
tive. We are bound to add, that the
point of attraction did not reach be-
yond the confession that he was a
very agreeable old man.

Perhaps, if there had not been a
certain halfmelancholy vein in his
conversation, possiblyless uncongenial
to his lordship from the remembrance
of his lost diamonds, and the impres-
sion that Sir William Brandon’s cook
was considerably worse than his own,
he might not have been so successful
in pleasing Lucy. As for himself, all
the previous impressions she had made
on him returned in colours yet more
vivid ; even the delicate and subdued
cast of beauty which had succeeded to
her earlier brilliancy, was far more
charming to his fastidious and courtly
taste than her former glow of spirits
and health. He felt himself very much
in love during dinner; and after it was
ovg‘r, and Lucy had retired, he told

o 34.
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Brandon with a passionate air, “‘that
he adored his niece to distraction !” :

The wily judge affected to receive
the intimation with indifference ; but
knowing that too long an absence is
injurious to a grande passion, he did
not keep Mauleverer very late over
his wine,

The earl returned rapturously to
the drawing-room, and besought Lucy,
in a voice in which affectation seemed
swooning with delight, to indulge him
with a song. More and more en-
chanted by her assent, he drew the
music-stool to the harpsichord, placed
o chair beside her, and presently ap-
peared lost in transport. Meanwhile
Brandon, with his back to the pair,
covered his face with his handker
chief, and to all appearance, yielded
to the voluptuousness of an after-
dinner repose.

Lucy’s song-book opened acciden-
tally at a song which had been praised
by Clifford ; and a8 she sang, her voice
took a richer and more tender tone
than in Mauleverer’s presence it had
ever before assumed.

THE COMPLAINT OF THE VIOLETS
WHICH LOSE THEIR SCENT
IN MAY.

1.
“In thé shadow that falls from the silext
hill
‘We alept, in our green retreats :
And the April showers were wout to fill
Our hearts with sweets.

2.
And though we lay in a lowly bower,
Yet all things loved us well,
And the waking bee left her fairest flower
‘With us to dwell. .

3
But the warm May came in his prideto woe
The wealth of our honled store;
Andour hearts just felt hishreath, and knew
Their sweets no more !

4
And the summer reignson the quiet spot
‘Where we dwell, and fts suns and showers
Bring balm to our sfsters’ hearts, but not—
Ah! not to ours.
» 14
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. 2 Y
‘We live, we bloom, but for evar oler
Is the charm of the earth andsky;
To our life, ye heavens, that dalox restore,
Or—Did us die ! »

As witk eyes suffased with many
reeol and & voice which melted
away in an indescribable and thrilling
pathos, Lucy ceaded her song, Msul-
eyerer, charmed o, of himself, gently

treagure in his owa, scarcely less soft,
he murmured,—

“ Angel ! ging on, Life woald be
likeyourommnme,lflmld breathe
it.away at your feet {” .

There had been a time when Lucy
would have langhed outright at this
declaration ; and even as it was,.a sup-

and half-arch smile played in
the dimples of her besutiful mouth,
and bewmchmgly contrasted the
swilnming softness of her eyes.

Drawing rather an erroneous omen
from thesmile, Mauleverer rapturously
continued, still detaining the hand
which Lucy endeavoured to extri-
cate.

“Yes, encha.ntmg Miss Brandon!
I who have for se many years boasted
of my invulnerable heart, am subdued
at last. I have-long, very long, strug-
gled against my attachment to you.
Alas! it is in vain; and you behold
me now utterly at your mercy. Make
me the most miserable of men, or
the “most enviable, Enchantress,
speak 1”

“ Really, my lord,” said Lucy, hesi-
tating," yet rising, and -freeing herself
from his hand, “I feel it difficult to
suppose you serious;. and, :perhape,
this is merely a gallantry to me, by
way of prectice on others.”

“Bweet Luey, if I may so call you,”
answered ‘Mauleverer, with an ardent
gaze, “do not, I implore you, even
for a moment, affeet to mistake me!
do not for & moment jest at what, to
1he, is the bane or bliss of life! Dare,
Ihope that my hand and heart, which

PADL CLIFFORD.
I naw offer you, wre not. deserving

of yeur derisien 1°

Laey ’aedmhuadmm;
look of serious inquiry ; Bnndonuﬁll.
appeared ‘to sleep.

“If $ou sre nutnut.mxlond,"
said Lucy, after a panse, “1 am truly
and deeply sorry; for the friend of
my uncle I shall always have esteam =
beliove that I am truly sensible of the
hemour yeu remder me, when I add

my regret, that I can. hawe ne afher
santimatthnm!’

away.

“ How swaet ia ysur rebuke !” said:
he. “Yes! I do not yet deserve amy
othar sentiment than esieem : you
are not te be won precipitately ; a leng
trial,—a long ceurse of attentions,—a
long knowledge of my deveied and:
ardent leve, alone will entitle me o
hope for a warmer fedling in yeur
breast. Fix therr your own time of
courtship, angelic Lucy! & week,—
nay, s month |—till then, I will nat
even press you to appoint that day,
which to me will be the whitest of my
life !”

“My lord!” eaid Luey, smiling
now no longer half arahly, “ you nrust
pardon me for believing your proposal
can be nothing but a jest; but here,
I beseech you, let it rest for ever:
do not mention this subject to me,

again.

“By heavens!” eried Mauleverar,
“this is too cruel.—Brandon, inter-
cede for me with your niece.”

Sir William started, naturally:
enough, from his slamber, and Eml,
everer continued,—

“Yes, intercede for me ; you, mx
oldest friend, be my greatest beme-
factor! I sue to your niece,—sha
affects to disbelieve,—wilk you con-
vince her of my truth, my devotion,

my worship 1"
A“ Digbelieve youl” said the bland
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Jjudge, with the same secret sneer that
usnally lurked in the corners of his
mouth. “I do not wonder that she
is slow to credit the honour you have
done her, and for which the noblest
damsels in England have sighed in
vain. Lucy, will you be cruel to Lord
Mauleverer? Believe me, he has often
confided to me his love for you; and
if the expenence of sonre years avails,
there is not a question of his honour
la;ghlstruth I leave his fate in your
- Brandon tarned to the door:
“Btay, dear sir,” ssid Lecy, “and,
imstead of intereeding for Lord Maul-
everer, imtercede for me.” Her look
now nttled into & calm and decided
sericusness of expvession. “I feel

Eighly fiattered by his lordship’s pro-

posal, which, as you say, I might welt
donbt to be grawvly meant. I wish
him all happimess with a lady of higher
deserta; but I speak from an unaMer-
able determinatien, when I say, that
I can mever acoept the dignity with
which he would imvest me.” -

- 8o szying, Lucy walked quickly to
the door, and vanished, leaving the
two friends to cemment as they would,
wpon her conduet.

- “You have spoilt all with your
precipitation,” said the wncle. -

21

“ Precipitation ! d—n it, what would
you have? I have been fifty years
making up my mind to marry; and
now, when I have not a day to lose,
you talk of precipitation !” answered
the lover, throwing himself into an
easy chair,

“But you have not been fifty years

mking up your mind to marry my
'niece,™said Brandon, dryly.
" “To be refused—positjvely refused,
by a country gurlf" continued Maul-
everer, soliloquising aloud ; “and that
too at nyy age, and with all my expe-
rience!—a coumtry girl without rank,
ton, accomplishments! By heavens!
F-don’t eareif all the world heard it
—for net a souf im the werld wuli
ever believe 1. .

Branden sst speechiess, e,ning the
mortified face of the ceurtier with 4
malieious complacency, and there was
a pause of several mimutes. Sir
William then mestering the sirange

which made kinralways rejoice:
in whatever threw ridieule em his
| friend, approached, laid his hand
kindly on Mauleverer’s shoulder, and
talked to him of eomfort amd of em:
eouragement. The reader will believe;
that Mauleverer was rot & man whom.
it 'was impossible to-encourage.

r2
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CHAPTER XXX.

« Before be came, everything loved me, and I bad more things to love than I could
teckon by the hairs of my head. Now, I feel I can love but one, and that one has
deserted me.

* * * * *
»* * * * *
‘Well, be 1t so—let her perish, let her be anything but mine.”

Eaniy the next morning, 8ir Wil-
liam Brandon was closeted for & long
time with his niece, previous to his
departure to the duties of his office.
Anxious and alarmed for the success
of one of the darling projects of his
ambition, he spared no art in his con-
versation with Lucy, that his great
ingenuity of eloquence and wonderful
insight into human nature could sug-
gest, in order to gain at least a foun-
dation for the raising of his scheme.
Among other resources of his worldly
tact, he hinted at Lucy’s love for
Clifford; and (though darkly and
subtly, as befitting the purity of the
one he addressed) this abandoned
and wily person did not scruple to
hint also at the possibility of indulging
that love afier marriage; though he
denounced, as the last of indecorums,
the crime of encouraging it before.
This hint, however, fell harmless upon
the innocent ear of Lucy. 8he did
not, in the remotest degree, compre-
hend its meaning ; she only, with a
glowing cheek and a pouting lip,
resented the allusion to a love which
she thought it insolent in any one
even to suspect.

‘When Brandon left the apartment,
his brow was clouded, and his eye
absent and thoughtful : it was evident
that there had been little in the con-
ference with his niece to please or
content him, Miss Brandon herself
was greatly agitated : for there was
in her uncle’s nature that silent and

Melmoth.

impressive secret of inflaencing or
commanding others, which almost-so
invariably, and yet so quietly, attains
the wishes of its owner; and Lucy,
who loved and admired him sincerely
—not the less, perhaps, for a certain
modicum of fear—was greatly grieved
at perceiving how rooted in him was
the desire of that marriage which she
felt was & moral impossibility. DBut
if Brandon possessed the secret of
sway, Lucy was scarcely less singularly
endowed with the secret of resistance.
It may be remembered, in describing
her character, that we spoke of her
a8 one who seemed, to the superficial,
a8 of too yielding and soft a temper.
But circumstances gave the lie to
manner, and proved that she emi-
nently possessed a quiet firmness and
latent resolution, which gave to her
mind & nobleness and ‘rustworthy
power, that never would have been
suspected by those who met her among
the ordinary paths of life.

Brandon had not been long gone,
when Lucy’s maid came to inform her
that a gentleman, who expressed
himself very desirous of seeing her,
waited below. The blood rushed from
Lucy’s cheek at this announcement,
simple as it seemed. “ What gentle-
man could be desirous of seeing her?
Was it—was it Clifford?” She re-
mained for some moments motionless,
and literally unable to move; at
length she summoned courage, and

smiling with self-contempt at & notion
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«-which appeared to her afier thoughts
utterlyabsurd, she descended to the
drawing-room. The first glance she
directed towards the stranger, who
stood by the fireplace with folded
arms, was sufficient,—it was impos-
sible to mistake, though the face was
averted, the unequalled form of her
lover.. She advanced eagerly with a
faint ery, checked herself, and sank
upon the sofa.

Clifford turned towards her, and
fixed his eyes upon her countenance
with an intense and melancholy gaze,
but he did not utter a syllable; and
Lucy, after pausing in expectation of
his voice, looked np, and caught, in
alarm, the strange and peculiar aspect
of ‘his ‘features. He approached her
slowly, and still silent; but his gaze
seemed to grow more earnest and
mournful as he advanced.

. “Yes,” said he at last, in a broken
-and indistinet voice, “ I see you once
more, after all my promises to quit
you for ever,—after my solemn fare-
well, after all that I have cost you ;—
for, Lucy, you love me,—you love me,
—and I shudder while I feel it; after
all I myself have borne and resisted,
I once more come wilfully into your
presence! How have I burnt and
sickened for this moment! How have
I said,  Let me behold her once more
—only once more, and Fate may then
do her worst !’ Lucy ! dear, dear Lucy !
forgive me for my weakness. It is

‘now in bitter and stern reality the
very last I can be guilty of !”

As he spoke, Clifford sank beside
her. He took both her hands in his,
and holding them, though without
pressure, again looked passionately
upon her innocent yet eloquent face.
It seemed as if he were moved beyond
all the ordinary feelings of reunion
and of love, He did not attempt to
kiss the hands he held ; and though
the touch thrilled through every vein
and fibre of his frame, his clasp was
a8 light as that in which the first

timidity of a boy’s love ventures to
stamp itself !

“You are pale, Lucy,” said he,
mournfully, “ and your cheek is much
thinner than it waswhen I first sawyon
—when I first saw you!- Ah! would for
your sake that that had never been?

Your spirits were light then, Lucy.

Yourlaugh camefrom the heart,—your
stepspurned theéarth.- Joybroke from
your eyes, every thing that breathed
around you seemed full of happiness
and mirth! and now, look upon me,
Lucy ; lift those soft eyes, and teach
them to flash upon me indignation and
contempt! Oh, not thus, not thus!
I could leave you happy, — yes, lite-
rally blest,—if I could fancy you less
forgiving, less gentle, less angelic !”

“What have I to fornge'l” said
Lucy, tenderly. :

“What! every thing for which one
human being can pardon another.
Have not deceit and injury been ‘my
crimes against you? Your peace of
mind, your serenity of heart, your
buoyancy of temper, have I marred
these or not 1”

“ Oh, Clifford!” sald Lucy, mmg
from herself and from all selfish
thoughts, “ why,—why will you not
trust me? You do not know me,
indeed you do not—you are ignorant
even of the very nature of a woman,
if you think' me unworthy of your
confidence ! - Do you believe I could
betray it ? or, do you think, that if
you had done that for which all the
world forsook you, I could forsake ?”

Lucy’s voice faltered at the last
words ; but' it sank as a stone sinks
into deep waters, to the very core of
Clifford's heart. Transported from
all resolution and all forbearance, he
wound his armse around her in one
long and impassioned caress; and
Lucy, as her breath mingled with his,
and her cheek drooped upon his
bosom, did indeed feel a8 if the past
could contain no secret powerful
enough even to weaken the affection
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with which hor hegrt clung %0 his.
She was the first to extrieate hesself
from their embrace. She dsew back
her face from his, and mmillng on
him through her $cars, with a bright-
ness ihst the smiles of her emrliest
yonth had neversurpsssed, she said,—
“ Listen to me. Tell mae your his-
tory ormot, a8 yeau will. Bat belisve
me, & weman's wit is ofiem no daspi-
eable connmellar. They whe acemse
themselves the most bitterly, are mot
often these whom it is most difficudt
2o fergive ; and you must pardon me,
i I doubt the extent of the bimme
‘you would se lavishly-imputs to yeur-
self. I am now alone in the world—
(eere the smile withered from Lucy's
lips)—My pour father is desd. Ican
ingure no eme by my esmdust; there
is no one on earth to whom I am
boandl by dity. I am indepemdent,
Jam rich. Yen profess to love me.
I am foclish and vain, and I believe
‘you. Perhaps, also, I have the fond
hope which so often makes dupes of
women—the hope, thst, if you have
emd,Imyreehmyon,:fymhﬂe
been unfortnste, I may comsole you !

1 know, Mr. Clifford, that I s saying
that for which many would despise
m,nlfor‘hﬂ,peﬂnps,lught
10 despise myself; bwt there are times

ourselves—and it is ¢thus. that I have
now spaken: to you.”

It was with an sir very unwomted
to herself that Luey had concinded
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touched sad pemeirated, sc much by
vespect as by any warmer or mave
familier fockng.

compulsive resclution.

“Tt is well 1” gaid he, mmbberingly.
“] sm worthy of this—very—very
worthy! Generous, achle gid ' —had
I been an emperer, I would have
bowed down 0 you in worship ; but
to debase, to degrade you—n0! no I~

“Is there debasememt in love?”
mrrmured Lacy.

Clifford gased upon her with x sort
of enthusisstic amd selfgrataiatory
pride ; pevhaps he folt #® be thms
Ioved, and by such s creatume, was
matter of pride, evem in the Iowest
ciroumstamees to which he could ever

“You could love, them, an cutcast,
without birth, fortane, or character?
—No ! you believe this now, bat you
cemld not. Couwid you desert your
comntry, your friends, and your home
—all that you are born and fitbed for ?
—Could you sitend one over whom
the sword hangs, through a life sub-
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-yourse. Lmey, I deserve you; I
- ontde you in generesity : all that yeu
would desert for me is nothing—
0 @God !—nothing to the sacrifice I
- meke to you!—And now, Lucy, I
- have seen you, and I must once more
- bid you farewell : T am on the eve of
‘quitting this ecoumtry for ever. I
shall enlist in a foreign service. Per-
‘haps—(and Clifford’s dark eyes flashed
with fire)—you will yet hear of me,
and not blush when you hear! But
~—(and his voice fattered, for Lucy,
hiding her face with both hands, gave
way to her dears and agitation)—but,
in one respect, you have conquered.
I bad believed that you could néver
be mine—that mry past life had for
ever deprived me of that hope! I

~2k5

now begin, with a rapture that cin
bear me through all erdeals, to form
a more daring vision. A soil may be
effaced—an evilnamemayberedeemed
—the past is not set and sealed, with-
out the power -of revokmg what has
been written. If I can win the right
of meriting your mercy, I will throw
myself on it without reserve ; till
then, or till death, :yaumllseemeno
more !

He dropped on his knee, left kis
kiss and his tears upon Lucy’s cold
hand; the next moment she heard
his step ‘on the stairs,—the dobr
clesed heavily and jarringly wpon him,
—and Lucy felt one bitter pang, and,
for some time at least, she felt mo
more !

CHAPTER XXXI.
¢ Many fitings fall between the cup and the Tip !

Your man does please

‘With hisconeeit.’
- .

* »

*

Omuchmonnughmooutredumm

o tas s T t0 gull the constable?
“Now hm nmon; you tot lmmuﬂs.

Bigh«onnmhb was mota. though

*

He laid Dick Tator by the heels.”

" Mzanwars, Clifferd stxoderapidly
through the streets which surrounded
ﬂlegndgu house, and, terning to an

obscurer quartier of the town, entered
a gloomy lane or alley. Here he was
abmpﬁy sceosted by a man wrapped
in a shaggygmbm and of some-
what a appearance

“ Aha, captain I” said he, “Jou arve
‘beyond your time, but all ’s well |”

Attempting, with indifferent sue- |

‘cess, the easy selfpomsession which
generally marked kis address to his
companions, Ohﬁud, repeating the
stranger's words, replied,—

Bm Jowsoxn: Takura Tubd.

«All’s well l—what ! are the pﬂ
soners released ?” .

“No, faith!” answered the man,
with a rough lavngh, “net yet; but
all in good time; it is a little tao
much to expect the justices 4o do omr
work, though, by the Lord Harry, we
often do theirs]”

“ What then ?” asked Clifford, im-
patiently.

“Why, the poor fellows had been
carried to the town of ——, and
brought before the queer ouﬂin"

‘& Magistrate,
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1 arrived, though I set off the moment
you told me, and did the journey in
four hours. The examination lasted
all yesterday, and they were remanded
till to-day;—let’s see, it is not yet
noon ; we may be there before it’s
over.”

¢ And this is what you call well ! ” | crossing

said Clifford, angrily !

“ No, captain, don’t be glimflashey !
you have not heard all yet !—1It seems
that the only thing buffed hard against
them was by a stout grazier, who was
eried ‘Stand !’ to, some fifty miles off
the town ; so the queer cuffin thinks
of sending the poor fellows to the gaol
of the county where they did the
business |”

“Ah! that may leave some hopes
for them !—We must look sharp to
their journey; if they once get to
prison, their only chances are the
file and the bribe. Unhappily, neither
of them is so lucky as myself at that
trade ! ”

“ No, indeed, there is not a stone
wall in England thatthe great Captain
Lovett could not creep through, I'll
swear !” said the admiring satellite.

“Saddle the horses and load the
pistols !—I will join you in ten
minutes. Have my farmer’s dress
ready, the false hair, &¢. Choose your
own trim, Make haste ;—the Three
Feathers is the house of meeting.”

“And in ten minutes only, ea]
taint” . .

“ Punctually | ®

“The stranger turned a corner,
and was out of sight, Clifford, mut-
tering—* Yes, I was the cause of their
apprehension; it was I who was
sought ; it is but fair that I should
strike a blow for their escape, before I
attempt ‘my ' own,”—continued his
course till he came to the door of a
public-house. The sign of & seaman
swung aloft, portraying the jolly tar
with a fine pewter pot in his hand,
eonsiderably huger than his own cir-
cumference, An immense pug sat at
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the door, lolling its tongue out, as if,
baving stuffed itself ¢o the tongue, it
was forced to turn that useful member
out of its proper place. The shutters
were half closed, but the sounds of
coarse merriment issued jovially forth,

Clifford disconcerted the pug; and,
the threshold, cried, in a
loud tone, “Janseen!”—*Here!”
answered a gruff voice; and Clifford,
passing on, came to & small parlour
adjoining the tap. There, seated by
a round oak-table, he found mine
host, a red, fierce, weather-beaten, but
bloated-looking personage, like Dirk
Hatteraick in a dropsy.

“ How now, captain!” cried he, in
8 guttural accent, and interlarding his
discourse with certain Dutch graces,
which, with our reader's leave, we will
omit, as being unable to spell them :
“ how now !—not gone yet!”

“ No !—I start for the coast to-mor-
row; business keeps me to-day. I
came to ask if Mellon may be fully
depended on?” |

“ Ay—honest to the back-bone.”

“ And you are sure that, in spite of
my late delays, he will have not have
left the village "

¢ Sure!—what else can I be t—don’t
I know Jack Mellon these twenty
years! He would lie like a logina
calm for ten months together, without
moving & hairs breadth, if he was
under orders.”

“ And his vessel is swift and well
manned, in case of an officer’s chase?”

“The Black Molly swift +—Ask
your grandmother. The Black Molly
would outstrip a shark.”

“Then good-by, Janseen ; there is
something to keep your pipe alight :
we shall not meet within the three
seas again, I think. - England is as
much too hot for me as Holland for
y°u ! ” .

“You are a capital fellow!” cried
mine host, shaking Clifford by the
hand; “and when the lads come to
know their loss, they will know they
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have lost the bravest and truest gill

- that ever took to the toby ; so, good-

by, and be d—d to you!”

With this valedictory benediction,
mine host released Clifford ; and the
robber hastened to his appointment
at the Three Feathers.

He found all prepared. He hastily
put on his disguise, and his follower
led out his horse, a noble animal of
the grand Irish breed, of remarkable
strength and bone, and, save only that
it was somewhat skarp in the quarters
(a fault which they who look for speed
as well as grace will easily forgive), of
almost unequalled beauty in its sym-
metry and proportions. Well did the
eourser know, and proudly did it
render obeisance to, its master;
snorting impatiently,and rearing from
the hand of the attendant robber, the
sagacious animal freed itself of the
rein, and, as it tossed its long mane
in the breeze of the fresh air, came
trotting to the place where Clifford
stood. .

“80 ho, Robin!—so ho!—what,
thou chafest that I have left thy fellow
behind at the Red Cave. Him we
may mnever kee more. But, while
I have: life, I will not leave thee,
Robin!”

With these words, the robber fondly
stroked the shining neck of his fa-
vourite - steed; and as the animal
returned the caress, by rubbing his
head against the hands and the athletic
breast of its master, Clifford felt at
his heart somewhat of that old racy stir

of the blood which had been once to | vanish

him the chief charm of his criminal
profession, and which, in the late
change of his feelings, he had almost
forgotten.

“ Well, Robin, well,” he renewed,
as he kissed the face of his steed ;—
“ well, we will have some days like
our old ones yet ; thou shalt say, ha!
ha! to the trumpet, and bear thy
master along on more glorious enter-
prises than he has yet thanked thee

ar

for sharing. Thou wilt now be my
only familiar,—my only friend, Robin ;
we two shall be strangers in a foreign
land. But thou wilt make thyself
welcome easier than thy lord, Robin ;
and thou wilt farget the old days, and
thine old comrades, and thine old loves,
when—ha!” and Clifford turned ab-

‘ruptly to his attendant, who addressed

him, “It is late, you say; true! look
you, it will be unwise for us both to
quit London together; you know the
sixth milestone, join me there, and
we can proceed in company !”

Not unwilling to linger for a part-
ing-cup, the comrade assented to the
prudence of the plan proposed ; and,
after one or two additional words of
caution and advice, Clifford mounted
and rode from the yard of the inn,
As he passed through the tall wooden
gates into the sireet, the imperfect
gleam of the wintrysun falling over him-
gelf and his steed, it was scarcely pos-
sible, even in spite of his disguise and
rude garb, to conceive a more gallant
and striking specimen of .the lawless
and daring tribe to which he belonged ;
the height, strength, beauty, and ex-
quisite grooming visible in the steed;
the sparkling eye, the bold profile,
the sinewy chest, the graceful limbs,
and the careless and practised horse-
manship of the rider. .

Looking after his chief with a long
and an admiring gaze, the robber said
to the ostler of the inn, an aged and
withered man, who had seen. nine
generations of highwaymen rise and

—

“ There, Joe, whent ‘did you ever
look on a hero like that? The bravest
heart, the frankest hand, the best
Jjudge of a horse, and the handsomest
man that ever did honour to Houns-
low!”

¢« For all that,” returned the ostler,
shaking his palsied head, and turn-
ing back to the tap-room,—* For all
that, master, his time be up. Mark
my whids, Captain Lovett will not be
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over the year,—no1 nor msyhap the
month 1”

“ Why, you old raseal, what makes

you 50 wise? You will met peach, I
,.

“ 1 peach! devil 2 bit! Bot there
mever was the gemman of the road,
Mwnnﬂ,hwhgorthpﬂ,u

outlived bis seventh year. And this
will be the captain’s seventh, come the
21st of next month ; but he be a fine
chsp, sad I'll go 1o kis hanging !”

“Pish 1 ” said the rebber, peevishly,
—he himself was verging towasds the
end of his sixth year,—* pish {”

“ Mind, I tells it you, masier; and | grateful

semehow or other I thinks —and I

has 3 in these things—by

-the fey* of his eye, and the drop of

his bip, that the captain's time will be
’”

: Fere the robber lost all patiemoce,
- and pushing the hoary boder of evil
heel, and seught seme mere agreeable
cempanion to shase kis stirrap-cup.
H was in the morning of the day
follewing that im which the abowe
- convereations ooceurrod, that the saga-
cious Augustus Tomdimeon and the

~valoreus Edward Pepper, handcuffed |

-and fetiered, were jogging along the
road in a postchsise, with Mr. Nab-
bem squeezed in by the side of the
formier, and twe ether gentlemea in
Mr. Nabbem's confidemce mounéed on
the box of the chaise, and interfer-
ing sadly, as Leng Nod growlingly
remarked, with “the beauty of the
prospect.”
“Ah, well!” gquoth Nabbem, una-
woidably - thrusting his elbow into
‘Tomlinson’s eide, while he drew out
Jargely to the indexicating dust.
“You had best prepare yourself, Mr.
Pepper, for a changs.ef prospoots. I

* A word difficult to tranelate; but the
oclosest inimmofwhinhﬁ peth:pu,

neck and erop, into this horrible hele,
bke turkeys fatted for Chrisimag
’Sdeath ! one’s hair is flatied down
like a pancake ; and as for one’s legs,
you had better cut them off at ence
than tuck them.lpma.phce:foot

curling-irons, eh %”

“Now if this is net to0 much!”
eried Nabbem, czosaly ; “you objects
toge in a cart like the rest of your
profession ; and when I puis myself
out of the way to ocbleedge you with
3 shay, you slangs I for it1”

“ Peace, good Nabbem !” said Au-
gustus, with a sage’s dignity ; “you
must allow a lit{le bad humour in
men 80 unhappily situated a8 we
are.” :

The soft answer turneth away wrath.
Tomiinson’s answer sofiened Nabbém ;
-and, by way of conciliation, he held
his smuffbox to the aocse of his unfor-
tunate prisomer. Shutting his eyes,
Tomiingon leng and earnestly sniffed
up\he luxury, and a8 soon as, with

*¢ the §l omen.”

his own kerchief of spotted yellow,
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theoﬁoerhdmpdfmntkep.—

“You see us now, Mr. Nabbem, in
A& state of bavkem-down oppesifion ;
bui ewr ppirits ave not broken tee.
JIn owr time we hawe had somsthing
40 do with ¢he sdmisisteation’; amd
eur comfert at present, is the -comfort
-of fallen srimisters | ”

“Oho! you were in the Methodist
line before yen feek o the road ¥~
mid Nabbems.

“Not s0!” mmpwored .Augusims

gravely. *“We were the Msthodists
of pelities, not of the'ehuveh ; viz., we
lived upen onr flock withont & legal
sauthority 10 do so, and. that which the

Aaw withheld from us, our wits gave. | very

-Bat tell rae, Mr. Nabbam, are youn
mddicled te politics 2™

. “Why, they says I be,” eaid Mr.
,Nabbem, with & grin; “and for my
part, I thinks all whe sarwes the Kimg
shonld stand up for himn, amd take
ceare of their little families | ”

“You epeak whei othews funk /™
:answeved Pamlinson, smiling alse.
““And 1 will' new, since you like poli- | your
ics, peintout to you what I dare sy
-Fou have not-obeerved before.”

“ What be that?” said Nabbem.

- % A wanderfal likeness between the
.Hfe of the gentlemen adormiag his
Majoety’s senate and the life of the
-gentlemmen whom yew are. conducting:
to his Majesty's gaol.”
THR LIBELLOUS PARALLEL OF AUGUSTUS
‘ TOMLINSQN.

“ We enter our career, Mr. Nabbem,.
a8 your embryo ministers enter par-
liamen:,—bybnberyud ceu:qﬁm
There is this difference, indeed
between the two cases —we are an-
haed;:menhrfoﬁ:y”the bribery and
0rTY| o —they enter -
‘taneously by dint of their m&p!:t
first, deluded by romantie visions, -we
like the glory of eur career better
than the poofit, and i enr yemthful

gemerosity we profess te sttack the

rich solely from comsideration for the
poor? By and by, as we grow more
hardened, we langh at these boyish
dveams, — peassnt or prince fares
equally at our imapartial kands; we
gmpwthbm‘ket,hutwemnot
the thimhlefull; we wse the word
glory only as a trap fer proselytes and
appeentioes ; our fingems, like an
dffice door, awe open for ail that can
dbly comae imtothem : we consider
the wealtlry as our-aslary, the pooras
onr perquisites. What is this, but a
piztnre of your member of parliament
ripeningiwto s mimister,—your patriot
mellowing into your 1 And
‘mark me, Mr. Nabbem! is not the
of beth asminrilar as the
deeds? What is the phamse either of
us lows to employi—'To deliver.
What 3— The Public.! .And do ‘we
not both invarinkly defiver it of the
same thing +—wiz., its- perse! Do we
‘wamb an exowse for sharing the .gold
of our meighbems, or sbusing them,
if they vesist? Is.nmot cmr mutaal—
enr pithiest plea— Distvesa!’ True,
patriot calls it “distress of the
oonnh'y;' but. doee he: ever, s whit
mere than we <o, mean any distress
but bis ewn? When we are brought
low, andl our cesis are- shabby, do we
net both shake our heads and talk of
“pefbrm?’ Amd when—oli! when we
are up in. the werkd, de we mot both
kick ‘raform’ 10 the devil? How
often your psrlinmemnt man ‘vacstes
his seat’ wmly for the purpose of

been vasated for the ssme end!
Semetimes, indesd, he really finishes
, | his eareer by acoepting the bundreds,
—it is by *secepting the hundreds’
that ours may be finished too —(Ned
drew a hug sigh.)—Note us now, Mr.
Nabbem, in the. senith of omr pros-
perity—we have filled our pockets, we
hawe beceme gmest in the mouhhsof
onr party. Onr pells admive ns, asad



our blowens adore! What do wein
this short-lived summer! Save and
be thriftyt Ah, no! we must give
our dinners, and make light of our
lush. We sport horses on the race-
course, and look big st the multitude
we have bubbled. Is mot this your
minister come into office? Does not
this remind you of Ais equipage, Ais
palace, his plate? In both cases,
lightly won, lavishly wasted ; and the
public, whose cash we have fingered,
may at least have the pleasure of
gaping at the figure we make with it!
This, then, is our harvest of happiness;
our foes, our friends, are ready to eat
us with envy—yet what is so little
enviable as our station? Have we not
both our common vexations and our
mutual disquietudes ? Do we not both
bribe—(Nabbem shook his head and
buttoned his waistcoat)—our enemies,
eajole our partisans, bully our depend-
ants,and quarrel with our only friends,
viz., ourselves? Is not the secret
question with each—‘It is all con-
foundedly fine; but how long will it
.Jast}’ Now, Mr. Nabbem, note me,
~—reverse the portrait : we are fallen,
our career is over—the road is shut to
us, and new plunderers are robbing
the carriages that once we robbed, Is
not this the lot of—no, no ! I deceive
myself! Your ministers, your job-
men, for the most part milk the popu-
lar cow while there’s a drop in the
udder. Your chancellor declines on
8 pension,—your minister attenuates
on & grant,—the feet of your great
rogues may be gone from the treasury
benches, but they have their little
fingers ‘in the treasury. Their past
gervices are remembered by his Ma-
Jjesty,—ours only noted by the Re-
corder : theysave themselves, for they
hang by one another; we go to the
.devil, for we hang by ourselves: we
have our little day of the public, and
all is over ; hut it is never over with
them. We both hunt the same fox :
but we are your fair riders: they are
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your knowing ones—we take the leap,
and our necks are broken : they sneak
through the gates, and keep it up to
the last!”

As he concluded, Tomlinson’s head
drooped on his bosom, and it was easy
to see that painful comparisons,
mingled perhaps with secret murmurs
at the injustice of fortune, were rank-
ling in his breast. Long Ned sat in
gloomy silence ; and even the hard
heart of the severe Mr. Nabbem was
softened by the affecting parallel to
which he had listened. They had
proceeded without speaking for two
or three miles, when Long Ned, fixing
his eyes on Tomlinson, exclaimed,—

“ Do you know, Tomlinson, I think
it was a burning shame in Loveit to
suffer us to be carried off like mut-
tons, without attempting to rescue us
by the way! It is all his fanlt that we
are here! for it was he whom Nabbem
wanted, not us{”

“Very true,” said the cunning
policeman ; “and if I were you, Mr,
Pepper, hang me if I would not behave
like & man of spirit, and shew as littls
consarn for him as he shews for you!?
Why, Lord now, I doesn’t want to
‘tice you; but this I does know, the
justices are very anxious to catch
Lovett ; and one who gives him up,
and says a word or two about his
cracter, so as to make conviction

may himself be sartain of a
free pardon for all little sprees and so
forth!” .

“Ah 1” gaid Long Ned, with a
gigh, “that is all very well, Mr.
Nabbem, but I'll go to the crap like
& gentleman, and not peach of my
comrades ; and now I think of it,
Lovett could scarcely have assisted
us, One man alone, even Lovett,
clever as he is, could not have forced
us out of the clutches of you and your
myrmidons, Mr, Nabbem! And
when we were once at ——, they
took excellent care of us, But tell
me now, my dear Nabbem,” and Long
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Ned’s voice wheedled itself into
something like softness ;—*tell me
do you think the grazier will buff it
home ¥” - ‘

“ No doubt of that,” said the un-
moved Nabbem. Long Ned’s face
fell. “And what if. he does?” said
he; “they can but transport us!”

“ Don't desave yourself, Master
Pepper | ” said Nabbem : “you 're
too old a hand for the herring-pond.
They’re resolved to make gallows
apples of all such numprels (Non-
pareils) as you!”

Ned cast s sullen look at the officer.

“A pretty comforter you are!”
said he. “Ihavebeen in a postchaise
with a pleasanter fellow, I'll swear!
You may call me an apple if you will,
but, 1 take it, I am not an apple
you'd like to see pecled.”

With this pugilistic and menacing
pun, the lengthy hero relapsed into
meditative silence.

Our travellers were now entering a
road skirted on one side by a common
of some extent, and on the other, by
a thick hedgerow, which through its
breaks gave occasional glimpses of
woodland and fallow, interspersed
with cross-roads and tiny brooklets,

“There goes s jolly fellow!” said
Nabbem, pointing to an athletic-
looking man, riding before the car-
riage, dressed in a farmer’s garb, and
mounted on & large and powerful
horse of the Irish breed. “I day say
he is well acquainted with your
grazier, Mr. Tomlinson ; he looks
mortal like one of the same kidney ;
and here comes another chap,” —(as
the stranger was joined by a short,
stout, raddy man in a carter’s frock,
riding on a horse less showy than his
comrade’s, but of the lengthy, reedy,
lank, yet muscular race, which a
knowing jockey would like to bet on).
—“Now that's what I calls a comely
1ad!” continued Nabbem, pointing to
the latter horseman; “none of your
thin-faced, dark, strapping fellows
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like that Captain Lovett, as the
blowens raves about, but a nice, tight,
little body, with a face like a carrot!
That's & beauty for my money!
honesty’s stamped on his face, Mr.
Tomlinson! I dare says—(and the
officer grinned, for he had been a
lad of the cross in his own day)—I
dare says, poor innocent booby, he
knows none of the ways of Lunnun
town ; and if he has not as merry &
life as some folks, mayhap he may
have a longer. But a merry one for
ever, for such lads as us, Mr. Pepper!
1 say, has you heard as how Bill Fang
went to Scratchland (Scotland) and
was stretched for esmashing queer
screens? (i. e. hung for uttering forged
notes). He died 'nation game ; for
when his father, who was a grey-
headed parson, came to see him after
the sentence, he says to the governor,
says he, ¢ Give us a tip, old 'un, to pay
the expenses, and die dacently.’ The
parson forks him out ten shiners,
preaching all the while like winkey.
Bob drops one of the guineas between
his fingers, and says, ‘ Holla, dad, you
have only tipped us nine of the yellow
boys; just now you said as how it
was ten!” On this the parish-bull,
who was as poor as if he'd been a
mouse of the church instead of the
curate, lugs out another; and Bob,
turning round to the gaoler, cries,
‘ Flung the governor out of a guinea,
by G—d I’* Now, that's what I calls
keeping it up to the last 1”

Mr. Nabbem had scarcely finished
this anecdote, when the farmer-like
stranger, who had kept up by the side
of the chaise, suddenly rode to the
window, and, touching his hat, said
in a Norfolk accent, “ Were the gen-
tlemen we met on the road belonging
to your party? They were asking
after a chaise and pair.”

- “No1” said Nabbem, “there be no
gentlemen as belongs to our party!”

* Fact.



see’d him in this country!”

At that moment, the shorier
stranger, whese appearames had at-
tracted the praise of Mr. Nabbem
(that pexsonage was himaself veryshoet
and, ruddy), and who had hitherio
been riding close to the postdiomses,

door of the chaise, and seizing Mr.

Nabbem by the collar, swung him te1 hi

the ground with a celenity thet be-
came the circuar rotumdiky of the
policeman’s - figure, rather than the
dgiheute graxity of his digaified
office. :

. Rapid and insianteneeus ae
been this work, it was not without a

face of the day, and on the high road,.
their profession was mot that which:
suffered them easily to be surprised.
The two guardians.of the dicky leaped
nimbly to the greand; but befare
they had time. {0 use their fire.arms,
two of the new who had
appeared from the hedge, elosed upen
them, and bere them to the ground :
while this scuffle took place, the
farmer had disarmed the prostrate

Nabbem, and giving-him in charge

fance, the officers, tough fellows and
keen, dinging lnstilyto them, till ene:
was folled by Clifford, and the aother-
catehing against & staeap, was forced,
to relinquish his held; he then:
sprang back into the resd amd pre-
pared far Qlifford, who new, heweser, ,
occupied . himself - zasher. in. fugitia:
then warlike measepes, Meéanwhile,.
the momesd. the other yescuners. had -
passed the Rubicerx of the: hedge,’
their flight, and that of thegentletnen:
who had passsd befére them, com-.
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menced, On this mystic side of the
hedge was a crose-road, striking at
once through an intricate and wooded
part of the country, which allowed
speedy and ample opportunities of
dispersion. Here a light cart, drawn
by two swift horses, in a tandem
fashion, awaited the fugitives. Long
Ned and Augustus were stowed down
at the bottom of this vehicle; three
fellows filed away at their irons, and
a fourth, who had hitherto remained
inglorious with the cart, gave the
lash—and he gave it handsomely—bo
the coursers. Away rattled the equi-
page ; and thus was achieved a flight,
still memorable in the annals of the
elect, and long quoted as one of. the
boldest and most daring exploits
that illicit enterprise ever accom-
plished.

Clifford and his equestrian comrade
only remained in the field, or rather
the road ; the former sprang at once
on his horse,—the latter was not.long
in following the example. But the
policeman, who, it has been said,
baffled in detnining the fugitives of
the bedge, had leaped back into the
road, was not idle in the meanwhile.
When he saw Clifford about to mount,
instead of sttempting to seize the
enemy, he recurred 4o his pistal,
which in the late struggle hand te
hand he had been unable to use, and
taking sure aim at Clifford, whom he
jindged at omee to be the leader of the
rescue, he lodged a ball in the right
side of the robber, at the very moment
Bhe had set spurs in his horse and
turned to fly. Clifford’s head drooped

s

to the saddle-bow. Fiercely the horse
sprang on; the robber endeavoured,
despite his reeling senses, to retain
his seat—once he raised his head—
once he nerved his slackened and
listless limbs—and then, with a faint
groan, he fell to the earth. The horse
bounded but one step more, and, true
to the tutorship it had received,
stopped abruptly. Clifford raised him-
self with: great difficulty on one arm ;
with the other hand he drew fortha pis-
tol; he pointed it deliberately towards
the officer that wounded him ; the man
stood motionless, cowering and spell-
bound, beneath the dilating eye of
the robber. It was but for 8 moment
that the man had cause for dread ; for
muttering between his ground teeth,
“ Why waste it on ah enemy ?” Clif-
ford turned the muzzle towards the
head of the unconscious steed, which
seemed sorrowfully and wistfully to
incline towards him. “Thou,” he
said, “whom I have fed and loved
shalt never know hardship from

another ! ” and with a merciful cruelty
be dragged himsslf one pace nearer
to his beloved steed, uttered a well-
kaown word, which brought the
doeile creature to his side, and placing
the muezle of the pistol close to his
ear he fired, and fell back senseless at
the exertion. The animal staggered,
and dropped down. dead.

Meanwhile Clifford's comrade, pro-
ﬁtmg by the serprise and. suddm
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CHAPTER XXXIL

¢ Lose I not
‘With him what fortune could in life allot ?

Lose I not hope, life’s cordial?
. . . .

.

In fact, the lessons he from prudence took
‘Were written in his mind as in a book.
There what to do he read, and what to shun,
And all commanded was with promptness dune :
He seemed without a passion to proceed,

[ L) ) . .

Yecmobelmdﬂmnpldmonlyﬂopé!’
'RA

[ [ .

L . .
“ Relics of love and life's
A,

. L ] .
® * -

« Many and sad and deep

. [
[ .
enchanted spring !
‘Wa1t7s, on burning a Packet of Letters.

. .
. .

‘Were the thoughts folded in thy silent breast !

Thou, too, couldst watch and weep !

" Wansz Sir William Brandon was
pursuing his ambitious schemes, and,
notwithstanding Lucy’s firm and
steady refusal of Lord Mauleverer,
was still determined on that ill-
assorted marriage ; while Mauleverer
himself, day after day, attended at the
judge’s house, #nd, though he spoke
not of love, looked it with all his
might; it became obvious to every
one but the lover and the guardian,
that Lucy herself was rapidly declin-
ing in appearance and health. Ever
since the day she had last seen Clifford,
her spirit, before greatly shattered,
had refused to regain even a likeness
to their naturally cheerful and happy
tone. She became silent and ab-
siracted; even hergentlenessof temper
altered at times into a moody and
fretfnl humour. Neither to books
nor music, nor any art by which time
is beguiled, she recurred for a mo-

mentary allaviation of the bitter feel-

”»

Mrs, HEnaxns.

ings at her heart, or for a transient
forgetfulness of their sting. The whole
world of her mind had been shaken.
Her pride was wounded; her love
galled; her faith in Clifford gave way
at length to gloomy and dark sus-
picion. Nothing, she now felt, but
s name a8 well as fortunes utterly
abandoned, could have justified him
for the stubbornness of heart in which_
he had fled and deserted her. Her
own self-acquittal no longer consoled
her in affliction. She condemned
herself for her weakness, from the
birth of her ill-starred affection to the
crisis it had now acquired.  Why
did I not wrestle with it at first 1” she
gaid bitterly. “ Why did I allow
myself so easily to love one unknown
to me, and equivocal in station, despite
the cautions of my uncle and the
whispers of the world1”* Alas! Lucy
did not remember, that at the time
she was guilty of this weakness, she



.coveted the conquest!
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hiad not learned to reason as she since
reasoned. Her faculties were but
imperfectly awakened ; her experience
of the world was utter ignorance. She
scarcely knew that she loved, and she
knew not at all that the delicious and
excited sentiment which filled her
being, could ever become as produc-
tive of evil and peril as it had done
now; and even Aad her reason been
more developed, and her resolutions
more strong, does the exertion of
reason and resolution always avail

t the master passion? Love,
it is true, is nof unconquerable; but
how few have ever, mind and soul,
Disappoint-
ment makes & vow, but the heart
records it mot. Or in the noble
{mage of one who has 8o tenderly and
80 truly portrayed the feelings of her
QWD 8eX,—

et We make

A 1adder of our thoughts where angels step,
But sleep ourselves at the foot | " #

Before Clifford had last seen her,
we have observed that Lucy had (and
it was a consolation) clung to the
belief that, despite of appearances
and his own confession, his past life
had not been such as to place him
without the pale of her just affections;
and there were frequent moments
when, remembering that the death
of her father had removed the only
being who could assert an unanswer-
sble claim to the dictation of her

actions, she thought that Clifford,
hearing her hand was utterly at her

own disposal, might again appear,

and again urge a suit which she felt|a

80 few circumstances could induce her
to deny, All this half-acknowledged
yet earnest train of reasoning and
hope vanished from the moment he
had quitted her uncle’s house. His
words bore no misinterpretation. He
had not yielded even to her own con-
descension, and her cheek burnt as

® s T of th " by L. E. L.
m‘;&fmﬂw e Lyre,” by

she recalled it. Yet he loved her.
She saw, she kmew it in his every
word and look! Bitter, then, and
dark must be that remorse which
could have conquered every argument
but that which urged him to leave
her, when he might have claimed her
for ever. True,that when his letter for-
merly bade her farewell, the same self-
accusing language was recurred to,
the same dark hints and allusions to
infamy or guilt; yet never till now
had she interpreted them rigidly,
and never till now had she dreamed
how far their meaning could extend.
8till, what crimes could he have com-
mitted? The true ones never occurred
to Lucy. Sheshuddered to ask herself,
and hushed her doubts in a gloomy
and torpid silence! But through all
her accusations against herself, and
through all her awakened suspicions
against Clifford, she could not but
acknowledge that something noble
and not unworthy of her mingled in
his conduct, and occasioned his re-
sistance to her and to himself; and
this belief, perhaps, irritated even
while it touched her, and kept her
feelings in a perpetual struggle and
conflict, which her delicate frame and
soft mind were little able to endure,
When the nerves once break, how
breaks the character with them ! How
many ascetics, withered and soured,
do we meet in the world, who but for
one shock to the heart and form
might have erred on the side of
meckness! Whether it come from
woe or disease, the stroke which mars
single fibre plays strange havoc
with the mind. Slaves we are to our
muscles, and puppets to the spring of
the capricious blood ; and the great
soul, with all its eapacmes its solemn
attributes, and sounding claims, is,
while on earth, but a jest to this
mountebank—the body—from the
dream which toys with it for an hour,
to the lunacy which shivers it into a
driveller, laughing as it pllzsyn with
9



its own fragmemis, and reeling be-
nighted and blinded to the grave!
We have before maid, that Lucy
was fond both of her unele and his
soclety; and still, whenever the sub-
Jject of Lord Mauleverer and his suit
was left untouched, there was that
in the conversation of Bir William
Brandon which aroused an interest
fn her mind, gro il
consuming as it become.
row, indeed, and sorrow’s companion,
reflection, made her more and more
capable of comprehending a very
subtle and intricate character. There
is no secret for discovering the
human heart like affliction— espe-
cially the affltiction which springs
from passion, Does a writer startle
you with his insight into your na-
ture, be sure that he has mourned:
such lore is the alchymy of tears.
Hence the insensible and almost uni-
versal confusion of-idea which con-

founds melancholy with depth, and | days,

finds but hollow inanity in the symbol
of & laugh. Pitiable error! Reflec-
tion first leads us to gloom, but its
next stage is to brightness. The
Laughing Philosopher had reached
the goal of Wisdom: Heraclitus
whimpered at the starting-post. But
enough for Lucy to gain even the
vestibule of philosophy. ;
Notwithstanding the soreness we
naturally experience towards all who
pertinaciously arouse an unpleasant
subject, and in spite therefore of
Brandon’s fartheranee of Mauleverer's
courtship, Lucy felt herself incline
strangely, and with something of a
daughter'’s affection, towards this
tical being; in spite, too, of
all the cold and measured vice of his
character,—the hard and wintry grey-
ness of heart with which he regarded
the welfare of others, or the substances
of Truth, Honour, and Virtue,—the
callousness of his fossilised affections,
which no human being softened but
for a moment, and no warm and

and self- | him

for hours of his youthful dreams, his
oceupations, or his projects, as a boy.
Above all, he loved to eonverse with
her upon Warlock, its remains of
ancient magnificence, the green banks
of the placid river that enriched its
domains, and the summer pomp of
wood and heath-land, amidst which
his noon-day visions had been nursed.

‘When he spoke of these scenes and
his' countenance softened, and
something in its expression, reealling
to Lucy the image of one still dearer,
made her yearn to him the more. An
ice seemed broken from his mind, and
sireams of released and gentle feelings,
mingled with kindly and generous
sentiment, flowed forth. Suddenmly,
8 thought, a word, brought him back
to the present—his features withered
sbruptly into their cold plaeidity or
latent sneer: the seal closed suddenly
on the broken spell, and, like the
vietim of & fairy-tale, condemned, at
astated hour, to assume another shape,
the very being you had listened to
seemed vanished, and replaced by one
whom you startled to behold. But
there was one epoch of his life on
which he was always silent, and that
was, his first onset into the actual
world—the period of his early strug-
gle into wealth and fame. All that
space of time seemed a8 & dark guif,
over which he had passed, and become
changed at once—as a traveller land-
ing on a strange olimate may adopt,
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the moment he touches ita shore,
its costume and its language.

All men—the most modest—have
3 common failing, but it is one which
often assumes the domino and mask—
pride! Brandon was, however, prond
10 a degree very rare in men who have
risen and flourished in the world.
Out of the wrecks of all other feelings,
this imperial sarvivor made one great
palace for its residence, and called the
fabric “Disdain.” Scorn was the real
essence of Brandon's nature: even in
the blandeat disguises, the smoothness
of his voice, the insinuation of his
smile, the popular and supple graces
of his manners, an oily derision floated,
rarely discernible, it is true, but pro-
portioning its strength and quantum
to the calm it produced.

In the interim, while his character
thus displayed and contradicted iteelf
in private life, his fame was rapidly
rising in public estimation. Unlike
many of his brethren, the brilliant
lawyer had exceeded expectation, and
shown even yet more conspicuously
in the less adventitiously aided duties
of the judge. Envy itself,—and Bran-
don’s political virulence had, despite
his personal affubility, made him many
foes, — was driven Into acknowledg-
ing the profundity of his legal know-
ledge, and in admiring the manner
in which the peculiar functions of
his novel dignity were discharged.
No juvenile lawyer browbeat, no hack-
neyed casuist puzzled, bim ; even his
attention never wandered from the
dullest case subjected to his tribunal.
A painter, desirous of stamping on his
canvass the portrait of an upright
Jjudge, could scarcely have found a
finer realisation for his beau id2al than
the austere, collected, keen, yet ma-
jestic countenance of Rir William
Brandon, such as it seemed in the
trappings of office and from the seat
of justice.

The newspapers were not slow in
recording the singular capture of the

o

notorious Lovett. The boldness with
which he had planned and executed
the rescue of his comrades, joined to
the suspense in which -his wound for
some time kept the public, as to his
escape from one death by the pos-
tern gate of another, caused & very
considerable ferment and excitation
in the popular mind: and, to feed the
impulse, the journalists were little
slothful in retailing every anecdote,
true or false, which they could collect,
touching the past adventures-of the
daring highwayman. Many a good
story then came to light, which par-
took a8 much of the comic as the
tragic ; for not a single one of the
robber’s adventures was noted for
cruelty or bloodshed ; many of them
betokened rather an hilarious and
jovial spirit of mirthful enterprise.
It seemed as if he had thought the
highway a capital arena for jokes, and
only robbed for the sake of venting
a redundant affection for jeating.
Persons felt it rather a sin to be
severe with & man of so merry a dis-
position ; and it was especially observ-
able that not one of the ladies who
had been despoiled by the robber
could be prevailed on to prosecute:
on the contrary, they always talked
of the event as one of the most agree-
able remembrances in their lives, and
seemed to bear a provoking gratitude
to the comely offender, rather than
resentment. All the gentlemen were
not, however, of so placable a temper;
and two sturdy farmers, with a grazier
to boot, were ready to swear, “through
thick and thin,” to the identity of the
prisoner with a horseman who had
civilly borne éach of them company
for an hour in their several homewazd
rides from certain fairs, and had
carried the pleasure of his society,
they very gravely asserted, consider-
ably beyond a joke; so that the state
of the prisoner’s affairs took a very
sombre aspect, and the counsel—an
old l;nd—intrmﬁed with his cause
Q



declared confidentially that there was
not a chance. Buta yet more weighty
accusation, because it came from a
much nobler quarter, awaited Clif
ford. In the robbers’ cavern were
-found several articles answering ex-
actly to the description of those
valuables feloniously abstracted from
the person of Lord Mauleverer. That
nobleman attended to inspect the
iarticles, and to view the prisoner.
¥The former he found himself able to
swear to, with a very tranquillised
conscience ; the latter he beheld
feverish, attenuated, and in a moment
of delirium, on the sick-bed to which
his wound had brought him. He was
at no loss, however, to recognise in
the imprisoned felon the gay and
conquering Clifford, whom he had
once even honoured with his envy.
Although his former dim and vague
suspicions of Clifford were thus con-
firmed, the good-natured peer felt
some slight compunction at appearing
as his prosecutor : this compunction,
however, vanished the moment he
left the sick man’s apartment ; and,
after a little patriotic conversation
with the magistrates about the neces-
sity of public duty—a theme which
brought virtuous tears into the eyes
of those respectable functionaries—
he reentered his carriage, returned
to town, and, after a lively dinner
: t8te-a-téte with an old chére amse, who,
of all her charms, had preserved only
the attraction of conversation and the
capacity of relishing & salmi, Maul-
everer, the very evening of his return,
betook himself to the house of Sir
‘William Brandon.

* When he entered the hall, Barlow,
the judge's favourite servant, met him,
with rather a confused and myste-
rious air, and arresting him as he was
ssuntering into Brandon’s library,
informed him that Sir William was
particularly engaged, but would join
his lordship in the drawing-room.
‘While Barlow was yet speaking, and
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Mauleverer was bending his right
ear (with which he heard the best)
towards him, the library-door opened,
and & man in a very coarse and
ruffianly awkwardly bowed
himself out. “ 8o this is the
ticular engagement, ® thought Maul-
everer ; “ a strange Sir Pandarus:
but those old fellows have droll
tastes.”

“ 1 may go in now, my good fellow,
I suppose 1 gaid his lordship to Bar-
low; and, without waiting an answer,
he entered the library. He found
Brandon alone, and bending earnestly
over some letters which strewed his
table.  Mauleverer carelessly ap-
proached, and threw himself into an
opposite chair. 8ir William lifted
his head, as he heard the movement,
and Mauleverer (reckless ag was that
personage) was chilled and almost
awed by the expression of his friend’s
countenance. Brandon's face was one
which, however pliant, nearly always
wore one pervading character—calm-
ness : whether in the smoothness of
social courtesy, or the austerity of his
official station, or the bitter sarcasm
which escaped him at no unfrequent
intervals; still a certain hard and
inflexible dryness stamped both his
features and his air. But at this time
a variety of feelings not ordinarily
eloquent in the outward man strug-
gled in his dark face, expressive of
all the energy and passion of his
powerful and masculine nature ; there
seemed to speak from his features
and eyes something of shame, and
anger, and triumph, and regret, and
scorn. All these various emotions,
which, it appears almost a paradox
to assert, met in the same expression,
nevertheless were so individually and
almost fearfully stamped, as to convey
at once their signification to the mind
of Mauleverer. He glanced towards
the letters, in which the writing
seemed faint and discoloured by time
ordamp; and then once more regarding
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the face of Brandon, said in rather an
anxious and subdued tone,—

¢ Heavens, Brandon | are you ill}
or has any thing happened }—you
alarm me!”

“ Do you recognise these locks?”
said Brandon in a hollow voice; and
from under the letters he drew some
ringlets of an auburn hue, and pushed
them with an averted face towards
Mauleverer.

The earl took them up—regarded
them for a few moments—changed
colour, but shook his head with a
negative gesture, a8 he laid them once
more on the table,

“This handwriting, then}” renewed
the judge in a yet more impressive
and painful voice ; and he pointed to
the letters,

Mauleverer raised one of them, and
held it between his face and the lamp,
80 that whatever his features might
have betrayed was hidden from his
companion. At length he dropped
the letter with an effected noncha-
lance, and gaid,—

« Ah, I know the writing even at
this distance of time; this letter is
directed to you!”

# It is,—s0 are all these,” said Bran-
don, with the same voice of preterna-
tural and strained composure. “They
have come back to me after an ab-
sence of nearly twenty-five years;
they are the letters she wrote to me
in the days of our courtship— (here
Brandon laughed scornfully) — she
carried them away with her, you know
when ; and (a pretty clod of consis-
tency is woman !) she kept them, it
seems, to her dying day!”

The subject in discussion, whatever
it might be, appeared a sore one to
Mauleverer; he turned uneasily on
his chair, and said at length,—

“ Well, poor creature! these are
painful remembrances, since it turned
out 8o unhappily ; but it was not our
fault, dear Brandon ; we were men of
the world,—we knew the value of—
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of—women, and treated them accord-
ingly !* .
“ Right ! right! right!” cried Bran-
don, vehemently, laughing in a wild
and loud disdain ; the intense force of
which it would be in vain to attempt

expressing.

“Right ! and faith, my lord, I re-
pine not, nor repent.”

“8o, so, that’s well | ” said Maul-
everer, still not at his ease, and
hastening to change the conversation.
“But, my dear Brandon, I have
strange news for you! You remem-
ber that fellow Clifford, who had the
insolence to address himself to your
adorable niece? I told you I sus-
pected that long friend of his of
having made my acquaintance some-
what unpleasantly, and I therefore
doubted of Clifford himself. Well,
my dear friend, this Clifford is—
whom do you think %—no other than
Mr. Lovett, of Newgate celebrity ! ”

“You do not say so!” rejoined
Brandon, apathetically, as he slowly
gathered his papers together, and
deposited them in a drawer.

“ Indeed it is true; and what is
more, Brandon, this fellow is one of
the very identical highwaymen who
robbed me on my road from Bath,
No doubt he did me the same kind
office on my road to Mauleverer Park.”

¢“ Possibly,” said Brandon, who ap-
peared absorbed in & revery.

“ Ay!” answered Mauleverer, piqued
at this indifference. “ But do youm
not see the consequences to your
niece 1"

“ My niece!” repeated Brandon,
rousing himself,

#Certainly. I grieve to say it, my
dear friend,—but she was young, very
young, when at Bath. She suffered
this fellow to address her too openly.
Nay,—for I will be frank,—she was
suspected of being in love with him 1*

“She was in love with him,” eaid
Brandon dryly, and fixing the malig-
nant coldness of his eye upon the
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suitor. “And, for aught I know,”
added he, “she is 80 at this moment.”

“ You are cruel | ” said Mauleverer,
disconcerted. “I trust not, for the
sake of my continued addresses.”

“My dear lord,” said Brandom,
urbanely taking the courtier's hand,
while the angufs tn herdd of his sneer
played around his compressed lips,—
“my dear lord, we are old friends,
and need not deceive each other.
You wish to marry my niece, because
she is an heiress of great fortune, and
you suppose that my wealth will in all
probability swell her own. Moreover,
she is more beautiful than any other
young lady of your acquaintance;
and, polished by your example, may
do honour to your taste as well as
your prudence. Under these circam-
stances you will, I am quite sure, look
with lenity on her girlish errors, and
not love her the less because her
foolish fancy persuades her that sheis
in love with another.”

“Ahem1” said Ma y, “you
view the matter with more sense than
sentiment ; but look you, Brandon, we
must try, for both our sakes, if possi-
ble, to keep the identity of Lovett
with Clifford from being known. I
do not see why it should be. No
doubt he was on his guard while play-
ing the gallant, and committed no
atrocity at Bath. The name of Clif-
ford is hitherto perfectly unsullied.
No fraud, no violence are attached
to the appellation ; and if the rogue
will but keep his own gounsel, we
may bang him out of the way without
the secret transpiring.”

“But, if I remember right,” said
Brandon, “the newspapers say that
this Lovett will be tried some seventy
or eighty miles only from Bath, and
that gives a chance of tion.”

“ Ay, but he will be devilishly
altered, I imagine ; for his- wonnd has
already been but a bad beautifier to
bis face : moreover, if the dog has.any
delicaey. he will naturally dislike to be
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known as the gallant of that gay city,
where he-shone so successfully, and
will disguise himself as well as he is
able. I hear wonders of his powers of
self-transformation.”

“But he may commit himself on
the point between this and his trial,”
said Brandon.

“] think of sscertsining how far
that is likely, by sending my valet
down to him (you know one treats
these gentlemen highwaymen with a
certain considerstion, and hangs them
with all due respect to their feelings),
to hint that it will be doubtless very
unpleasant to him, under his ¢ present
unfortunste circomstances’ (is not
that the phrase?), to be known as the
gentleman who enjoyed so deserved a
popularity at Bath, and that, though
‘the laws of my country compel me’
to prosecute him, yet, should he desire
it, he may be oertain that I will pre-
serve his secret.—Come, Brandon,
what say you to that manceuvre? it
will answer my purpose, and make
the gentleman—for doubtless he is
all sensibility—shed tears at my
generous forbearance ! ”

“It is no bad ides,” said Brandon.
“] commend you forit. At all events,
it is necessary that my niece should
not know the situation of her lover.
She is a girl of a singular turn of
mind, and fortune has made her inde-
pendent. Who knows but what she
might commit some folly or another,
write petitions to the King, and beg
me to present them, or go—for she
has a world of romance in her—to
prison, to comsole him; or, at all
events, she would beg my kind offices
on his behalf—a request peculiarly
awkward, as in all probability I shall
have the honour of trying him.”

“ Ay, by the by, so you will. And
I fancy the poor rogue’s audacity will
not cause you to be less severe than
you usually are. They say you pro-
mise to make more human pendulums

than any of your brethren.”
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“They do say that, do they?” aaid
Brandon. “ Well, I own I have a bile
against. my species; I loathe their
folly and their half vices. °Ridet et
odit’ * is my motto ; and I allow, that
it. is not the philosophy that makes
men mercifal | ”

“ Well, Juvenal’s wisdom be yours!
~~mine be Horace's ! ” rejoined Maul-
everer, as he picked his teeth ; “ but
I am glad you see the absolute neces-
sity of keeping this secret from Lucy’s
suspicion. She never reads the
I gupposel—@Girls never do!”

“No! and I will take care not to
have them thrown in her way; and
a8, in consequence of my poor bro-
ther’s recent death, she sees nobody
but us, there is little chance, should
Lovett's right to the name of Clifford
be discovered, that it should reach
her ears ! ”

“ But those confounded servants}”

“Trae enough ! but eonsider, that
before they know it, the newspapers
will ; so that, shonld it be needful, we
shall have our own time to caution
them. I need only esy to Lucy’s
weman, ‘A poor gentleman, a friend
of the late dquire’s, whom your mis-
tress used to danee with, and you
must have seen—Captain Clifford—is
to be tried for his life : it will shoek
her, poor thing ! in her present staie
of health, to tell her of so sad an
event to her father’s friend ; therefore
be silent, a8 you value your place and
ten guineas,’—and I may be tolerably
sure of caution 1 ”

“You ought to be chairman to the
¢ ways and means’ committee ! ” eried
Maaleverer. “ My mind is now easy;
and when once poor Clifford is gone—
‘fallen from a high ealate’—we may
bre;kthe‘;ntztm gently to her; and,
a8 I intend thereon to be very respect-
ful, very delicate, &e., she ecannot but
be sensible ofmykmdm and real
affection | ”

® < He laughs and hates.’
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“ And if a live dog be betterthan a
dead lion,” added Brandon, “ surely
a lord in existenee will be betier than
a highwayman hanged | ”

“ According to ordinary logie,”
re;omed Maaleverer, “that syllogism
is clear enough ; and though I believe
& girl may cling, now and then, to the
memory of & departed lover, I do net
think she will when the memory is
allied with shame. Love is nothing
more than vanity pleased ; wound the
vanity, and you destroy the love!
Lucy will be forced, after baving
made so bad a choice of & lover, to
make & good one in a husband,—~in
order to recover her self-esteem 1”

“ And therefore you are certain of
her!” said Brandoa, ironically.

“ Thanks to my star—my garter—

my ancestor, the first baron, and my-
self,theﬁrateul——lhopelam, said
Mauleverer, and the conversation
turned. Mauleverer did net stay much
longer with the judge ; and Brandon,
left alone, recurred once mers to the
pexuaal of his letters.

‘Wae acarcely know what sensations
it would have occasioned in one who
bad known Brandon only in his later
years, conld he have read these letters,
referring to 80 much earlier a date.
There was in the keen and arid cha-
racter of the man, so little that reealled
any idea of courtship or youthful gal-
lantry, that a correspondensce of that
nature would have appeared almost as
unnatural asthe loves of plants, or the
amatory softenings of s mineral. The
correspondence now before Brandon
was desoriptive of various feelings, bat
all appertaining to the same class:
most of them were apparent answers
to letters from him. One while they
replied tenderly to expressions of
tenderness, but intimated a doubt
whether the wxiter would be able to
oconstitute his future happiness, and
atone for certain saerifices of birth and
fértune, and ambitions prospects, to
which she alluded : at other times, a



vein of latent coquetry seemed to
pervade the style—an indescribable
air of coolness and reserve contrasted
former passagesin the correspondence,
and was calculated to convey to the
reader an impression that the feelings
of the lover were mnot altogether
adequately returned. Frequently the
writer, as if Brandon had expressed
himself sensible of this conviction,
reproached him for unjust jealousy
and unworthy suspicion. And the
tone of the reproach varied in each
letter: sometimes it was gay and
satirising ; at others, soft and expostu-
latory ; at others, gravely reasoning ;
and often, haughtily indignant. Still,
throughout the whole correspondence,
on the part of the mistress, there was
o sufficient stamp of individuality to
givea shrewd examiner some probable
guess at the writer's character. He
would have judged her, perhaps,
capable of strong and ardent feeling,
but ordinarily of a light and capricious
turn, and seemingly prone to imagine
and to resent offence. With these
letters were mingled others in Bran-
don’s writing—of how different, of
how impassioned a description! Al
that a deep, proud, meditative, exact-
ing character could dream of love
given, or require of love returned,
was poured burningly over the pages ;
yot they were full of reproach, of
Jealousy, of & nice and torturing
observation, as calculated to wound
as the ardour might be fitted to
charm ; and often the bitter tendency
to disdain that distinguished his
temperament broke through the
fondest enthusiasm of courtship, or
the softest outpourings of love. “ You
saw me not yesterday,” he wrote in
one letter, * but I saw you ; all dayI
was by you; you gave not a look
which passed me unnoticed; you
made not a movement which I did
not chronicle in my memory. Julia,
do you tremble when I tell you this?
Yes, if you have a heart, J know these
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words would stab it to the core! You
may affect to answer me indignantly?
Wise digsembler \—it is very skilfal
—very, to assume anger when you
have no reply. I repeat, during the
whole of that party of pleasure—
(pleasure ! well, your tastes, it must -
be acknowledged, are exquisite!)
which you enjoyed yesterday, and -
which you so faintly asked me to
share, my eye was on you. You did
not know that I was in the wood when
you took the arm of the incomparable
Digby, with so pretty a semblance of
alarm at the moment the snake,
which my foot disturbed, glided
across your path. You did not know
I was within hearing of the tent where
you made 8o agreeable & repast, and
from which your laughter sent peals
80 merry and so numerous. Laughter?
0, Julia, can you tell me that you love, -
and yet be happy, even to mirth,
when I am away? Love! O God,
how different & sensation is mine?
Mine makes my whole principle of
life! Yours! I tell you, that I think,
at moments, I would rather have your
hate than the lukewarm sentiment -
you bear to me, and honour by the
name of ¢affection.’ Pretty phrase !
I have no affection for you! Give me
not that sickly word; but try with
me, Julis, to invent some expression
that has never filtered a paltry
meaning through the lips of another !
Affection! why that is a sister’s
word —a girl's word to her pet -
squirrel ! never was it made for that
ruby and most ripe mouth! Shall I
come to yourhousethisevening? Your
mother has asked me, and you—you
heard her, and eaid nothing. Oh?
but that was maiden reserve—wasit?
and maiden reserve caused you to
take up & book the moment I left
you, as if my company made but an
ordinary amusement instantly to be
replaced by another! When 7 have
seen you, society, books, food, all are
hateful to me; but you, sweet Julia,
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you can read, can you! Why, when
I left you, Ilingered by the parlour
window for hours, till dusk, and you
never once lifted your eyes, nor saw
me pass and repass, At least, I
thought you would have watched my
steps when I left the house; but I
err, charming moralist! According
to you, that vigilance would have been
meanness.”

In another part of the corre-
spondence, 8 more grave, if not a
deeper, gush of feeling struggled for
expression.

“ You say, Julia, that were you to
marry one who thinks so much of
what he surrenders for you, and who
requires from yourselfso vast a return
of love, you should tremble for the
future happiness of both of us. Julia,
the triteness of that fear proves that
you love not at all. I do not tremble
for our future happiness; on the
contrary, the intensity of my passion
for you makes me know that we
never can be happy! never beyond
the first rapture of our union, Happi-
ness i8 a quiet and tranquil feeling.
No feeling that I can possibly bear to
you will ever receive those epithets,—
I know that I shall be wretched and
accursed when I am united to you.
Start not ; I will presently tell you
why. But I do not dream of happi-
ness, neither (could you fathom one
drop of the dark and limitless ocean
of my emotions) would you name to
me that word. It is not the mercan-
tile and callous calculation of chances
for ¢future felicity’ (what homily
supplied you with so choice a term 1)
that enters into the heart that
cherishes an all-pervading love.
Passion looks only to one object, to
nothing beyond,—1I thirst, I consume,
not for happiness, but you. Were
your possession inevitably to lead me
to a gulf of anguish and shame, think
you I should covet it one jot the less?
If you carry one thought, one hope,
one dim fancy, beyond the event that
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makes you mine, you may be more
worthy of the esteem of others; but
m are utterly undeserving of my

. . . .
. . . .

#1 will tell you now why I know
we cannot be happy. In the first
place, when you say that I am proud
of birth, that I am morbidly ambitious,
that 1 am anxious to shine in the
great world, and that after the first
intoxication of love has passed away
I shall feel bitterness against one who
has so humbled my pride and dark-
ened my prospects, I am not sure that
you wholly err. But I am sure that
the instant remedy is in your power,
Have you patience, Julia, to listen to
a kind of history of myself, or rather
of my feelings? if so0, perhaps it may
be the best method of explaining all
that I would convey. You will see,
then, that my family pride and my
worldly ambition are not founded
altogether on those basements which
move my laughter in another :—if my .
feelings thereon are really, however,
88 you would insinuate, equal matter
for derision, behold, my Julia, I can

‘laugh equally at them! So pleasant

a thing to me is scorn, that I would
rather despise myself than have no
one to despise ;—but to my narrative!
You must know that there are but
two of us, sons of a country squire, of
old family, which once possessed large
possessions and something of histori-
cal renown. We lived in an old
country place ; my father was a con-
vivial dog, a fox-hunter, a drunkard,
yet in his way a fine gentleman,—and
a very disreputable member of society.
The first feelings towards him that I
can remember were those of shame.
Not much matter of family pride
here, you will say! True,and thatis
exactly the reason which made me

"cherish family pride elsewhere. My

father's house was filled with guests,
some high and some low,—they all
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united in ridicule of the host. I soon
detected the laughter, and you may
imagine that it did not please me.
Meanwhile the old hunteman, whose
family was about as aneient as ours,
and whose ancestors had officiated in
his capacity for the ancestors of his
master time out of mind, told me
story after story about the Brandons
of yore. I turned from the stories to
more legitimate history, and found
the legends were tolerably trme. I
learned to glow at this discovery : the
pride—humbled when I remembered
my sire—revived when I remembered
my ancestors; I became resolved to
emulate them, to restore a sunken
name, and vowed a world of nonsense
on the subject. The habit of brooding
over these ideas grew on me ; I never
heard a jest broken on my paternal
guardian—1I never caught the mandlin
look of his reeling eyes, nor listened
to some exquisite inanity from his
besotted lips, but what my thoughts
flew instantly back to the Sir Charleses
and the Bir Roberts of my race, and
1 comforted myself with the hope that
the present degeneracy should pass
awsy. Hence, Julis, my family pride ;
hence, too, another feeling you dislike
in me,—disdain! I first learned to
despise my father, the host, and I
then despised my acquaintances, his
guests; for I saw, while they laughed
at him, that they flattered, and that
their merriment was not the onmly
thing suffered to foed at his expense.
Thus contempt grew up with me, and
1 had nothing to check it ; for when
I looked around I saw not one li

thing that I could respect. This
father of mine had the sense to think
I was no idiot. He was proud (poor
man ) of ‘my talents,’ viz., of prizes
won at school, and congratulatory
letters from my masters. He sent me
to college: my mind took a leap
there : I will tell you, prettiest, what
it was! Before I went thither I had
some fine vague visions about virtue.
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I thought to revive my ancestral
honours by being good ; in short, I
was an embryo King Pepin. I awoke
from this dream at the umiversity.
There, for the first time, I perceived
the real consequence of rank.

“ At school, you know, Julia, boys
care nothing for a lord. A good
cricketer, an excellent fellow, is worth
all the early in the peerage. But st
college all that ceases : bats and balls
sink into the nothingness in whiech
corals and bells had sunk before. One
grows manly, and worships coronets
and carriages. 1 saw it was a-fine
thing to get a prige, but it was ten
times a finer thing to get drunk with
a peer. 8o, when I had done the
first, my resolve to be worthy of my
sires made me do the second—not,
indeed, exactly ; I never got drunk ;
my father disgusted me with that
vice betimes. To his gluttony I owe
my vegetable diet, and to his inebriety
my addietion to water. No; I did
not get drunk with peers : but I was
just as agreeable to them as if I had
been equally embruted. I knew
intimately ail the ¢ Hata’'* in the
university, and I was heneeforth
looked up to by the ¢ Caps,’ as if my
head had gained the height of every
hat that I knew. Bat I did not do
this immediately. I must tell you
two little anecdotes, that first initiated
me into the secret of real greainess.
The first was this: I was sitting at
dinner with some fellows of a college,
grave men and clever; two of them,
not knowing me, were conversing
about me : they heard, they said, that
I should never be so good a fellow a8
my father,—have such a cellar, or
keep such a house.

“ ¢ T have met six earls there and a
mavrquess,’ quoth the other senior.

“¢And his son,’ returned the firat

* At Cambridge the sons of noblemen, and
the eldest sons of baronets, are allowed: to
wear hats instead of the academnical cap. |
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don, ¢ only keeps company with sizazs,
1 believe.’

“¢Bo then, said I to myself, ‘ to
deserve the praise even of clever men,
one must have good wines, know
plenty of earls, and forswear sizars.’

« Nothing conld be truer than my
conclusion.

¢ Anecdote the second is this:>—
On the day I gained & high university
prize, I invited my friends to dine
with me: four of them refused, becanse
they were engaged (they had been
asked since I asked them)—to whom?
the richest man at the university.
These occurrences ing at the
same time, threw me into a profound
revery : 1 awoke, and became a man
of the world. I no longer resolved to
be virtaous, and to hunt after the
glory of your Romans and your
Athenians—]I resolved tobecome rich,
powerful, and of worldly repute.

“ 1 abjured my honest sirars, and,
a8 ] said before, I courted some rich
“Hats' Behold my first grand step
in the world! I became the parasite
sad the flatterer. What ! would my
pride suffer thist Verily yes, my
pride delighted in it; for it oothed
my spirit of contempt to put these
fine fellows to my use! it soothed me
to see how easily I could cajole them,
and to what a variety of purposes I
could apply even the wearisome dis-
gust of their acquaintance. Nothing
is 80 foolish as to say the idle great
are of no use ; they can be put toany
use whatsoever that & wise man is
inclined to make of them! Well,
Julia, lo | my characteralready formed;
family pride, disdain, and worldly
ambition,—there it is for you ; after
circumstances only strengthened the
jmpreseion already made. 1 desired,
on leaving college, to go abroad ; my
father had no money’to give me.
‘What signified that? I looked care-
leasly round for some wealthier conve-
nience than the paternal hoard: I
found it in & Lord Mauleverer; he
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had been at college with me, and I
endured him easily as a companion,—
for he had accomplishments, wit, and
good-nature; I made him wish to go
abroad, and I made him think he
should die of ennut if I did not
accompany him. To his request to
that effect, I reluctantly agreed, and
saw everything in Europe, which he
neglected to see, at his expense.
What amused me the most was the
perception that I, the parasite, was
respected by him ; and he, the patron,
was ridiculed by me! It would not
have been so if I had depended on
‘my virtue.! Well, sweetest Julia,
the world, as I have eaid, gave to my
college experience a sacred authority.
I returned to England, and my father
died, leaving to me not a sixpence,
and to my brother an estate so
mortgaged that he could not enjoy it,
and so restricted that he could not
sell it. It was now the time for me
to profit by the experience I boasted
of. 1saw that it was mnecessary I
should take some profession. Pro-
fessions are the masks to your pauper-
rogue; they give respectability to
cheating, and a diploma to feed upon
others. I analysed my talents, and
looked to the customs of my country :
the result was my resolution to take
to the bar. I had an inexhaustible
power of application; I was keen,
shrewd, and audacious. All these
qualities ¢ tell’ at the courts of justice.
1 kept my legitimate number of terms,
—1I was called,—I went the cirouit,—
1 obtaiffed not a brief—not a brief,
Julia! My health, never robust, gave
way beneath study and irritation ; I
was ordered to betake myself to the
country ; I came to this village, as
one both salubrious and obscure. I
lodged in the house of your aunt,—
you came thither daily,—I saw you,—
you know the rest. But where, all
this time, were my noble friends, you
will say? ’Sdeath, since we had left
college, they had learned a little of



the wisdom I bhad then possessed ;
they were not disposed to give some-
thing for nothing ; they had younger
brothers, and cousins, and mistresses,
and, for aught I know, children to
provide for. Besides, they had their
own expenses: the richer & man is,
the less he has to give, One of them
would have bestowed on me a living,
if I had gone in the church ; another,
a commission, if I had joined his
regiment. But I knew the day was
past both for priest and soldier; and
it was not merely to live, no, nor to
live comfortably, but to enjoy power,
that I desired; so I declined these
offers. Others of my friends would
have been delighted to have kept me
in their house, feasted me, joked
with me, rode with me, and nothing
more! But I had already the sense
to see, that if a man dances himself
into distinction, it is never by the
steps of attendance. One must receive
favours and court patronage, but it
must be with the air of an independent
man., My old friends thus rendered
useless, my legal studies forbade me
to make new, nay, they even estranged
me from the old; for people may say
what they please about a similarity of
opinions being necessary tofriendship,
— similarity of habits is much more
so. Itis the man you dine, breakfast,
and lodge with, walk, ride, gamble,
or thieve with, that is your friend;
not the man who likes Virgil as well
as you do, and agrees with you in an
admiration of Handel. Meanwhile,
my chief prey, Lord Maulevéber, was
gone; he had taken another man’s
dulcinesa, and sought out a bower in
Italy; from that time to this, I have
never heard of him nor seen him; I
know not even his address. With the
exception of a few stray gleanings
from my brother, who, good easy
man ! I could plunder more, were I
not resolved not to ruin the family
stock, I have been thrown on myself ;
the result is, that, though as clever as

PAUL CLIFFORD,

my fellows, I have narrowly shunned
starvation : had my wants been less
simple, there would have been no

ing in the case. Buta man is
not easily starved who drinks water,
and eats by the ounce. A more
effectual fate might have befallen me:
disappointment, wrath, baffled hope,
mortified pride, all these, which
gnawed at my heart, might have

frotted away as & garment which the
moth eateth, had it not been for that
fand of obstinate and iron hardness,
which nature,~I beg pardon, there
is no nature,—circumstance bestowed
upon me, This has borneme up, and

shame, and bodily weakness, and
mental fever, until my ambition has
won a certain height, and my disdain
of human pettiness rioted in the
external sources of fortune, as well as
an inward fountain of bitter and self-
fed consolation, Yet, oh, Julia! I
know not if even this would have
supported me, if at that epoch of life,
when I was most wounded, most
stricken in body, most soured in mind,
my heart had not met and fastened
itaelf to yours: I saw you, loved you,
and life became to me a new object.
Even now, as I write to you, all my
bitterness, my pride, vanish ; every-
thing I bave longed for disappears;
my very ambition is gone. I have
no hope but for you, Julia; beautiful,
adored Julia }—when I love you, Ilove
even my kind. Oh, you know not
the power you possess over me! Do
not betray it : you ean yet make me all
that my boyhood once dreamed ; or

you can harden every thought, feeling,
sensation, into stone.
* * % * *

£ £ = = *
“] was to tell you why I look not
for happiness in our nnion. You have
now seen my nature. You have traced
the history of my life, by tracing the

history of my character. You see what

consumed it long ago; I might have

will bear me yet through time, and *
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1 surrender in gaining you. I do not
deny the sacrifice. I surrender the
very essentials of my present mind
and soul. I cease to be worldly. I
cannot raise myself, I cannot revive
my ancestral name : nay, I shall re-
linquish it for ever. I shall adopt a
disguised appellation. I shall sink
into another grade of life. In.some
remote village, by means of some
humbler profession than that I now
follow, we must earn our subsistence,
and smile at ambition. I tell you
frankly, Julia, when I close the eyes
of my heart,—when I shut you from
my gaze, this sacrifice appals me.
But even then you force yourself before
me, and I feel that one glance from
your eye is more to me than all, If
you could bear with me,—if you could
soothe me,—if when a cloud is on
me you could suffer it to pass away
unnoticed, and smile on me the mo-
ment it is gone, oh, Julia! there would
be then no extreme of poverty,—no
abasement of fortune,—no abandon-
ment of early dreams which would
not seem to me rapture if coupled
with the bliss of knowing that you
are mine. Never should my lip—
never should my eye tell you that
there is that thing on earth for which
I repine, or which I could desire. No,
Julia, could I flatter my heart with
this hope you would not find me
dream of unhappiness and you united.
But I tremble, Julia, when I think of
your temper and my own: you will
conceive a gloomy look from one never
mirthful is an insult; and you will
feel every vent of passion on Fortune
or on others as a reproach to you.
Then, too, you cannot enter into my
nature ; you cannot descend into its
caverns; you cannot behold, much
less can you deign to lull, the exact-
ing and lynx-eyed jealousy that dwells
there. Sweetest Julia! every breath
of yours, every touch of yours, every
look of yours I yearn for beyond all a
mother's longing for the child that

has been torn from her for years.
Your head leaned upon an old tree
(do you remember it near * * *1), and
I went every day, after seeing you, to
kiss it. Do you wonder that I am
jealous? How can I love you as I do
and be otherwise? My whole being is
intoxicated with you !

- - L .
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“ This, theh, your pride and mine,
your pleasure in the admiration of
others, your lightness, Julia, make
me foresee an eternal and gushing
source of torture to my mind. I care
not ;—I care for nothing so that you
are mine, if but for one hour.”

It seems that, despite the strange,
sometimes the unlover-like and fiercely
selfish natare of these letters from
Brandon, something of a genuine tone
of passion,—perhaps their originality,
—aided, no doubt, by some uttered
eloquence of the writer, and some
treacherous inclination on the part
of the mistress, ultimately conquered ;
and that & union so little likely to
receive the smile of a prosperons star
was at length concluded. The letter
which terminated the correspondence
was from Brandon : it was written on
the evening before the marriage, which,
it appeared by the same letter, was to
be private and concealed. After a
rapturous burst of hope and joy, it
continued thus :—

“ Yes, Julia, I recant my words : I
have no belief that you or I shall ever
have cause hereafter for unhappiness.
Those eyes that dwelt so tenderly on
mine; that hand whose pressure lin-
gers yet in every nerve of my frame;
those lips turned so coyly, yet, shall
I say, reluctantly ? from me; all tell
me that you love me; and my fears
are banished. Love, which conquered
my nature, will conquer the only thing
I would desire to see altered in yours.
Nothing could ever make me adore
you less, though you affect to dread
it ; nothing but a knowledge that you



are unworthy of me, that you have a
thought for another,—then I should
not hate you. No: the privilege of
my past existence would revive; I
should revel in a luxury of contempt,
1 should deepise you, I should mock
you, and I should be once more what
I was before I knew you, But why
do I talk thus? My bride, my blessing,

forgive me !”
. . . .

In concluding our extracts from
thiseorrespondence, we wish the reader
to note, first, that the love professed
by Brandon seems of that vehement
and corporeal nature which, while it
is often the least durable, is also the
most susceptible of the fiercest ex-
tremes of hatred, or even of disgust.
Secondly, that the character opened
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by this sarcastic candour evidently
required in a mistress either an uttar
devotion or a skilful address. And
thirdly, that we have hinted at such
qualities in the fair correspondent ag
did not seem sanguinely to promise
either of those essentials.

While with a curled, yet often with
8 quivering, lip the austere and sar-
castic Brandon slowly compelled him-
self to the task of proceeding through
these monuments of former folly and
youthful emotion, the farther elueci-
dation of those events, now rapidly
urging on & fatal and dread cates-
trophe, spreads before us a narrative
occurring many years prior to the
time at which we are at present
arrived.

OCHAPTER XXXIIL

* Clem, Lift the dark veil of years l—behind—what waits ?
A human heart. Vast city, where reside
All glories and all vilenesses {—while foul,
Yet silent, through the roar of passions rolls
‘The river of the Darling Sin—and bears

A life and yet a poison on its tide.
) (Y D) .

.
"Mr Thy wife?—
QRem. Thy child ?—
Vict.

To an obscure town in * * * * ghire,
there came to reside a young eouple,
whose appearance and habits drew
towards them from the neighbouring
gossips & more than ordinary atten-
tion, They bore the name of Welford.
The man assumed the profession of a
solicitor. He came without introduc-
tion or recommendation ; his manner
of life bespoke poverty; his address
was reserved, and even sour; and
despite the notice and scrutiny with
which he was regu-ded he g;inod no

.

L 2 L 2

Avaunt! 1've changed that word to *scorn ! *
Ay, that strikes home—my child—my child | *

Love and Hatred, by ———em—,

clients, and made no lawsuita. The
want of all those decent charlatanisms
which men of every profession are
almost necessitated to employ, and

the sudden and unushered nature of

his coming were, perhaps, the cause
of this ill-success. “His house was
too small,” people said, “ for respecta-
bility.” And little good could be got
from a solicitor, the very rails round
whose door were so sadly in want
of repainting ! Then, too, Mrs. Wel-
ford made & vast number of enemies.
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8he was, beyond all expresaion, bean-
tiful ; and there wasa certain coquetry
in her manner which shewed she was
aware of her aitractions. All the
Iadies of * * * * hated her. A fow
people called on the young couple.
Welford received them coldly; their
invitations were unaccepted, and, what
was worse, they were never returned.
The devil himself could not bhave
papported an attorney under such
circumstances. Reserved—shabby—
poor—rude—introductionless—a bad
house—an unpainted railing—and a

i Nevertheless, though
Welford was not employed, he was, as
we have said, watched. On their
first arrival, which was in summer,
the young pair were often seen walking
together in the fields or groves which
surrounded their home. Sometimes
they walked affectionately together,
and it was obeerved with what care
Welford adjusted his wife’s cloak or
shawl around her slender shape, as
the cool of the evening increased.
But often his arm was withdrawn,—
helingered behind,and they continued
their walk or returned homeward in
silence and apart. Bydegrees whispers
circulated throughout the town that
the new-married couple lived by no
means happily. The men laid the
fault on the stern-looking husband ;
the women, on the minx of a wife.
However, the solitary servant whom
they kept declared, that though Mr.
Welford did sometimes frown, and
Mrs. Welford did sometimes weep,
they were extremely attached to each
other, and only quarrelled through
love. The maid had had four lovers
herself, and was possibly experienced
in such matters. They received no
visitors, near or from a distance ; and
the postman declared he had never
seen o lotter directed to either. Thus
s kind of mystery hung over the pair,
and made them still more gazed on
and still more disliked —which is
saying a great deal—than they would
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have otherwise been. Poor as Welford
was, his air and walk eminently
bespoke what common persons term
gentility. And in this he had greatly
the advantage of his beautiful wife,
who, though there was certainly
nothing vulgar or plebeian in her
aspect, altogether wanted the refine-
ment of manner, look, and phrase,
which characterised Welford. For
about two years they lived in this
manner, and sofrugallyand tranquilly,
that though Welford had not any
visible means of subsistence, no one
could well wonder in what manner
they did subsist. About the end of
that time, Welford suddenly embarked
a small sum in a connty speculation.
In the course of thisadventure, to the
great surprise of his meighbours, he
evinced an ex i tarn for
calculation, and his habits plainly
bespoke a man both of businees and
ability. This disposal of capital
brought a sufficient return to support
the Welfords, if they had been so
disposed, in rather a better style than
heretofore. They remained, however,
in much the same state; and the
only difference that theevent produced
was the retirement of Mr. Welford
from the profession he had embraced.
He was no longer a solicitor ! It must
be allowed that he resigned no great
advantages in this retirement. About
this time some officers were

at * * * ¥ and one of them, a hand-
some lieutenant, was so struck with
the charms of Mrs, Welford, whom he
saw at church, that he lost no oppor-
tunity of testifying his admiration.
It was maliciously, yet not unfound-
edly, remarked, that though no abso-
lute impropriety could be detected
in the manner of Mrs. Welford, she
certainly seemed far from displeased
with the evident homage of the young
lieutenant. A blush tinged her
cheek when she saw him; and the
gallant coxcomb asserted that the
blush was not always without a smile.
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Emboldened by the interpretations of
his vanity, and contrasting, as every
one else did, his own animated face and
glittering garb with the ascetic and
gloomy countenance, the unstudied
dress, and austere gait, which de-
stroyed in Welford the effect of a
really handsome person, our lieutenant
thought fit to express his passion by
- & letter, which he conveyed to Mrs.
Welford’s pew. Mrs. Welford went
not to church thatday; the letter was
found by a good-natured neighbour,
and enclosed anonymously to the
husband.

Whatever, in the secrecy of domes-
tic interconrse, took place on this
event was mecessarily unknown ; but
the next Sunday the facc of Mr. Wel-
ford, which had never before appeared

- at church, was discerned by one vigi-
lant neighbour—probably the anony-
mous friend,—not in the same pew
with his wife, but in a remote corner
of the sacred house. And once, when
the lieutenant was watching to read
in Mrs, Welford’s face some answer
to his epistle, the same obliging in-
spector declared that Welford's coun-
tenance assumed a sardonic and with-
ering sneer that made his very blood
to creep. However this be, the
lieutenant left his quarters, and Mrs.
Welford's reputetion remained dissa-
tisfactorily untarnished. Shortly after
this the county speculation failed,
and it was understood that the Wel-
fords were about to leave the town,
whither none knew,—some said to
gaol ; but then, unhappily, no debts
could be discovered. Their bills had
been “next to nothing ;” but, at least,
they had been regularly paid. How-
ever, before the rumoured emigration
took place, & circumstance equally
wonderful to the good people of * * * *
occurred. One bright spring morn-
ing, a party of pleasure from a great
house in the vicinity passed through
that town. Most conspicuous of these
Wwas & young horseman, richly dressed,

and of a remarkably showy and hand-
some appearance. Not a little sensible
of the sensation he created, this cava-
lier lingered behind his companions
in order to eye more deliberately
certain damsels stationed in a8 window,
and who were quite ready to return
his glances with interest, At this
moment the horse, which was fretting
itself fiercely against the rein that
restrained it from its fellows, took
fright at a knifegrinder, started vio-
lently to one side, and the gracefal
cavalier, who had been thinking, not
of the attitude best adapted to pre-
serve his equilibrium, but to display
his figure, was thrown with some
force upon a heap of bricks and rub-
bish which had long, to the scandal
of the neighbourhood, stood before
the paintless railings around Mr.
Welford’s house. Welford himself
came out at the time, and felt com-
pelled, for he was by no means one
whose sympathetic emotions flowed
easily, to give a glance to the con-
dition of n man who lay motionless
before his very door. The horseman
quickly recovered his senses, but
found himself unable to rise; one of
his legs was broken. Supported in
the arms of his groom he looked
around, and his eye met Welford's.
An instant recognition gave life to
the face of the former, and threw a
dark blush over the sullen features of
the latter. “ Heavens|” sgaid the
cavalier, “is that—-"

“ Hist, my lord!” cried Welford,
quickly interrupting him, and glanec-
ing round. “But you are hurt,—will
you enter my house }”

- The horseman signified his assent,
and, between the groom and Welford,
was borne within the shabby door of
the ex-solicitor. The groom was then
despatched with an excuse to the
party, many of whom were already
hastening around the house ; and
though one or two did force them-
selvesacroas the inhospitable threshold
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yet 50 soon as they had uttered a
few expletives, and felt their stare
sink beneath the sullen and chilling
asperity of the host, they satisfied
themselves, that though it was d——d
unlucky for their friend, yet they
could-do nothing for him at present;
and promising to send to inquire
after him the next day, - they re-
mounted and rode homeward, with
ameye more attentive than usual to
the motion: of their steeds. They did
not, however, depart till the surgeon
of the town had made his appearance,

and declared that the patient must |-

not on any account be moved. - A
lord’s leg was a windfall that did not
happen every day to the surgeon of
* % * % All this while we may ima-
gine the state of anxiety experienced

. in the town, and the agonised en-

durance of those rural nerves which
are produced in scanty populations,
and have so Taliacotian a -sympathy
with the affairs of other people. One
day—two days—three days—a week
—a fortnight, nay, a month, passed,
and the lord was still the inmate of
Mr. Welford’s abode. Leaving the
gossips to feed on their curiosity,—
¢ Cannibals of their own hearts,”—
we must-give a glance towards the
interior of the inhospitable mansion
of the ex-solicitor.

Tt was towards evening, the sufferer
was supported on a sofa, and the
beautiful Mrs, Welford, who had offi-
ciated as his nurse, was placing the
pillow under the shattered limb. He
himself was attempting to seize her
hand, which she coyly drew back,
and uttering things sweeter and more
polished than she had ever listened
to before. At this moment Welford
softly entered ; he was unnoticed by
either; and he stood at the door
contemplating them with a smile of
calm and self-hugging derision. The
face of Mephistophiles regarding Mar-
garet and Faust might suggest some
ideg of the picture we design to

0, 36.

paint ; but the countenance of Welford
was more lofty, as well as comelier,
in character, though not less malig-
nant in expression, than that which
the incomparable Retsch has given .
to the mocking fiend. So utter, so
congratulatory, so lordly was the con-
tempt on Welford’s dark and striking
features, that though he was in that
situation in which ridicule usually
attaches itself to the husband, it was
the gallant and the wife that would
have appeared. to the. beholder in a
humiliating’' and unenviable light.
After a momentary pause, Welford
approached with-a heavy step,—the
wife started ;—but, with a bland and
smooth expression, which, since his
sojourn in the town of * * * * had
been rarely visible in his aspect, the
host joined the pair, smiled on the
nurse, and congratulated the patient
on - his progress towards recovery.
The nobleman, well learned in-the
usages of the world, replied easily
and gaily; and the conversation flowed
oncheerfulenough till thewife, who had
sat abstracted and apart, stealing ever
and anon' timid glances towards her
husband, and looks-of a softer mean-
ing towards the patient, retired from
the room. Welford then gave a turn
to the conversation : he reminded the
nobleman of the pleasant days they
had passed in Italy,—of the adven-
tures they had shared, and the intri-
gues they had enjoyed; as the con-
versation warmed it assumed a more
free and licentious turn; and not &
little we ween, would the good folks
of - * * * have been amazed could
they have listened to the'gay jests
and the libertine maxims which
flowed from the thin lips of that cold
and severe Welford, whose counte-
nance gavethelie to mirth. Of women
in general they spoke with that lively
contempt which is the customary tone
with men of the world,—only in Wel-
ford -it assumed a bitterer, a deeper,
and a more philosophical m:‘,‘sthan
R
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ft did in his more animated yet less

ments; he then with a soft step as-
eended to his own chamber. His
wifo slept soundly; beside the

was the infant's oradle,. As his
fell on the latter, the rigid irony,
habitual to his fontures, reluzed ; he
bent over the eradle long, and in deep
silence. The mother's face, blended
with the sire’s, was stamped on the

“ When I look on you I will believe

guest. He shut the door with -esution,
and striding 40 and fro the humble

“ Ay, sy, she has been my ruin!
snd if I were ome of your weak fools
-who make a gospel of the silliest and
most mawkish follies of this social
state, she would mow be my disgrace ;
but, instead of my disgrace, I will
make her my footetool to hononr and
wealth. And, then,tothedevilwithihe
footsteol! Yes! twoyearsI huve borne
what was enough to tara my whole

—sawastod heart and life in myself, con
tamelyfrom the world, coldness,bicker:
ing,ingratitade, from the one forwhom
~—oh, ass that I was |—I gave up the

yoveuge,—] will sell her—sell heri
God! Iwill sell her like the comanomest
beast of & market! And this paliry
piece of false coin ahall buy me — my
world | Other men’s vengeance comes
from batred—a base, rash, unphile
sophical sentiment ! mine comes from
soorn—the only wise state for the
reason to rest in. Other men’s ven-
geance ruins themselves—mine shall
save me! Hah!—how my soul
chmckles when I look at this pitifal
pair, who think I see them not, and
knowihst every movement they make
is en a mesh of my web! Yet,” and
Welford psused slowly,—* yet I can-
not but mock myself when I think
of the arch guill that this boy’s mad-
ness, love,—love, indeed I —the very
word turns me sick with loathing,—
made of mo. Had that woman, silly,
weak, automatal as she is, really
loved me,—had she been sensible of
the wnspeakable sacrifice I had made
to her (Antony’s was nothing to it
he lost a real world only; mine was
the world of imagination),—had she
but condescended t0 learn my nature,
to subdue the woman’s devil at her
own, I oould have lived on in this
babbling hermitage for ever, and
fancied myself happy and resigned,
w1 could have become a differemt
being. I fancy I could have beeome
what pour moralists (quacks!) call
‘good” Bat this fretting frivolity of
heart,—this lust of fool's. praise,—this
peevishness of temper, — this sullen-
Tiess insnswer to the moody thought,
which in me she neither fathomed
nor forgave,—this vulgar, daily,
hourly pining at the paliry pinches
of the body’s poverty, the domestic

bloodinto gall: inactivity, hepelessncss

whine, the household complaing,——
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when I—1I have mot a thought for
such pitifal trials of affestion; and
411 this while my eurses, my buried
hope; and disguised spirit, and seaken
name not thought of ; the magnitude
of my surrender Yo her not evem
comprehended ; nay, her ©imeomve-
miences,’—a dim hearth, I sappose,
or a daintiless table,~compared, ay,
sbaolutely with all which
I abandoned for her sake! As if it
were not enough,~~had I been & fool,
an ambitionless, soulless fool,—the
mere thought that I had linked may
name to that of & tradesman—I beg
pardon, a retired tradosmsn |-—as if
that knowledge, —a knowlodge I
would strangle my whole ruce, every
- one who has ever met, seen e, rather
than they should peneirate,— were
not enough when she talks of ‘com-
paring,’—to make me gnaw the very
fiesh from my bones! No, no, no!
Never was there so bright a turn in
1y fate as when this titled coxcomb,
with his smooth voice snd gaudy
fripperies, camo hither ! 1will make
her a tool to carve my eseape from
this eavern ‘wherein she has plunged
me. I will foment ‘my lord’s’ pas-
ston, till ¢ mylord’ thinks the ‘passion’
(a butterfly’s passion !)
price. ' 1 will make my
terms, bind ‘ my

of the world, skilled in human nature,
and a derider of it ; trae
enough, in Iis own liitle way—thanks
not to enlarged views but a vicleus
the world 1= " tw“

w a vant ; he
1s perfectly well sequainted, dowbtless,
with these pages that treat of the
fashions,—prefoundly versed, I war-
rant,in the Magasin des Modes tacked

to the end of the index. But shall |

1, even 'with all the mmstership which

. ME
my mind 7met exercise over his.e
shall I be able utterly to froe myseit
iw this ¢ peer of the world’s’ mind frem
[ remembrance? Cuckold!
euckold ! tis an ugly word; a com~
vendet, willing cuckold, humph t=s
there is no grandeur, no philosophioal
varaish in the phrase. Let me nee,
~yes! I have a remedy for all that,
Iy-.nmﬂprbmdy,—mu!md&

names, ~~well ! it was &

beliove it & forged marriage, '
a an in.
genious gallantry of mine; I will
wash out the stain cuckold with the
water of amother word ; 1 will make
market of & mistress, not & wife. I
will warn hima not to acquaint Aw.
with this secret ; let me comsider for-
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would express by the word “angelic;”
and as Welford looked upon her face,
hushed and almost hallowed by slum-
Dber, acertain weakness and irresolution
might.have been discernible in the
strong lines of his haughty features.
At that moment, as if for ever to de-
stroy the return of hope or virtue to
either, her lips moved, they uttered
one word,—it was the name of Wel-
ford’s courtly guest.

About three weeks from that even-
ing, Mrs. Welford eloped with the
young nobleman, and on the morning
following that event, the distracted
husband with his child disap)
for ever from the town of * * * *,
From that day no tidings whatsoever
respecting him ever reached the titil-
lated ears of his anxious neighbours;
and doubt, curiosity, discussion, gra-
dually settled into-the belief that his
despair had hurried him into suicide.

- Although the unfortunate Mrs. Wel-
ford wasin reality of a light and frivo-
Ious turn, and, above all, susceptible
to personal vanity, she was not without
ardentaffections and keen sensibilities.
Her marriage had been one of love,
that is to say, on her part, the ordinary
love .of girls, who love. not through
actual and natural feeling so much as
forced predisposition. Her choice had
fallen on one superior to herself in
birth, and far above all, in person and
address, whom she had habitually
met. Thus her vanity had assisted her
affection, and something strange and
eccentric in the temper and mind of
Welford had, though attimesit aroused
her fear, greatly contributed to inflame
her imagination. Then, too, though
an uncourtly, he had been a passionate
and a romantic lover. . She was sensi-
ble that he gave up for her much that
he had previously conceived n
to his existence ; and she stopped not
10 inquire how far this devotion was
likely to last, or what conduct on her
part might best perpetuate the feelings
from which it sprung. She had eloped
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with him. She had consented to a
private maeriage. She. had

one happy month, and then delusion
vanished! Mrs. Welford was not a
woman who could give to reality, or
find in it, the charm equal to delusion.
She was perfectly unable to compre-
hend the intricate and dangerous cha-
racter of her husband. 8he had not
the key to his virtues, nor the spell
for his vices. Neither was the state
to which poverty compelled them one
well calculated for that tender medi-
tation, heightened by absence, and
cherished in indolence, which 8o often
supplies one who loves with the secret
to the nature of the onme beloved.
Though not equal to her husband in
birth or early prospects, Mrs. Welford
had been accustomed to certain com-
forts, often more felt by those wha
belang to the inferior classes than by
those appertaining to the meure ele-
vated, who, in losing one Juxury, will
often cheerfully surrender all. A fine
lady can submit to more hardships
than her woman ; and every gentleman
who travels. smiles at the privations
which agonise his valet. Poverty and
its grim comrades made way for a
whole host of petty irritations and
peevish complaints; and as no guest
or visitor ever relieved the domestic
discontent, or broke on the domestic
bickering, they generally ended in
that moody sullenness which so often
finds love a grave in repentance.
Nothing makes people tire of each
other like a familiarity that admits of
carelessness in quarrelling and coarse-
ness in complaining. The biting sneer
of Welford gave acrimony to the mur-
mur of his wife; and when once each
conceived the other the injurer, or
him or herself the wronged, it was
vain to hope that one would he more
wary, or the other more indulgent.
They both exacted too much, and the
wife in especial conceded too little.
Mrs, Welford was altogether and em-

phatically what a libertine calls “ a
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woman,”—such as a frivolous educa-
#ion makes a woman,—generous in
great things, petty in small; vain,
irritable, full of thelittleness of herself
and her complaints, ready to plunge
into an abyss with her lover,  but
equally ready to fret away all love with
reproaches when the, plunge had been
made. Of all men, Welford could bear
this the least. A woman of a larger
heart, & more settled experience, and
an intellect capable of appreciating his
character, and sounding all his quali-
ties, might have made him perhaps an
useful and a great man; and, at least,
her lover for life. Amidst a harvest of
evil feelings, the mere strength of his
nature rendered him especially capa-
bleof intense feeling and generous emo-
tion. One who relied on him was safe,—
one who rebelled against him trusted
only to the caprice of his scorn. Still,
however, for two years, love, though
weakening with each hour, fought on
in either breast, and could scarcely be
said to be entirely vanquished in the
wife, even when ‘she eloped with her
handeome seducer. A French writer
has said, pithily enough, “ Compare
for a moment the apathy of a husband
with the attention, the gallantry, the
adoration of a lover, and can you ask
the result1” He wasa French writer;

but Mrs. Welford had in her tempet
much of the Frenchwoman. A suf-
fering patient, young, handsome, well
versed in the arts of intrigue, con-
trasted with a gloomy husband whom
she had never comprehended, long
feared, and had lately doubted if she
disliked ;—ah ! a much weaker con-
trast has made many a much better
woman food for the lawyers! Mrs.
‘Welford eloped ; but she felt a revived
tenderness for her husband on the very
morning that she did so. She carried
away with her his letters of love as
well as her own, which when they first
married she had in an hourof fondness
collected together — then an inesti-
mable hoard! and never did her new
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lover receive from her beantiful lips
half 86 passionate a kiss as she left on
the cheek of her infant. For some
months she enjoyed with her paramour
all for which she had sighed in her
home. The one for whom she had
forsaken her legitimate ties was a
person so habitually cheerful, cour-
teous, and what is ordinarily termed
good-natured (though he had in him
a8 much of the essence of selfishness
as any nobleman can decently have),
that he continued gallant to her with-
out an effort long after he had begun
to think it possible to tire even of so
lovelya face. Yet there were moments
when the fickle wife recalled her hus-
band with regret; and, contrasting
him with her seducer, did not find all
the colourings of the contrast flattering
to the latter. = There is something in
a powerful and marked character
which women, and all weak natures,
feel themselves constrained to respect;
and Welford's character thus stood
in bold, and therefore advantageous
though gloomy, relief when opposed
to the levities and foibles of this guilty
woman’s present adorer. However
this be, the die was cast; and it would
have been policy for the lady to have
made the best of her present game.
But she who had murmured as a wife
was not complaisant as 4 mistress.
Reproaches made an interlude to
caresses, which the noble lover by no
means admired. He was not a man
to retort, he was too indolent; but
neither was he one to forbear. “My
charming friend,” said he one day,’
after a scene, “ you weary of me,—
nothing more natural! Why torment
each other? You say I have ruined
you; my sweet friend, let me make
you reparation—become independent ;
I will gettle an annuity upon you; fly
me—seek happiness elsewhere, and
leave your unfortunate, your despau'
ing lover to his fa:

“Do you taunt me, my lord?”

cried the angry fair; “or do you
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believe that money ocan replace the
righta of which you have robbed me?
Csn you mgke me again a wife—a
happy, & respected wifo? Do this,
my lord, and you atone to me!”
The nobleman smiled, and shrugged
his shonlders. The lady yet more
_sugrily repeated her question. The
lover anawered by an inuendo, which
at once astonished and doubly enraged
her. She eagerly demsnded expla-
nation; and his lordship, who had
gone farther than he intended, loft
the room. But his words had sunk
doep inio the breast of this unhappy
‘woman, and she resolved to procure
sn elucidation, ly to the
policy which stripped the fabled tra-
vellerof his cloak, she laid aside the
storm, and preferred the sunshine:
she watched a momsent of tenderness,
turned the opportunity to advantage,
and, by little and little, she posaessed
‘herself of a secret which sickened ber
with shame, and
Sold ! bartered ! the object of a con-
temptnous huxtering to the purchaser
and the seller; sold, too, with a lie
.that debased her at once into an object
for whom even pity was mixed with
scorn.  Robbed slready of the name
and honour of a wife, and transferred
‘a8 & harlot, from the wearied arms of
one leman to the capricious caresses
‘of anather. Such was the image that
vose before her; and, while it roused
lt ong moment all herfiercer passions
into madness, humbled, with the next,
har vanity into the dust. She, who
Xnew the ruling passion of Welford,
‘saw, at & glance, the object of scorn
and derision which she had become to
him. Whileshe imagined herself the
betrayer, she had been the betrayed ;
ghe saw vividly before her (and shud-
dered as she saw) her husband’s icy
smile—his serpent eye—his features
steeped in sarcasm, and all his mock-
ing soul stamped upon: tha counte-
‘nance; whose lightest derigion was so
galling. Sha turned from this picture,
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humbles not, was swallowed up in a
far more agonising sensation, to one
80 vain as the adulteress—the burning
sense of shame at having herself while
sinning, been the duped and deceived.
Her very soul was appalled with her
humilistjon. The curse of Welford’s
vengeance was on ber—and it was
wreaked to the last | Whatever kindly

dismay. | sentiment, she might have experienced

towards her protector, was swallowed
up at onee by this discovery. 8he
could not endure the thoaght of megt-
ing the eye of one who had been the
gainer by this ignominious barter.
the foibles and weaknosses of the lover
assumed a despicable as well as hate-
ful dye. And in feeling Aerself
degraded, she loathed kim. The day
after she had made the discovery we

have reforred to, Mrs. Welford left the
house of her protector, none knew
whither. For two years from that
date, all trace of her history was lost.
At the end of that time, what was
Welford 2—A man rapidly rising in.
the world, distinguished at the bax;
where his first brief had lified him
into notice, commencing a flattering
career in the senate, holding luerative
and honourable offices, esteemed for
the austere rectitnde of his moral cha~
racter, gathering the golden opiniong
of all men, as he strode onward te
public reputation. He had re-assumod

his hereditary name ; his early history
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was unknown; and no ome in the
‘obscure and distant town, of * * * *
‘had ever gueised that the humble
Welford was the William Brandon
whose praise was echoed in 80 many
Jjournals, and whose rising genius was
acknowledged by all. That asperity,
.roughness, and gloom which had
noted him at * * * * and which,
being natursl to him, he deigned not
to disguise in a station ungenial to his
talents and below his hopes, were now
- glitteringly varnished over by aa
hypocrisy well calculated to aid his
ambition. So learnedly could this
gingular man fit himself to others,
tlmtﬁewamongthegreatmthmas
a companion, nor left him without: the
temper to become his friend. Through
his noble rival, that is (to make our
reader’s “surety doubly sure”) through
Lord Mauleverer, he had acquired his
first lucrative office, & certain patron-
age from government, and his seat
in parliament. If he had persevered
at the bar, rather than given himself
entirely to state intrigunes, it was only
because his talents were eminently
more caleulated to advance him in the
former path to honour, than in the
latter. So devoted was he become to
public life, that he had only permitted
himself to cherish one private soarce
of enjoyment,—his son. As no one,
not even his brother, knew he had
been married—(during the two years
of his disguised name, he had been

supposed abroad,)—she appearance of
this son made the only piece of scan-
dal whispered against the rigid mo-
rality of his fair fame ; but he himself,
waiting his own time for avowing a
legitimate heir, gave out that it was
the orphan child of a dear friend whom
he had known abréad ; and the puri-
tan demureness not only of life, but
manner, which he assumed, gained a
pretty large belief to the statement.
This son Brandon idolised. As we
have represented himself to say,—
ambitions men are commonly fond of

-

their children, beyond the fondness of
other sires. The perpetual referenoce
which the ambitious make to- poste-
rity, is perhaps the main reason. But
Brandon was also fond of children
generslly ; philoprogenitiveness wasa
marked trait in his character, and
would seem to belie the hardness and
artifice belonging to that character,
were not the same love so frequently
noticeable in the harsh and the arti-
ficial. It seems as if a half-conscious
but pleasing feeling, that they too were
once gentle and innocent, ‘makes
them delight in reviving any sym-
pathy with their early state.

Often after the applause and labour
of the day, Brandon weuld repair to
his son’s chamber, and watch his
slumber for hours; often before his
morning toil commenced, he would
nurse the infant in his arms with all 8
woman’s natural tenderness and gush-
ing joy. And often, as a graver and
more characteristic sentiment stele
over him, he would mentally say,——
“ You shall build up our broken name
on a better foundation than your sire,
I begin too late in life, and I labour up
a painful and. stony road ; but I shall
make the journey to Fame smeoth
and aoceasible for you. Never, too,
while you aspire to honour, shall you
steal your heart to tranquillity. For
you, my child, shall be the joys of
home and love, and a mind that doee
not sicken at the past, and sirain,
through mere fretfulness, towards a
solitary and barren distinction for the
foture, Not only what your father
gains you shall enjoy, but what has
cursed him, his vigilance shall lead
you to shun|”

It waa thus not only that his softer
feelings, but all the better and nobler
ones, which, even in the worst and
hardest. bosom, find some root, turned
towards his child ; and that the hol-
low and vicious man promised to be-
come the affectionate and perhspo the
wise parent.
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One night, Brandon was returning
home, on foot, from a ministerial
dinner. The night was frosty and clear,
the hour was late, and his way lay
through the longest and best-lighted
streets of the metropolis. He was, as
usaal, buried in thought, when he was
suddenly aroused from his revery bya
light touch laid on hisarm. He turned,
and saw one of the unhappy persons
who haunt the midnight streets of
cities, standing right before his path.
The gaze of each fell upon the other;
and it was thus, for the first time
since they laid their heads on the
same pillow, that the husband met
the wife. The skies were intensely
elear, and the lamplight was bright
and -calm upon the faces of both.
There was no doubt in the mind
of either. Suddenly, and with a
startled and glnstly consciousness,
they recognised each other. The
wife staggered, and clung to a post
for support: Brandon’s look was
calm and unmoved. - The hour that
his bitter and malignant spirit had
yearned for was come: his nerves
expanded in a voluptuous calmness,
a8 if to give him a deliberate enjoy-
ment of his hope fulfilled. Whatever
the words that, in that unwitnessed
and almost awful interview, passed
between them, we may be sure that
Brandon spared not one atom of his
power. The lost and abandoned wife
returned home, and all her nature,
embruted as it had become by guilt
and vile habits, hardened into re-
venge, —that preternatural feeling
which may be termed the hope of

despair.

Three nights from that meeting,
Brandon’shouse wasbrokeninto. Like
the houses of many legal men, it lay
in a dangerous and thinly-populated
outskirt of the town, and was easily
accessible to -robbery. He was
awakened by a noise: he started, and
found himself in the grasp of two
men. At the foot of the bed stood a

female, raising a light, and her face,

with searing passions, and
ghastly with the leprous whiteness of
disease and approaching death, glared
fall upon him.

“It is now my turn,” said the
female, with a grin of scorn which
Brandon himself might have envied ;
“you have cursed me, and I return
the curse ! You have told me that my
child shall never name me but to
blush. Fool! I triumph over you:
you he shall never know to his dying
day! You have told me, that to my
child and my child’s child (a long
tranamission of execration), my name
—the name of the wife you basely
sold to ruin and to hell, should be
left as a legacy of odium and shame !
Man, you shall teach that child no
farther lesson whatever: you shall
know not whether he live or die, or
have children to carry on your boasted
race; or whether, if he have, those
children be not outcasts of the earth
—the accursed of man and God—the
fit offspring of the thing you have
made me. Wretch! I hurl back on
you the denunciation with which,
when we met three nights since, you
would have crushed the victim of your
own perfidy. You shall tread the
path of your ambition childless, and
objectless, and hopeless. Disease shall
set her stamp upon your frame. The
worm shall batten upon your heart.
You shall have honours and enjoy
them not: you shall gain your ambi-
tion, and despair : you shall pine for
your son, and find him not ; or, ifyou
find him, you shall curse the hour in
which he was botn. Mark me, man
—T am dying while T speak—I know
that I am a prophet in my carse.
From this hour I am avenged, and you
are my scorn !”

As the hardest naturessink appalled
before the stony eye of the maniac, so,
in the dead of the night, pinioned by
ruffians, - the wild and solemn voice
(sharpened by passion and partial

e
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madness) of the ghastly figure before
him curdling through his-veins, even
the haughty and daring character of
‘William Brandon quailed! He uttered
not a word. "He was found the next
. morning, bound by strong cords tohis
bed. He spoke not when he was
released, but went in silence to his
child’s chamber: — the child was
gone! Several articles of property
were also stolen : the desperate tools
the mother had employed worked not
perhaps without their own reward.
We need scarcelyadd, that Brandon
set every engine and channel of justice
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in motion for the discovery of his son.
All the especial shrewdness and keen-
ness of his own character, aided by
his professional experiemce, he em-
ployed for years in the same pursuit.
Every research was wholly -in vain :
not the remotest vestige towards
discovery could be {raced, until were
found (we have recorded when) some
of the articles that had been stolen.
Fate treasured in her gloomy womb,
altogether undescried by man, the
hour and the scene in which the most
ardent wish of William Brandon was
to be realised.

CHAPTER X‘XXIv.

« 0 Fortuna, viris invida fortibus

Quam non squa bonis premia dividis.”

- -
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# And as a hare, whom hounds and horns pursue,
Pntltothnphoelmmwhmo:ntﬂnthoﬂw."
» [ - )

-Bce.tothohwnlmohﬂdohnp,
Mydoorigopn-ﬁlL”

Srowry for Lucy waned the weeks
of a winter, which, to her, was the
most dreary portion of life she had
ever passed. It became the time for
the judge to attend ome of those
periodical visitations so fraught with
dread and dismay to the miserable
inmates of the dark abodes which the
complex laws of this country  so
bounteously supply—those times -of
great hilarity and eating to the legal
gentry,

% Who foed on crimes and fatten on distress,

And wring vile mirth from suffering’s last
excess.”

Ah! excellent order of the world,
which it is so wicked to disturb!
How miraculously beautiful must be
that system which makes wine out of
the scorching tears of guilt; and from

GOLDSMITH.

the suffocating suspense, the agonised
fear, the compelled and self-mocking
bravery, the awful sentence, the
despairing death-pang of one man,
farnishes the smirking expectation of
fees, the jovial meeting, and the
mercenary holiday to another! ¢ Of
Law, nothing less can be said, than
that her seat is the bosom of God.”®
To be surenot ; Richard Hooker, you
are perfectly right. The divinity of
a sessions, and the inspiration of the
Old Bailey, are undeniable !

The - care of Sir William Brandon
had effectually kept from Lucy’s ear
the knowledge of her lover’s ignomi-
nious situation. Indeed, in her deli-
cate health, even the hard eye of
Brandon, and the thoughtless glance

# Hooker's Ecclesiastical Polity.
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suasive, indeed, and so subtle was the
eloquence of this able sophist, that
often, in his artful conversations with
his niece, he left even on the unvi-
tiated, and strong though simple,
mind of Lucy an uneasy and restless
impression, which time might have
ripened into an inclination towards
the worldly advantages of the mar-
riage at her command. Brandon was
no bungling mediator or violent per-
secutor. He seemed to acquiesce in her
rejection of Mauleverer. He searcely

recurred to the event. He rarely

praised the ear]l himself, save for the
obvioug qualities of liveliness and
good-nature, But he spoke, with all
the vivid colours he could infuse at
will into his words, of the pleasures
and the duties of rank and wealth,
Well could he appeal alike to all the
prejudices and all the foibles of the
human breast, and govern virtue
through its weaknesses. Lucy had
been brought up, like the. daugh-
ters of most country gentlemen of
-ancient family, in an undue and idle
conscionsness of superior birth; and
she was far from inaccessible to the
warmth- and even feeling (for here
Brandon was sincere) with which her
uncle spoke of the- duty of raising s
gellant name sunk into disrepute,
-and sacrificing our own inclination,
for the redecorating the mouldered
splendour of those who have gone
before us, If the confusion of idea
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ooeazioned by a vagwe pomposity of
phrase, or the infamt inculeation
of a senthnent that is mistaken for a
virtue, so often makes fools of the
wise on the subjeet of ancestry; if
it clonded even the sarcastic and keen
sense of Brandon himseelf, we may
forgive its influence over a girl se
little versed in the arts of sound rea
soning a8 poer Lucy, who, it may be
said, had never learnt to think until
she had learnt to love. However, the
impression made by Brandon, in his
happiest moments of persaasion, was
88 yet only tramsient; it vanished
before the first thought of Clifford,
and never to her even a
doubt as to the suit of Mauleverer.
When the day arrived for Sir Wil-
liam Brandon to set out on the
circuit, he called Barlow, and enjoined
that acute and intelligent servant
the strictest caution with respect to
Lucy. He bade him deny her to -
every one, of whatever rank, and care-
fully to look inte every newspaper
that was brought to her, as well as to
withhold every letter, save such as
were addressed to her in the judge’s
own hand-writing. Lucy’s maid Bran-
don had alveady won ever to silenoce ;
and the uncle now pleased himself with,
thinking that he bad put an effectual
guard to every chance of discovery,
The identity of Lovett with Clifford
had not yet even been rumoured, and
Mauleverer bad rightly judged of
Clifford,  when he belicved the prie
sonar would himself take every pre-
caution against; the detection of that
fact. Clifford answered the earl’s note
and promise, in a letter couched in
so affecting yet so manly a tone of
gratitude, that even Brandon was
touched when he read it. And since
his confinement and partial recov
of health, the prisonér had kept h:nrxy-
solf closely secluded, and refused all
visitors. Encouraged by this reflec-
tion, amd the- beliof in the safety of

hil‘ precautions, Brandon took leave
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: . “ Farewell 1” mid he, as he
embraced her affectionately. “ Be
sure that you write to me, and forgive
me if I do not answer you punctually.
Pake care of yourself, my swest niece,
and let me see a fresher colour on
that soft cheek when I retarn !”

' 4 Take care of yourself rather, my
dear, dear uncle,” said Lucy, clinging
to him and weeping, as of late her
weakened nerves caused her-to do at
the least agitation. “ Why may I not
go with you? You have seemed to
e paler than usual the laat three
er four days, and you complained

y. Do let me go with you;
1 will be no trouble, none at all ; but
1 am sure you require & nurse.”

“You want to frighten me, my
pretty Luey,” said Brandon, shaking
his head with a smile, “T am well,
very well: I felt a strange rush of
blood towards the head yesterday, it
s true; but I feel te-day strenger and
lighter than I have done for. years.
Once more, God blees you, my child!”

And Brandon tere himself away,
and commenced his journey.

The wandering and dramatic course
of our story now conducts us to an
obacure lane in the metropolis, lead-
ing to the Thames, and makes us spee-
tators of an affecting farewell between
$wo persons, whom the injustice of
fate, and the ions of men,
‘were about perhaps for ever ta divide.

« Adieu, my friend t” said Augus-
tus Tomlinsen, as he stood looking
fall on that segment of the face of

TFdward Pepper which was left uncon- | only

cealed by 2 huge hat and a red belcher
handkerchief, Tomlinson himself
was attired in the foll costume of a
dignified olergyman. « Adien, my
Triend, since you will remain in En-
gland,—adien ! I am, I exult to say,
n0 less gincere a patriot than you.
Heaven be my witness, how long I
looked repugnantly on poor Lovett’s
proposal to quit my beloved country,
JBut all hope of life hare is now over;

and really, daring thelsst ten days,
I have been so hunted from corner
to corner, so plagned with polite
invitations, similar to those given by
a farmer's wife to her ducks, ‘Dilly,
dilly, dilly, coma and be killed.!’ that
my patriotiam has been prodigiously
cooled, and I no longer recoil from
thoughis of self-bsnishment. ¢ The
earth,’ my dear Ned, as a Greek: sage
has very well observed,~—the earth
is the same every where!’ and if I
am asked for my home, I can point,
like Anaxagoras, to heaven!”

“'Pon my sonl, you affect mel”
said Ned, speaking thick, either from
grief or the pressure of the belcher
handkerehief on his mouth; “it is
quite beautiful to hear you talk|”

“ Bear up, my dear friend,” comr
tinued Tomlinson; ‘“bear up against
your present affiictions. What, tos
man who fortifies himself by reason
and by reflection on the shortness
of life, are the liftle calamities of the
body! What is imprisonment, or
persecution, or eold, or hunger *—By
the by; you did not forget to put the
sandwiches into my coat-pocket |”

“ Hush 1” whispered Ned, and he
moved on involuntarily; “I see a
man at the other end of the street.,”

“ Lot us quicken our pace,” ssid
Tomlinson ; and the pair proceeded
towards the riven

“ And now,” began Ned, who thought
he might as well say something about
himself, for hitherto Augustus, in
the ardour of his friendship, bad: been
discussing his own plans;—
“and now,~that is to say, when I
leave you,—I shall hasten to dive for
shelter, until the storm blows over.
I don’t much like living in a cellar
and wearing a smock-frock,— but
those concealmenta haye something
interesting in them, after all! The
safest and suggest place I know of
is the Paygs Bas, ahout Thames Court;
s0 I think of hiring an apartmeni
under gronnd, and taking my meals



st poor Lovett’s old quarters, the Mug,
—the police will never dream of look-

against travel, and the pair now ap-
the brink of the river.

linson’s eye fell suddenly on
boatman and the little boat

much rougher it would be at ses,
where “ his soul” invariably “ sick-
ened at the heaving wave,” a whole
tide of deep and sorrowful emotions
rushed upon him,

‘'He turned away:—the spot on
which he stood was a piece of ground
to be let (as a board proclaimed) upon
a building lease; below, descended
the steps which were to conduct him
to the boat; around, the desolate
space allowed him to see in far and
broad extent the spires and domes,
and chimneys of the great city whose
inhabitants he might never plunder
more. As he looked and looked, the
tears started to his eyes, and ‘with a
gust of enthusiasm little consonant
with his temperate and philosophi-
cal character, he lifted his right
hand from his black breeches-pocket,
and burst into the following fare-
well to the metropolis of his native
shores :—

“Farewell, my beloved London,
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farewell! Where shall [ ever finda
city like you? Never, till now, did I
feel how inexpressibly dear you were

and my brother, and my mistress,
and my tailor, and my shoemaker,
and my hatter, and my cook, and my
wine-merchant! You and I never
misunderstood each other. I did not
grumble when I saw what fine houses
and good strong boxes you gave to
other men. No! I rejoiced at their
prosperity. I delighted to see a rich
man—my only disasppointinent was in
stumbling on & poor one. You gave
riches to my neighbours ; but, O gene-
rous London, you gave those neigh-
bours to me! Magnificent streets, all
Christian virtnes abide within you!
Charity is as common as smoke!
Where, in what corner of the habitabls
world, shall I find human beings with
50 many superfluitics? Where shall
I #0 easily decoy, from benevolent cre-
dulity, those superfluities to myself?
Heaven only knows, my dear, dear,
darling London, what I lose in you!
O public charities —O public insti-
tutions —O banks that belie mathe-
matical axioms and make lots out
of nothing —O ancient constitution
always to be questioned —O modern
improvements that never answer —
O speculations I —0 companies \—0
usury laws which guard against
usurers, by making a8 many as possi-
ble —O churches in which no one
profits, save the parson, and the old
women that let pews of an evening !
—O superb theatres, too small for
parks, too enormous for houses, which
exclude comedy and comfort, and
have a monopoly for performing
nonsense gigantically !—O houses of
plaster built in a day!—O palaces
four yards high, with a dome in the
middle, meant to be invisible !1*—0

# We must not suppose this apostrophe
to be an anachronism ! Tomlinson, of course,

refers to some palace of Afs day ; one of the
boxes—Christmas boxes—given to the King
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shops worth thousands, and O shop-
keepers not worth a shilling —O
system of credit by which beggars are
princes, and princes are
O imprisonment for debt, which lets
the mare be stolen, and then locks up
the bridle! - O sharpers, bubbles,
senators, beaux, taverns, brothels,
clubs, houses private and public !—0
Loxpox, in & word, receive my last
adieu ! - Long may you flourish in
peace and plenteousness! May your
knaves be witty, and your fools be
rich! May you alter only two things
—your damnable tricks of transpor-
tation and hanging! Those are your
sole faults; but for those.I would
never desert you.—Adieu !”

Here Tomlinson averted his head,
and then hastily shaking the hand of
Long Ned with a tremulous and
warm grasp, he hurried down the
stairs and entered the boat. Ned
remained motionless for some mo-
ments, following him with his eyes as
he sat at the end of the boat, waving
a white pocket handkerchief. At
length, a line of barges snatched him
from the sight of the lingerer, and
Ned slowly turning away, muttered—
“Yes, I have always heard that Dame
Lobkins's was the safest asylum for
misfortune like mine, I will go forth-
with in search of a lodging, and to-
morrow I will make my breakfast at
the Mug!” :

Be it our pleasing task, dear
reader, to forestall the good robber,
and return, at the hour of sunrise on
the day following Tomlinson’s de-
parture, to the scene at which our
story com:]::enlv:ed. We are now once
more at the house of Mrs.
Lobkins, Margery

by his feal nation of shopkeepers,
‘Wesuppose it is either pulled down or blown
down long ago: it is doubtless forgotten
this time, except by antiquaries. Nothing
18 80 ephemeral as great houses built by the
people. Your kings play the dence with
their playthings!

The room which served so many
purposes was still the same as when
Paul turned it into the arena of his
mischievous pranks, . The dresser,
with its shelves of mingled delf and
pewter, occupied its ancient and im-
portant station. Only it might be
noticed that the pewter was more
dull than of yore, and that sundry
cracks made their erratic wanderings
over the yellow surface of the delf.
The eye of the mistress had become
less keen than heretofore, and the
care of the handmaid had, of neceasity,
relaxed. The tall clock still ticked
in monotonous warning ; the blanket-
skreen, haply innocent of soap since
we last described it, many-storied,
and poly-balladed, still unfolded its
ample leaves “rich with the spoils of
time.” The spit and the musket yet.
hung from the wall in amicable prox-
imation.: And the long smooth form,
“ with many a holy text thereon be-
strewn,” still afforded rest to the
weary traveller, and sn object to the
vacant stare of Mrs. Margery Lobkins,
as.she lolled in her opposite seat and
forgot the world. But poor Piggy
Lobb ! there was the alteration! The
soul of the woman was gone! The
spirit had evaporated from the human
bottle! She sat with open mouth
and glassy eye in her chair, sidling
herself to and fro, with the low,
peevish sound of fretful age and bodily
pain; sometimes this querulous mur-
mur sharpened into a shrill but un-
meaning scold. “There now, you
gallows bird! you has taken the
swipes without chalking ; you wants
to cheat the poor widow: but I sees

'you, I does! Providence protects the

aged and the innocent—oh, oh!
these twinges will be the death o’ me!
Where’s Martha? You jade, you!
you wiperous hussey, bring the tape

by (here : doesn’t you see how I suffers?

Has you no bowels, to let &2 poor
Christin cretar perish for want o’
help! That’s the way with ’em, that’s



254
the way! No one cares for I now—
no one has for the grmy ‘sirs
of the old!” And then the voice
dwindled into the whimpering “ tenor
of its way.”
wench with red bhair streaming over
her “hills of snow,” was mot, how-
ever, inattentive to the wants of her
mistress. “ Who knows,” said she to
& man who st by the hearth, driak-
ing tea out of & blue mug, and teasting
with great csre two or three huge
rounds of bread, for kisown privateaad

nutriment —“who knows,”
said she, “ what we may ceme to our-
selves1” And, s0 saying, she placed
a glowing tumbler by her mistress’s
elbow. Bat in the suzkea prosira-
tion of her intellect, the old woman
was insensible even to her eonsolstion :
she sipped and drank, it is true ; but

repair to her “ upper
avoeations. ‘The man &t the hesrth
was the only eompanion left to the
widow. Gazing at her for & moment,
a8 she mat whining, with & rude com-
pession in his eye, and slowly munch-
ing his toast which ke had mow
buttered, and placed in a delf plate
on the hob,&m&umth

ingly began :—

“ Ah, Dame Lobkins, i 80 be as
ow lLittle Paul v & vith you, i would
be ‘a gallows eomfort to you in your
Iatter hend I”

‘The aame of Paul made the :good
woman indline er -head towards the
speaker; » Tay of comscionsness shot
through her bedolled brain,

Marthe, & strapping | Ob,
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“ Little Paul, eh, sirs! where in
Paul? Paal, I ssy, my bencall
Alack ! he’s gome—left his poor old
nurse to dic like a eat in a cellar,
Dummie, never live to be old,
man! They leaves us to oursels, and
Mukeswdlthelunhntheml
I has not & drop o’ comfort in the
varsal world 1”

Dummie, who st this moment had
his own reasons for soothing the dame,
and 'was anxjous to make the moat of
the opportumity of a conversation ag
unwitnessed as the present, replied
tenderly ; and with & cunning likely
to promote kis ead, sepronched Paul
bitterly for mever having informed
the dame of his whereabout and his
Proceedings. “ But come, dame,” he
woand up, “ecome, 1 guess as how
he is better nor all that, and that you
need not beat yoar hold brains to
think where ho lies, or vot he’s a
doing. Blow me tight, mother Lo)
~I ax pardon, Mxa. Mazgery, I

say,~—if I vould met give five bob, ay,
and five to the tail o’ that, to know
what the poor lad is about; I takes &
mortal hintewest in that ’ere chap!”

“Oh ! oh !” gzeaned the old woman,
on whose palaied sense the sstute in
quiries ¢f Dummie Dunnaker fell
harmless; “nqy poor sinful carcass !
what & way it be in |”

Artfully again did Dummie Dun-
naker, nothing defeated, remew his
sttark ; but fortune does not always
favmthwine,mditﬁlhdbummn
now, for a twofold reason: first, be-
caase it was not possible for the dame
to eomprohend him ; secondly, becanse
even if it had been, she had nothing.
to reveal. Someof Clifford’s pecuniary
gifts had been conveyed anonymously,
all without direction or date; and,
for the most part they had been
appropristed by the sage Martha, into
whose hands they fell, to her own pri--
vate uges. Nor did the dame require
Clifford’s-grateful charity ; for she was
a woman tolerably well off in this
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world, conxidering how near she was
waxing to another. Longer, however,
might Dummie have tried his un-
availing way, had not the door of the
inn cresked on its hinges, and the
‘bulky form of a tail man in a smock-
frock, but with a remarkably fine
head of hair, darkened the threshold.
He honoured the dame, who cast on
him a lack-lustre eye, with & sulky,
yei ambrosial nod, seised a bottle of
spirits and a tumbler, lighted a candle,

“Qld your blwrney, you blattei
gowl ;” said Dummie, rebukingly, and
seizing the .

“ Master says a8 how he must have
it to send to Clapham, and can’t spare
it for more than a ‘our |” said the boy,
as he withdrew.

“ I *nembers theday,” said Dummie,
with the zeal of a clansman, “ when
the Mug took a paper all to itsel’ in»
stead of ‘iring it by the job like |”

Thereon ke opened the paper with
a fillip, and gave himself up to the
lecture. But the tall stranger, half
rising with & start, exclaimed, “ Can’t
you have the mamners to be com-
municative +—do you think nobody
cares about Captain Lovett but your-
self ¢~

On this, Dummie turned round om
his chair, and, with & “ blow me tight,

.| you're velcome, I'm sure;” began as

follows :—(we copy the paper, not the
diction of the reader.)

“The trial of the notorious Lovett
commences this dsy. Grest exertions
have been made by people of all
classes to procure geats in the Towa
Hall, which will be full {0 .a degree
never before known in this peseefal
province. No lesa than seven indies-
ments are said to await the prisoner:;
it has beem agreed that the robbery
of Lord Mauleverer should be the
first 1o come on. The principal wit-
neas in this case against the prisoner
.is understood to be theking’s evidenos,
Mac Grawler, No news, as yet, have
been circulated concerming the sus-
peeted accomplices, Augustus Tom-
linson and Edwsrd Pepper. It is
believed that the former has left the



Altenssum, or Asinssum. Nevertheless,
we apprehend that his origin is re-
markably low, and suitable to.the
mature of his pursuits. The prisoner
will be most fortunate in a judge.
Never did any one holding the same
high office as Sir William Brandon
earn an equal reputation in so short &
time. The Whigs are accustomed to
sneer at us, when we insist on the
private virtues of our public men.
Let them look to 8ir William Bran-
don, and confees that the austerest
morals may be linked with the
soundest knowledge and the most
brilliant genius, The opening address
of the learned judge to the jury
at* * * * jg perhaps the most im-
pressive and solemn piece of eloquence
in the English language!” A cause
for this eulogium might haply be
found in another part of the paper,
in. which it, was said, “Among the
higher circles, we understand, the
rumour has gone forth, that Sir Wil-
liam Brandon is to be recalled to his
old parliamentary career in & more
elovated scene. So highly are this
gentleman’s talents respected by his
Majesty and the ministers, that they
are, it is reported, anxious to secure
his assistance in the House of Lords | ”

‘When Dummie had spelt his “ toil-
some march” through the first of the
above extracts, he turned round to
the tall stranger, and eyeing him
with a sort of winking significance,
said,—

“8o Mac Grawler peaches! blows
the gaff on his pals, eh! Vel now, I
always suspected that ’ere son of a
gun! Do you know, he used to be
at the Mug many’s 8 day, a teaching
our little Paul, and says I to Piggy
Lobb, says I, ‘Blow me tight, but
that cove is.a queer one! and if he
does not come to be scragged,’ says I,
¢it vill only be because he’ll turn a
rusty, and scrag one of his pals !’ So
you sees — (here Dummie looked

round, and his. voice sank into a|.
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W) you sees, Meesier Pepper,
I vas no fool there !”

Long Ned dropped his pipe, and
said sourly, and with a suspicions
frown, “ What! you know me?”

“To be sure and sartain I does,”
answered little Dummie, walking to
the table where the robber sat. “ Does
not you know I1”

Ned regarded the interrogator with
a sullen glance, which gradually
brightened into knowledge. “Ah!”
said he, with the air of a Brummel,
¢ Mr. Bummie, or Dummie, I think,
eh! Shake a paw—I'm glad to see
you,—Recollect the last time I saw
you, you rather affronted me. Never
mind. I dare say you did not mean
it.” Encouraged by this affable re-
ception from the highwayman, though
a little embarrassed by Ned's allusion
to former conduct on his part, which
he felt was just, Dummie grinned,
pushed a stool near Ned, sat himself
down, and carefully avoiding any im-
mediate answer to Ned's complaint,
he rejoined :—

“Do -you know, Meester Pepper,
you struck I all of & heap. I could
not have sposed as how you'd conde-
scend nowadays to come to the Mug,
vhere I never seed you but once
afore. Lord love ye, they says as
‘ow you go to all the fine places in
ruffles with a pair of silver pops im
your vaistcoat pocket! Vy, the boys
hereabouta say that you and Meester
Tomlinson, and this ‘ere poor devil in
quod, vere the finest gemmen in town ;
and, Lord, for to think of your ciwility
to a pitiful rag-merchant, like I {”

“Ah|” said Ned, gravely, “there
are sad principles afloat now. They
want to do away with all distinctions
in ranks,—to make a duke no better
than his valet, and a gentleman high-
wayman class with a filcher of foglea.*
But, dammee, if I don’t think mis-
fortune levels us all quite enough :

# Pickpocket.
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and misfortune brings me here, little
Dummie !”

“ Ah! you vants to keep out of the
vay of the bulkjes!” *

“Right. Since poor Lovett was
laid by the heels, which I mpst say
was the fault of his own deuced gentle-

‘manlike behaviour to me and Augus-

tus (you've heard of Guz, you say),
the knot of us seems quiw broken.
One’s own friends look inclined to
play one false ; and really, the queer
cuffins hover so sharply upon us, that
1 thought it safe to duck for a time.
8o I have taken a lodging in a cellar,
and I intend for the next three months
to board at the Mug. I have heard
that I may be sure of lying snug here;
—Dummie, your health! Give us
the baccy!” '

“ I say, Meester Pepper,” said Dum-
mie, clearing his throat, when he had
obeyed the request, “can you tell I,
if s0 be you as met in your travels
our little Paul? Poor chap! You
knows as ow and vy he vas sent to
quod by Justice Burnflat. Vel, ven
he got out, he vent to the devil, or
summut like it, and ve have not eard
a vord of him since. You ’members
the lad—a ’nation- fine cull, tall and
straight as a harrow!”

“ Why, you fool,” said Ned, “ don’t
you know,”—then checking himself
suddenly, — “ah! by the by, that
rigmarole oath !—I was not to tell;
though now it’s past caring for, I
fear! It is no use looking after the
seal when the letter ’s burnt.”

“Blow me,” cried Dunnaker, with
unaffected vehemence, “I sees as
how you know vot's come of he!
Many’s the good turn I'll do you, if
you vill but tell 1.”

“ Why, does he owe you a dozen
bobs : * or what, Dummie }” said Ned.

“Not he,bnot he,” cried Dummie.

“ What then, you want to do him a
mischief of some sort ?”

* Bhillings.
No. 37.

“Do little Paul a mischief!” ejacu-
lated Dummie ; “ vy I’'ve known the
eulleversineehemtlmthighl No,
but I vants to do him a great sarvics,
Meester Pepper, and myself too,—and
you to boot, for aught that I know,
Meester Pepper.”

“ Humph |” said Ned; “humph!
what do you mean? I do, it is true,
know where Paul is; but you must
tell me first why you wish to know,
otherwise you may ask your grand-
father for me.”"

A long, sharp, wmtfnl survey did
Mr. Dummie Dunnaker cast around
him before he rejoined. All seemed
safe and convenient for confidential
communication. The supine features
of Mrs, Lobkins were hushed in s
drowsy stupor : even the grey cat that
lay by the fire was curled in the em-
brace of Morpheus. Nevertheless, it
was in a olose whigper that Dummie
spoke.

“I dares be bound, Meester Pepper,
that you ‘members vel ven Harry
Cook, the great highvayman,—poor
fellow! he’s gone vhere ve must all go,
—brought you, then quite a gossoon,*
for the first time, to the little back
parlour at the Cock and Hen, Dewo-
reux Court.”

Ned nodded assent.

“ And you 'members as how I met
Harry and you there, and I vas all
afeard at you—cause vy? I had never
seen you afore, and ve vas a going to
crack a swells crib+ And Harry
spoke up for you, and said as ow,
though you had just gone on the

* The reader has probably observed the
me made by Dummije and Mrs. Lobkins of
Irish phraseology or pronunciation. This
is a remarkable trait in the dialect of the
lowest orders in London, owing, we sup-
pose, to their constant association with
emigrants from “the first flower of the
earth,” Perhaps itis a modish affectation
among the gentry of St. Giles’s, just as we
eke out our mother-tongue with French at
Mayfair.
t DBreak into a gentleman's hon;oi



kitchen vindow..
of us, big as you be.now; and you

while ve vent in.” .

“ Well, well,” cried Ned, * what
the devil has all this rigmarole got to
do with Paul?”

“ Now don't be glimflashey, but |got

but let me go on smaek right about.
Vel, ven ve.came out, you minds as
ow the voman had a bundle in her
arms, and you spake te her; and she
answered you ronghly, and left us all,
and vent straight home; and ve vent
and fenced the swagt that wery night,
and afterwards napped the regulars.y
And sure you made us laugh artily,
Meester Papper, when you said, says
you, ‘That’ers voman is 8 mmblowen}’
8o sl(x)e vas, l{éeatn;il:le%ar!”

“ O spare me,” M:
“ and make hagte ; you keep meall in
the dark.. By the way, I remember
that you joked me about the bundle;
and when I asked what the woman
had wrapped in it, you swore it was a
ehild. Rather more likely that the
girl, whoever she was, would have left

- achild behind her than carried: one

off!” The.face of Dummie waxed big
with conscious importance. -

* Barglar.

t Sold the booty.  $ Took our shares,
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“ Vell now, you. would net believe
us; but it vas all true; that ’ere

; | bundle was the voman’s child, I spose

an unnatural von. by the gemman:
abe lot us into the ouse on condition
we helped her off with it. And, blow
me tight, but ve. paid ourselves vel for
aur trouble. That ’ere voman was a
strange cretur; they say she had been
& loed’a hlowen ;. but howsomever, ske
was as. oi-eaded and hodd as if she
had been, There vas hold Nick’s hown
row made on the matter, and the
revard for our (de)testian vas so great,
that as you vas not much tried yet,
Harry thought it-best for to take you

.| vith im.down to.the-corntry, and told

You as ow it vas all a flam. about. the
child in the bundle!”

“ Faith,” said Ned, “ I believed
him readily enough; and poor Harry
wes twisted shortly after, and I went
into Ireland forsafety,. where I stayed
two years,—and deuced good claret I
there !”

“ 80, vhiles you vas there,” con-
tinued Dummie, “ poor Judy, the
vomsn, died,—she died in this wery
ouse, and left the horphan to the (af)-
feotion of Piggy Lob, who was 'nation
fond. of it surely/ Oh! but I ’mem-
bers vot a night.it vas ven poor Judy
died; the vind vistled like mad, and
the rain tumbled sbout as if it had
got a holyday; and there the poor
creature lay raving just over ed of
this room we sits in! Lang-a-me, vot
a sight it vas]”

Here Dummie paused, and seemed
to recall in imagination the scene he
bad witneased ; but over the mind of
Long Ned a ray of light broke slowly.

“ Whew!” said be, lifting up his
fore-finger, “ whew! I smell a rat;
this stolen child, then, was no other
than Paul. But, pray, to whom did
the honse belong ? for that fact
never communicated to me. I only
heard the owner was a lawyer, or
parson, or some such thing.”

“ Vy now, I'll tell you, but don’t be
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rattlolraps, and. surely I.finds atthe
bottom..of the box hever se: many
letters and. sich likiey—for 1 knew-as

+ ow they vas thare; so.I vhips: these.

off and carries 'em ome with me, and
soon arter, Mether Lob sold me the:
box o’ duds fer two quids—'canse vy?
I vas a rag marchamt! So now, I
’solved, since the secret vas all in my
hown keeping, to keep it as tight as
vinkey : for first, you sees as ow I vas
afeard I should be hanged if I vent for
to tell,—'cause vy? I stole a vatch,
and lots more, as vell as the-hurehin ;
and next I vas afeard as ow the mother
might come back.and haunt. me the.
same 88 Sall:hannded Villy, for it-vas
8 orrid night vhen her'seuat took ving:
And hover and above this, Meester
Pepper, I thought summut might turn
hup by and by, in vhich it vould be
best for I to keep my hown counsel
and nab the revard, if I hever durst
make mygelf known.”

Here Dummie od to narrate.
how frightened he lnd been lest Ned

delight a4 finding thai' Ned returmed
to the. Mugmo more.. He next pro-
ceeded to imform his naw' confidamé
of his meeting: with_the: fither (the
sagacious reader kmows- where and
when), and of whadtook place as that
event. Hesaid how; i his first mege-
tiationr with the fither; prudently

resolving. 0. commanicate drop by

drop. such infermstiom: 23 he pos-
sessed, he merely, besides

confessing
| to & shaze in the robbery, stated that

he thought he: knew-the house, & to

;| which the-infant had been

—and' that, if so, it was still .akive ;
bat that he would imquire. He then
related how the sangnine father; who
saw that hanging Dummie for the rob-
bery of ‘his: house might not.be haif -
so likely a method to recover his son
a8 bribery. and- conniliadion, not:only
forgave him his-former: outrage; but
whetted his appetite to the seareh by
rewarding him for his.disclosare. He
then proceeded 'to state how, uveable
any where to find Paul, or any trace
of him, he amused the sire from time
to time with forged excuses;—how,
at first, the sums he received made
him by no means desirous to expedite
& discovery that would terminate such
satisfactory receipta ;+—how.at length
themagnitudeof the proffered reward,
Jjoimed to the threats -of* the sire; had
made bdm become seriously anxious
to learn. the real fate and present
“ whereabout” of Paul :—how, the
last time he had seen the father, he
had, by way of propitiation and first
frait, taken to him all the papers left
by the unbappy mather and secreted
by himself; and how he was now
delighted: to find . thas: Ned:was ac-
quainted with Pawl's-addeess: Sinee
ho: despaired of fmding Puul by his
own exertions slone, he became less
temacious of his- secret, amd he mow
proffered Ned, on discovery-of. Puul,
a-third of that reward the whole-of -
which he had omce hoped:to engross.
Ned's eyes and mouth' opened 4 this
wroposition.  “ But' the: name,—the
name of thefather ? you have nottold
me thad-yet ! ” ‘aried he impetiently.
“Nos; noa!” said Dumsmie, avehly,
1 doesn’t tell you all, till you. tells I
summmt; Vhere’s little Puanl, I say;
and vhere be us to get at him? "
Ned heaved b sigh.
« Ay for- the oath,” eaid:-be, mus-
s 2
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ingly, “ it wowd be a sin to keep it,
now that to break it can do him no
harm, and may do him good ; espe-
cially as, in case of imprisonment or
death, the oath is not held to be
binding: yet I fear it is too late for
the reward. The father will scarcely
thank you for finding his son!—
Know, Dummie, that Paul is in —
gaol, and that he is one and the same

with all others, that Dummie's first
confused thought was that of pride.
“The great Captain Lovett!” he
faltered. “ Little Paul at the top
of the profession ! Lord, Lord !—I
always said as how he ’d the hambition
to rise !”

“ Well, well, but the father’s name?™

At this question, the expression of
Dummie’s face fell,—a sudden horror

person as Captain Lovett!” struggled to his eyes—
Astonishment never wrote in more * * * *
legible characters than she now dis- * * * *
played on the rough features of Duin- * * * *
mie Dunnaker. 8o strong are the * * * *
sympathies of a profession compared
CHAPTER XXXYV. .

¢ Why is it that, at moments, there creeps over us an awe, a terror, overpowering but
undefined ? Why is it that we shudder without a cause, and feel the warm life-blood
stand still in its courses? Are the dead too near ?"—Falkiand.

- Io.

- » L

« Ha | sayest thou? Hideous thought, I feel it twine
O’er my ioced heart, as curls around his prey

The sure and deadly serpent !
L} L . -

* *

. L ] L ] - L ]
‘What! in the hush and in the solitude
Pasg’d that dread soul away ?"’—Love and Hatred.

Tus evening prior to that morning
in which the above conversation oc-
curred, Brandon passed alone in his
lodging at * * * *, He had felt
himself too unwell to attend the cus-
tomary wassail, and he sat indolently
musing in the solitude of the old-
fashioned chamber to which he was
consigned. There, two wax-candles
on the smooth, quaint table, dimly
struggled against the gloom of heavy
panels, which were relieved at unfre-
quent intervals by portraits in oaken
frames, dingy, harsh, and important
with the pomp of laced garments and
flowing wigs. The predilection of the
landlady for modern tastes had, in-

deed, on-each side of the huge fire-

place, suspended more novel master-
pieces of the fine arts. In emblematic
gorgeousness hung the pictures of the
four Seasons, buxom wenches all, save
Winter, who was' deformedly bodied
forth in the likeness of an aged carle.
Theése were interspersed by an en-
graving of Lord Mauleverer, the
lieutenant of the neighbouring county,
looking extremely majestical in his
peer’s robes; and by three typifica~
tions of Faith, Hope, and Charity—
ladies with whom it may be doubted
if the gay earl ever before cultivated
s0 close an intimacy. Curtains; of
that antique chintz in’which fasces
of stripes are alternated by rows of
flowers, filled the interstices of three
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windows ; & heavy sideboard occupied
the greater portion of one side of the
room ; and on the opposite side, in
the rear of Brandon, & vast screen
stretched its slow length along, and
relieved the unpopulated and, as it
were, desolate comfortof theapartment.

Pale and imperfectly streained the
light upon Brandon’s face, as he sat
in his large chair, leaning his cheek
on one hand, and gazing with the
unconscious earnestness of abstraction
on the clear fire. - At that moment a
whole phalanx of gloomy thought was
sweeping in successive array across
his mind. His early ambition, his
ill-omened marriage, the causes of his
after-rise in the wrong-judging world,
the first dawn of his reputation, his
rapid and flattering successes, his
present elevation, his aspiring hope of
far higher office, and more patrician
honours—all these phantoms passed
before him in chequéred shadow and
light : but ever with each stalked one
disquieting and dark remembrmee—
the loss of his only son.

Weaving his ambition with the wish
to revive the pride of his hereditary
name, every acquisition of fortune or
of fame rendered him yet more anx-
jous to find the only one who could
perpetuate these hollow distinctions
to his race.

“1 shall recover him yet 1” he
broke out suddenly and aloud. As
he 'spoke; a quick—darting —spasmo-
dic pain ran shivering through his
whole frame, and then fixed for one
instant on his heart with a gripe like
the talons of a bird : it passed away,
and was followed by a dea.d.ly sickness,
Brandon rose, and filling himself a
large tumbler of water, drank with
avidity, The sickness passed off like
the preceding pain ; but the sensation
had of late been often felt by Brandon,
and disregarded,—for few persons
were less afflicted with the self-torture
of hypochondria; but now, that night,
whether it was more keen than usual,
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or whether his thought had touched
on the string that jars naturally on
the most startling of human anticipa-
tions, we know not, but, as he re-
samed his seat, the idea of his.
approaching dissolution shot like an
ice-bolt through his breast. .

So intent was this scheming man
upon the living objects of the world,
and so little were his thoughts accus-
tomed to turn towards the ultimate
goal of all things, that this idea
obtruding itself abruptly upon him,
startled him with a ghastly awe. ~ He
felt the colour rush from his cheek,
and a tingling and involuntary pain
ran wandering through the channels
of his blood, even from the roots of
the hair to the soles of his feet. But
the stern soul of Brandon was not one
which shadows could long affright.
He nerved himself to meet the grim
thought thus forced upon his mental
eye, and he gazed on it with a steady
and enduting look.

“ Well,” thought he, “is my hour
coming, or have I yet the ordinary
term of mortal nature to expect? It
is true, I have lately suffered these
strange revulsions of the frame with
somewhat of an alarming frequency :
perhaps this medicine, which healed
the anguish of one infirmity, has pro-
duced another more immediately
deadly? Yet why should I think this!
My sleep is sound and ‘calm, my
habits temperate, my mind aétive and
clear as in its best days. In my youth,
I never played the traitor with my
constitution ; why should it desert me
at the very threshold of my age?
Nay, nay, these are but passing
twitches, chills of the blood that
begins to wax thin. 8hall I learn to
be less rigorous in my diet? Perhaps
wine may reward my "abstinence in
avoiding it for my luxuries, by be-
coming a cordial to my necessities !
Ay, I will consult—I will consult, I
must not die yet. I have—let me see,

three—four grades to’ gain before the
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Indden is nesled. .And, abeve all, 1

like a-shadow, calm snd still upen the

st regain my child | Leey mmried { mind.

to Maunleverer, myself a peer, mysen
wedded to—whom ! Pray God he be

the upward gase of men; my fame set
on:a-more. lastimg basis than a.gkill in
of law: these are yst to
oome, these I will'not die till I have
enjoyed! Men die ‘mot Lill their des-
timies are fullilled. The spirit that
swells and ‘somss within mae says that
t.hoiuthyoﬂﬁlhuonhht

ke

ness of cireamsiances that serromeded
him, and it woald scem - that t.lmeh

to his eyes - that were -sweet
and bealing in -their :souree. But
&ohe!.nofanm,inmﬁd’l

The next the-whele.tewn
of * * * ¥ (g towmin which, we rve-
gret tosxy, anaccident oneo detained
ourself for three wreiched days, and
whish wecan, speaking therefore from
poofosmd -

was siteated, bocame one living mass.
The windows -of ithe heuses were
filled with women, some of whem had
tadoen that y to make par-
ties to breakdast; nd little round

osught %
mobbists as they gaped.impatiently
upurdl.

“ Ben,” said'a stost yeomsn, tossing
up wisifpenny, and cabtching thoasid
oein inthis right hand, which :he im-
mediately covered with the lefty—e
“ Ben, hoads or tails that Lovett is
hanged ; heads hanged, tails not,.for
aerown.”

““ Pettiooats, to besure,” guneth Ben,
eating sn apple; and itiwas heada!

“ Bammee, you ‘ve lest.|” cried the
yomran, rabbisg his romgh hands
with glee.

It would Jave been a fino sight fer
Asmoidens, condd ke have perched on
ene of the of .the market-
plrce of ** * * snid locked on the
murmuring:and heaving. sea of mer-
tality below. Oh! the -sight of &
crowd veunil a court of law, or.a
gibbet, 0‘181““*:&:&“ «the devil split

‘While the mob 'was fretiing, -and
pushing, snd swearing, sad grianing,
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and betting, wnd picking -pockets,

. and tramplingfeet, and tearing gowns,

and serambling nearer -anid wesver to
the doors and windows-of the weurt,
Brandon was slowly ‘eoncluding Tils
abstemious repast preparstory to at-
tendance on his judicid]l duties. His
footman emtered with ‘a letter. Bir
William glameed rapidly over the.
seal (one of those irmmenwe ‘sacrifiees

. of wax used st that-day), adormed

with & huge coat 6f syms, surmounted
with an earl’s coronet, and Gecoratetl
on either side with those supporiers
8o dear to heraldic taste. He then
tore open the letter, and read as
follows :—

~ My pEAR S Wririaw,

% You know that, in the .last con-
versation I had the :;honour 40 hold
with you, I alluded, though perhaps
somewhat distantly, to the esteam

‘proportionsd t0 your character and
talents,

“ With great consideration,
“ Beliove me, my dear Sir,
“Very truly yours,

“« - .'
“oa (Private anit Confiiontial.)”

Brandon’s dark eye glanced quickly
from the signature of the Premier,
affixed to this communication, towards -
the mirror oppesite him. He strode
1o it, and -examined his own coun-
tenanee with » leng and wistful geze.
Never, we think, did youthful gallant
about #o repair to the trysting spot, .
in which fair.leoks make the greatest

{of .

anxiously ‘on the impartial glass than
now did the sacetic and scornfal
judge.; and never, we ween, did the
eye of the said gallant retire with a
more satisfied ;and triumphant ex-

which his Majesty hd persomally | pression.

expressed for your principles and
talents, and his wish to testify it at
the earliest opportunity. There will
be, a8 you are dowbtless aware, an
immediate creation of four peerages.
Your name stantls -second on the Kst.
The choice of title -his Majeaty gra-
ciously leaves t0 you; but he has
hinted, that the.respectable antiquity
of your family weuld make him beat
pleased were you to -select the nsme
of your -own family-seat, which, if I
mistake not, is Warlock. You will
instruct me at your leisure a8 to the
manner in which the patent should
be made out, touching the succes-
sion, &c. Perhaps (emcuse the liesnce
of an old friend)this event may in-
duce youtoforske yourlong cherished
sccession be aceompanied
by professional elevadion. Yon will
see by the papers that the death of
'*"‘*Mﬂwthdignﬁy
of Chief Baron ; and I am =i lengih
empowered to offer you a sistion

“ Yea, yes |” muttered the judge,
““no sign of infirmity.is yet written
here; the blood flows clear and warm
enough, the cheek looks firm toq,
and passing full, for one who was
always of the lean kind. Aba! this
letter is & cordial, an efimir vite. I
feel a8 if & mew lease were granted to
the reluctant tensnt. Lord Warleok,
thefirst Baronof Warlock,—Lord Chief
Baron.—What next ¢” )

.Ashespoke, he strode unconsciously
away ; folding his arms with that sort
of joyous and complacent gesture
which implies the idea of a man hug-
ging himself in a silent delight.
Assuredly, had the most skilful phy-
sician then looked upon the ardent
and all-lighted face, the firm step, the
elastic and musoular frame, the vigor-
ous ‘air.of Brandon, as he mentally
.consinned his solilogny, he would
have predicted for him.as fair a grasp
an Jongevity as the-chances of mortal
life will allow. He was interrupted

hy the servant entering.
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“ 14 is twenty-five minutes after
nine, sir,” said he, respectfully.

“ Bir, —air I” B
“ Ah, well ! so late!”

“ Yes, sir, and the sheriff’s carriage
is almost at the door.”

“Humph,—Minister,—Peer,—War-
lock,—succession.—My eon, my son !
—would to God that I could find
thee !”

Such were Brandon’s last thoughts
a8 he left the room. It was with
great difficulty, so demse was the
crowd, that the judge drove up to the
court. As the carriage slowly passed,
the spectators preased o the windows
of the vehicle, and stood on tiptoe to
catch 8 view of the celebrated lawyer.
Brandon’s face, never long indicative
of his feelings, had now settled into
jts usual gravity, and the severe
loftiness of his look chilled, while it
satisfied, the curiosity of the vulgar.
It had been ordered that no person
should be admitted until the judge
had taken his seat on the bench ; and
this order occasioned 8o much delay,
owing to the accumulated pressure
of the vast and miscellaneous group,
that it was more than half an hour
before the court was able to obtain
that decent order suiting the solem-
nity of the occasion. At five minutes
before ten, an universal and inde-
scribable movement announced that
the prisoner was put to the bar, We
read in one of the journals of that
day, that “on being put to the bar,
the prisoner looked round with a long
and anxious gaze, which at length
settled on the judge, and then drop-
pod, while the prisoner was observed
to change countenance slightly.
Lovett was dressed in a plain dark
suit; he seemed to be about six feet
high and though thin and worn,
probably from the effect.of his wound
and imprisonment, he is remarkably
well made, and exhibits the outward
appearance of that great personal
strength which he is said to possess,
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and which is not unfrequently the
characteristic of daring ecriminals.

randon. | His face is handsome and prepossess-

ing, his eyes and hair dark, and his
complexion pale, possibly from the
effects of his confinement ; there was
a certain sternness in his countenance
during the greater part of the trial.
His bebaviour was remarkably col-
lected and composed. The prigoner
listened with the greatest attention
to the indictment, which the reader
will find in another part of our paper,
charging him with the highway rob-
bery of Lord Mauleverer, on the night
of the —— of —— last. He occa-
sionally inclined his body forward,
and turned his ear towards the court;
and he was observed, as the jury
were sworn, to look steadily in the
face of each. He breathed thick and
hard when the various aliases he had
assumed, Howard, Cavendish, Jack-
son, &c., were read ; but smiled, with
an unaccountable expression, when
the list was completed, as if exulting
at the varieties of his 