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PREFACE. 

"AN author," says Fielding, in his introduction to 'Tom Jones,' 

"ought to consider himself, not as a gentleman who gives a private 

or eleemosynary treat, but rather as one who keeps a public ordinary, 

at which all persons are welcome for their money. Men who pay 

for what they eat, will insist on gratifying their palates, however 

nice and whi1nsical these may prove ; and if everything is not 

agreeable to their taste, will challenge a right to censure: to abuse. 

and to damn their dinner without control. 

" To prevent, therefore, giving offence to their custo1ners by 

any such disappointment, it hath been usual with the honest and 

well-meaning host to provide a bill of fare, which all persons may 

peruse at their first entrance into the house ; and having thence 

acquainted the1nselves with the entertainment which they may 

expect, 1nay either stay and regale with what is provided for 

them, or may depart to son1e other ordinary better accommodated 

to their taste." 

In the present instance, the host or author, in opernng 

his new establishment, provided no bill of fare. Sensible of the 
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difficulties of such an undertaking in its infancy, he preferred that 
it should make its own way, silently and gradually, or n1ake no ,vay 
at all. It llas n1ade its way, and is doing such a thriving business 
that nothing remains for him but to add, in the words of the good 
old civic ceremony, now that one dish has been discussed and 
finished, and another smokes upon the board, that he drinks to his 
guests in a loving cup, and bids them hearty welcome. 

DEvo:-;smRE 'l'ERRJ er;, Lo:,;nos, 
])[a rc:h, 181 I. 
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PREFACE TO BARNABY RUDGE. 

IF the object an author has had, in writing a book, cannot 

be discovered from its perusal., the probability is that it is 

either very deep, or very shallow. Hoping that mine may lie some­

where between these two extremes, I shall say very little about it, 

and that, only in reference to one point. 

No account of the Gordon Riots, having been to my knowledge 

introduced into any Work of Fiction, and the subject presenting 

very extraordinary and ren1arkable features, I was led to project 

this Tale. 

It is unnecessary to say, that those shameful tumults, while they 

reflect indelible disgrace upon the time in which they occurred, 

and all who had act or part in them, teach a good lesson. That 

what we falsely call a religious cry is easily raised by men who 

have no religion, and who in their daily practice set at nought the 

commonest principles of right and wrong; that it is begotten of 

intolerance and persecution ; that it is senseless, besotted, invete­

rate, and unmerciful; all History teaches us. But perhaps we do 

not know it in our hearts too well, to profit by even so hu1nble 

and familiar an example as the " No Popery" riots of Seventeen 

Hundred and Eighty. 

I-Iowever iinperfectly those disturbances are set forth in the 

following pages, they are impartially painted by one who has no 

sympathy with the Romish Church, although he acknowledges, 
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as most men clo, some esteemed friends among the follmYers of 
its creed. 

It n1ay be observed that, in the description of the principal out­
rages, reference has been had to the best authorities of that time, 
such as they are ; and that the account given in this Tale, of all 
the main features of the Riots, is substantially correct. 

It may be further re1narked, that l\Ir. De11nis's allusions to the 
flourishing condition of his trade in those days, have their founda­
tion in Truth, not in the Author's fancy. Any file of old NevYs­
papers, or odd volume of the Annual Register, will prove this with 
terrible ease. 

Even the case of }Iary Jones, dvvelt upon ·with so rnuch pleasure 
by the same character, is no effort of in-rention. The facts \rere 
stated exactly as they arc stated here, in the House of Cmn­
mons. "\Vhether they afforded as rnuch entertainment to the 1nerry 
gentle1nen asse1nbled there, as some other 1nost affecting circum­
stances of a similar nature 1nentioned by Sir Sainuel Rmnilly, is not 
recorded. 

It is a great pleasure to 1ne to add in this place-for ,vhich 
I have rcser·red the ack11oviledgment-that for a beautiful thought, 
in the lat,t chapter but one of " The Ohl Curiosity Shop," I mn 
indebted to :\ [r. Rogers. It is taken fron1 his charming Tale, 
"Ginevra: ., 

"All(l long might'st thou ha\·e 1:ccn 
.An ohl man wan<lering a8 i11 quest of somelhi/lg, 

S0mcthing- lie could not fiu<l-hc knew nut "hat.» 

Dr.Y0'.\"51IIRE TE!Ul.\CE, YORK GATF., 
~Voi-ember 1811. 
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CHAPTER 'l'HE FIRS'l'. 

N the yoar 1775, there stood upon the borders of Epping 
Forest, at a distance of about twelve miles from London­
measuring from the Standard in Cornhill or rather from the 
spot on or near to which the Standard used to bo in days of 
yore-a house of public entertainment called the Maypole; 
which fact was demonstrated to all such' travellers as could 
neither read nor write (~nd sixty-six years ago a vast 
number both of travellers and stay-at-homes were in this 
condition) by the emblem reared on the roadside over 
:1gainst the house, which, if not of those goodly proportions 
that :Maypoles wero wont to present in olden times, was a 
f:1ir young ash, thirty feet in height, and straight as any 
arrow that ever English yeoman drew. 

The :Maypole-by which torm from henceforth is meant 
tho house, and not its sign-the :Maypole was an old building, with more 
gable ends than a la.zy man would care to count on a sunny cla.y; huge 

YOL. lI.-·tU 
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zig-zag chimneys, out of which it seemed as though even smoke could not 

choose but come in more than naturally fantastic shapes, imparted to it in 

its tortuous progress; and vast stables, gloomy, ruinous and empty. The 

place was said to have been built in the days of King Henry the Eighth; and 

there was a legend, not only that Queen Elizabeth had slept there one night 

while upon a hunting excursion, to ·wit in a certain oak-panneled room wiLh a 

deep bay window, but that next morning, while standing on a mounting block 

before the door with one foot in the stirrup, the virgin monarch had then and 

there boxed and cuffed an unlucky p:1ge for some neglect of duty. Tho matter­

of-fa,ct and doubtful folks, of whom there were a few among the :Maypole cus­

tomers, as unluckily there always are in every little community, were inclined 

to look upon this tradition as rather apocryphal; but whenever the landlon1 of 

that ancient hostelry appealed to the mounting block itself as evidence, and 

triumphantly pointed out that there it stood in the same place to that very 

day, the doubters never failed to be put down by a large majority, and all true 

believers exulted as in a victory. 
"\ Vhether these, and many other stories of the like nature, were true or untrue, 

the :Maypole was really an old house, a very old house, perhaps as old as it claimed 

to be, and perhaps older, which will sometimes happen ,vith houses of an un­

certain, as with ladies of a certain age. Its windows were old <li::unond pane 

lattices, its floors were sunken and uneven, its ceilings blackened by the hand 

of time and heavy with massive beams. Over the doorway was an ancient porch, 

quaintly and grotesquely carved; and here on summer evenings the more 

favoured customers smoked and drank-ay, and sang many a good song too, 

sometimes-reposing on two grim-looking high backed settles, which, like the 

twin dragons of son;i.e fairy tale, guarded the entrance to the mansion. 

In the chimneys of the disused rooms, swallows had built their nests for many 

a long year, and from earliest spring to latest autumn whole colonies of sparrows 

chirped :md twittered in the eaves. There were more pigeons about the dreary 

stable yard a.nd outbuildings than anybody but the landlord could reckon up. 

The wheeling and circling flights of runts, fantails, tumblers, and pouters, wore 

perhaps not quite consistent with the grave and sober character of the building, 

but the monotonous cooing, which never ceased to be raised by some among them 

all day long, suited it exactly, an<l seemed to lull it to rest. \Vith its O\'er­

hanging stories, drowsy little panes of glass, and front bulging out and pro­

jecting over the pathway, the old house looked as if it were nodding in its sleep. 

Indeed it nee<lecl no very groat stretch of fo,ncy to detect in it other resemLlances 

to humanity. Tho bricks of which it was built had originally been a deep dark 

rod, but had grown yellow and discoloured like an ol<l man's skin; the sturdy 

timbers had decayed like teeth; and here and there the ivy, like a warm garment 

to comfort it in its age, wrapt its green leaves closely round the time-worn walls. 

It was a hale and hearty age though, still: and in tho summer or autumn 

evenings, when the glow of the setting sun fell upon tho oak and chestnut trees 

of the adjacent forest, the old house, partaking of its lustre, seemed their fit 

companion, and to have many good years of life in him yet. 
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Tho evening with which we have to do, was neither a summer nor an autumn 
one, but the bYilight of a cla,y in March, when the wind ho,vlecl dismally among 
tho bare branches of the trees, and rumbling in the wide chimneys and driving 
the rain against the windows of the :Maypole Inn, gave such of its frequenters 
as clrnncecl to be there at the moment, an undeniable reason for prolonging 
their stay, and caused the landlord to prophesy that the night would certainly 
clear at eleven o'clock precisely,-which by a remarkable coincidence ,vas tho 
hour at which he always closed his house. 

'The name of him upon whom the spirit of prophecy thus descended was John 
,Villot, a burly, large-headed man with a fat face, which betokened profound 
obstinacy and slowness of apprehension, combined with a very strong reliance 
npon his own merits. It was J obn \Villet's ordinary boast in his more placid 
moods that if he was slow he was sure; which assertion could in one sense at 
least be by no means gainsaid, seeing that he was in everything unquestionably 
the reverse of fast, and withal one of the most dogged and positive fellO\vs in 
existence-always sure that what he thought or said or did wag right, and hold­
ing it as a. thing quite settled and ordained by the laws of nature and Providence, 
that anybody who said or did or thought otherwise must be inevitably and of 
necessity wrong. 

:Mr. \Villet walked slowly up to the window, flattened his fat nose against 
the cold glass, and shading his eyes that his sight might not be affected by tho 
ruddy glow of the fire, looked abroad. Then he walked slowly back to his old 
seat in the chimney-corner, and, composing himself in it with a slight shiver, 
such as a man might give way to and so acquire an additional relish for the 
warm blaze, said, looking round upon his guests : 

" It'll clear at eleven o,clock. No sooner and no later. Not before and not 
arterwards. ,, 

" How do you make out that r said a little man in the opposite corner. 
"The moon is past the full, and she rises at nine.,, 

John looked rndately and solemnly at his questioner until he had brought 
his mind to bear upon the whole of his observation, and then made ans·wer, in 
a tone which seemed to imply that the moon was peculiarly his business and 
nobody else's : 

" N over you mind about the rnoon. Don,t you trouble yourself about hor. 
Yon let the moon alone, and I'll let you alone." 

" No offence I hope ?" said the little man. 
Again John waited leisurely until the observation had thoroughly penetrated 

to his brain, and then replying, "No offence as yet," applied a light to his pipe 
and smoked in placid silence~ now and then casting a sidelong look at a man 
wrapped in a loose riding-coat with huge cuffs ornamented with tarnished silver 
lace and large metal buttons, who sat apart from the regular fr~quenters of the 
house, and wearing a lrn,t flapped over his face. which was still further shaded 
by the hand on which his forehead rested, looked unsociable enough. 

There was another guest, who sat, booted and spurred, at some distance from 
the fire also, and whose thoughts-to judge from his folded arms and knitted 
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brows, and from the untasted liquor before him-were occupied with other 
mnitters than the topics under discussion or the persons who discussed them. 
This ,vas a young man of about eight-and-twenty, rather above the middle 
hcjght, and though of a somewhat slight figure, gracefully and strongly made. 
Ho wore his own dark hair, and was accoutred in a riding-dress, which, 
together with his large boots (resembling in shape and fashion those worn 
by our Life Guardsmen at the present day), showed indisputable traces of 
the bad condition of tho roa,ds. But travel-stained though he was, he was 
well and even richly attired, and without being over-dressed looked a gallant 
gentleman. 

Lying upon the table beside him, as he had carelessly thrown them down, 
were a heavy riding-whip and a slouched hat, the latter worn no doubt as being 
best suited to the inclemency of the weather. There, too, were a pair of pistols 
in a holster-case, :ind a short riding-cloak. Little of his face was visible, except 
the long dark lashes which concealed his downcast eyes, but an air of careless 
ease an<l natural gracefulness of demeanour pervaded the figure, and seemed to 
comprehend even these slight accessories, which were all handsome, and in good 
keeping. 

To.wards this young gentleman the eyes of l\Ir. ,vmet wandered but once, 
and then as if in mute inquiry whether ho had observed his silent neighbour. 
It was plain that John and the young gentleman had often met before. 
Finding that his look was not returned, or indeed observed by tho person to 
whom it was acldressecl, John gradually concentrated the whole power of his 
eyes into one focus, and brought it to bear upon tho man in tho flapped hat, 
at whom he came to stnre in courso of time with an intensity so romar1rnble, 
that it affected his fireside cronies, who all, as with one accord, took their pipes 
from their lips, and starel ·with open mouths at the stranger like,vise. 

The sturdy landlord had a large pair of dull fish-like eyes, and the little man 
who had hazarded the remark about the moon ( and who was the parish cler~ 
and bell-ringer of Chigwcll ; a village hard by,) had little round black shiny 
eyes like beads; moreover this little man "·ore at the knees of his rusty black 
breeches, and on his rusty black coat, and all down his long flapped waistcoat, 
little queer buttons like nothing except his eyes ; but so like them, that as they 
twinkled and glistened in the light of the fire, which shone too in his bright shoe­
buckles, he seemed all eyes from head to foot, and to be gazing with every one 
of them at the unknown customer. No wonder that a man should grow restless 
under such an inspection as this, to sn,y nothing of the eyes belonging to short 
Tom Cobb the general chandler and post-office keeper, and long Phil Parkes 
the ranger, both of whom, infected by the example of their companions, regarded 
him of the flapped hat no less attentively. 

The stranger became restless; perhaps from being exposed to t.his raking fire 
of eyes, perhaps from tho nature of his previous meditations-most probably 
from the latter cause, for as he changed his position and looked hastily round, 
he started to find himself the object of such keen regard, and darted an angry 
and suspicious gla.nce at the fireside group. It had the effect of immediately 
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diverting all eyes to the chimney, except those of John Willet, who finding 

himself, as it were, caught in the fact, and not being ( as has been already 

observed) of a very ready nature, remained staring at his guest in a particularly 

:iwkward and disconcerted manner. 

" "\Yell r' said the stranger. 
·\V ell. There was not much in well. It was not a long speech. " I thought 

you gave an order," said the landlord, after a pause of two or three minutes for 
consideration. 

The stranger took off his hat, and disclosed the hard features of a man of 

sixty or thereabouts, much weather-beaten and worn by time, and the naturally 

harsh expression of which was not improved by a dark handkerchief which 

was bound tightly round his head, and, while it served the purpose of a wig, 

shaded his forehead, and almost hid his eyebrows. If it were intended to con-

0eal or divert attention from a deep gash, now healed into an ug(y seam, 

which when it was first inflicted must have laid bare his cheekbone, the 

object was but indifferently attained, for it could scarcely fail to be noted at 

a glance. His complexion was of a cadaverous hue, and he had a grizzly 

jagged beard of some three weeks' date. Such was the figure (very meanly 

and poorly clad) that now rose from the seat, and stalking across the room sat 

down in a corner of the chimney, which the politeness or fears of the little 

clerk very readily assigned to him. 
" A highwayman!'' whispered To~ Cobb to Parkes the ranger. 
" Do you suppose highwaymen don,t dress handsomer than that f' replied 



:I 
I 

MASTER IIU:MPIIREY'S CLOCK. 

Parkes. "It's a better business than you think for, Tom, and highwaymen 
don't need or use to bo shabby, take my word for it." 

~Ieanwhile, tho subject of their speculations had clone clue honour to tho 
house by calling for some drink, \rhich was promptly supplied by the landlord's 
son Joe, a broad-shouldered strapping young fellow of brenty, whom it pleased 
his father still to consider a little boy, a,ncl to treat accordingly. Stretching out 
his hands to warm them by tho bla.zing fire, the man turned his head towards 
the company, and after running his eye sharply over them, said in a voice ,voll 
suited to his appearance: 

" What house is that which stands a mile or so from hero t' 
" Public-houser' said the Ia.ndlord, with his usual deliberation. 
" I'ublic-house, father r' exclaimed Joe, "where's tho public-house within a 

mile or so of tho :Maypole 1 He means the great house-the "\Varren­
naturally and of course. 'l'ho old red brick house, sir, that stands in its own 
grounds-t' 

" Ay," said the stranger. 
" And that fifteen or twenty years ago stood in a park fire times as broad, 

which with other and richer property has bit by bit changed ham1s ancl 
dwindled a'.vay-more's the pity !" pursued the young man. 

" l\Iaybe," was the reply. " But my question related to the owner. 
,Vhat it has been I don't care to know, and what it is I ca.n ::;ee for 
rn ysclf. -, 

The heir-apparent to tho :l\Jaypolc pressed his finger on his lips, and glancing 
at tho young gentleman already noticed, ,vho had changed his attitude when 
the house was first mentioned, replied in a lower tone, 

" 'l'he owner's name is Hareclalc, l\Ir. Geoffrey Harcdale, ancl"-again ho 
glanced in the same direction as before-" and a worthy gentleman too­
hem !" 

Pa,:ring as little rcga.rcl to this admonitory cough, as to the significant gesture 
that had preceded it, the stranger pursued his questioning. 

'' I turned out of my way coming here, and took the footpath tlrnt crosses 
the grounds. ,Yho was the young bely tha.t I saw entering a carriage? 
His da,ughter ?" 

"\Vhy, how should I know, honest man?" replied Joe, contriYing in tho 
course of some arrangements auout the hearth, to achanco close to his questioner 
and pluck him by the sleeve, "I didn't sec the young lady you know. \Yhow 1 
There's the wind again-and rain-,vell it i's a night!" 

" Rough weather indeed !" observed the str.'.Lngo ma.n. 
" You're used to it?" said Joe, catching .'.Lt anything which seemed to promiso 

a diversion of the subject. 
"Pretty well," returned tho other. "About the young lacly-has nI r. 

Haredale a daughter 1" 
., No, no," said the young fellow fretfully, " he's a single gentleman­

he's-bo quiet, can~t you man? Don't you sec this talk is not relished 
yonder?" 
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Regardless of this whispered remonstrance and affeGting not to hoar it, his 
tormentor provokingly continued: 

" Single men have ]mcl daughters before nQW, Perhaps she may be his 
da,ughter, though he is not married." 

" ,Vhat do you meant' said Joe, adding in an under tone as he approaiched 
him again, " Y ou'Il come in for it presently, I know you will !" 

" I mean no harm"-returned the traveller boldly, " and have said none th:1.t 
I know of. I ask a few questions-as any stranger may, and not unnaturally­
about the inmates of a remarkable house in a, neighbourhood which is ne,v to 
me, and you are as aghast and disturbed as if I were talking treason against 
King George. Perhaps you can tell me why, sir, for ( as I say) I am a stranger, 
and this is Greek to me?,, 

The latter observation was addressed to the obvious cause of Joe vVillet's 
discomposure, who had risen and was adjusting his riding-cloak preparatory to 
sallying abroad. Briefly replying that he could give him no information, the 
young man beckoned to Joe, and handing him a piece of money in payment of 
his reckoning, hurried out attended by young "\i\Tillet himself, who taking up a 
candle followed to light him to the house door. 

"\VhileJ oe was absent on this errand, the elder VVillet and his three companions 
continued to smoke with profound gravity, and in a deep silence, each having his 
eyes fixed on a huge copper boiler that was suspended over the fire. After 
some time Joe Willet slowly shook his head, and thereupon his friends slowly 
shook theirs ; but no man withdrew his eyes from the boiler, or altered the 
solemn expression of his countenance in the slightest degree. 

At length Joe returned-very talkative and conciliatory, as though with a 
strong presentiment that he was going to be found fault with. 

" Such a thing as love is,,, he said, drawing a chair near tho fire, and looking 
round for sympathy. " He has set off to walk to London,-all the way to 
London. His nag gone lame in riding out here this blessed afternoon, and 
comfortably littered down in our stable l:l.t this minute ; and he giving up a good 
hot supper and our best bed, because :Miss Haredale has gone to a masquerade 
up in town, and he has set his heart upon seeing her ! I don't think I could 
persuade myself to do that, beautiful as she is,-but then I'm not in love, ( at 
least I don't think I am,) and tlrnt's the whole difference." 

" He is in love then r, said the stranger. 
"Ra,ther,i' repliedJ oe." He'll never be more in love, and may very easily be less.'' 
" Silence sir ,,, cried his father. 
" "\Vhat a chap you are Joe P, said Long Parkes. . 
" Such a inconsiderate lad !" murmured Tom Cobb . 
• , Putting himself forward and wringing the very nose off his own fathc:r's 

face!', exclaimed the parish clerk, metaphorically. 
" "\Vhat have l done t' reasoned poor Joe. 
" Silence sir !" returned his father, "what do you mean by talking, when you 

see people that arc more than two or three times your age, sitting still and 
silent and not dreaming of saying a word f' 
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" vVhy that's the proper time for me to talk, isn't it~" said Joo rebelliously. 
" The proper time sir !" retorted his father, " the proper time's no 

time." 
" Ah to be sure !" muttered Parkes, nodding gravely to the other two who 

nodded likewise, observing under their breaths that that was the point. 
"The proper time's no time sir," repeated John Willet; "when I was your 

a.ge I never talked, I never wanted to talk, I listened and improved myself, 
that's what I did." 

" And you'd find your father rather a tough customer in argeyment, Joe, if 
anybody was to try and tackle him"-said Parkes. 

" For the matter o' that Phil !'' observed Mr. Willet, blowing a long, thin, 
spiral cloud of smoke out of the corner of his mouth, and staring at it abstract­
edly as it floated away; " For the matter o' that, Phil, argeymont is a gift of 
Natur. If Natur has gifted a man with powers of argeyment, a man has a right 
to make the best of 'em, and has not a right to stand on false delicacy, ::mcl 
deny that he is so gifted; for that is a turning of his back on Natur, :i flouting 
of her, a slighting of her precious caskets, and a proving of one's ~elf to be a, 
swine that isn't worth her scattering pearls before." 

The landlord pausing here for a very long time, :.Mr. Parkes naturally con­
rluded that he had brought his discourse to an end ; and therefore, turning to 
the young man with some austerity, exclaimed: 

" You hear what your father says, Joe ? You wouldn't much like to tacklo 
him in argeyment, I'm thinking sir." 
"- IF," said John Willet, turning his eyes from the ceiling to the face of his 

interrupter, and uttering the monosyllable in capitals, to apprise him that ho 
had put in his oar, as the vulgar say, with unbecoming and irreverent haste; 
,,. IF, sir, N atur has fixed upon me the gift of argeyment, why should I not 
own to it, and rather glory in the same ~ Yes sir, I am a tough customer that 
way. You are right sir. :My toughness has been proved, sir, in this room 
many and many a time, as I think you know ; and if you don't know," added 
John, putting his pipe in his mouth again, "so much the better, for I an't 
proud and am not a going to tell you." 

A general murmur from his three cronies, and a general shaking of heads at 
the copper boiler, assured John VVillet tfaat they had had good experience of 
his powers and needed no further evidence to assure them of his superiority. 
John smoked with a little more dignity and surveyed them in silence. 

" It's all very fine talking,'' muttered Joe, who had been fidgeting in his 
chair with divers uneasy gestures. "But if you mean to tell mo that I'm 
never to open my lips--" 

'' Silence sir! " roared his father. " No, you never are. vVhon your 
opinion's wanted, you give it. When you're spoke to, you speak. ,vhen. 
your opinion's not wanted and you're not spoke to, don't you give an opinion 
and don't you speak. The world's undergone a nice alteration since my time, 
certainly. My belief is that there an't any boys left-that there isn't such a 
thing as a boy-that there's nothing now between a male baby nnd a man-and 
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that all the boys went out with his blessed lVIajesty King George the 

Second.'' 
'' That's a very true observation, always excepting the young princes," said 

the parish-clerk, who, as the representative of church and state in that com­

pany, held himself bound to tho nicest loyalty. " If it's godly and righteous 

for boys, being of the ages of boys, to behave themselves like boys, then the 

young princes must be boys and cannot be otherwise." 

" Did You over hear tell of mermaids, sir~" sa,id Mr. Willet . ., 

" Certainly I have," replied the clerk. 
"Very good," said Mr. ,villet. "According to tho constitution of mer­

ma,ids, so much of a mermaid as is not a woman must be a fish. According 

to tho constitution of young princes, so much of a young prince (if anything) 

as is not actually an angel, must be godly and righteous. Therefore if it's 

becoming and godly and righteous in the young princes (as it is at their ages) 

that they should be boys, they are and must be boys, and cannot by possibility 

be anything else." 
This elucidation of a knotty point being received ,vith such marks of approval 

as to put John ,villet into a good humour, he contented himself with repeating 

to his son his command of silence, and addressing the stranger, said: 

"If you had asked your questions of a grown-up person-of me or any of 

these gentlemen-you'd have had some satisfaction, and ,Youldn't h:wo wasted 

breath. Miss Haredale is l\1r. Geoffrey Hareclale's niece." 

" Is her father alive?" said tho man carelessly. 

" No," rejoined the landlord, "he is not alive, and he is not dead-" 

" Not <load!'' cried tho other. 
" Not dead in a common sort of way," said the landlord. 

Tho cronies nodded to each other, and Mr. Pnrkes remarked in an under 

tone, shaking his head meanwhile as who should say, '' let no man contradict 

me, for I won't believe him," that John Willet was in amazing force to-night, 

and fit to tackle a Chief Justice. 
The stranger suffered a short pause to elapse, and then asked abruptly, 

'' "\iVhat do you moan ~ ,, 
" l\1ore than you think for, friend," returned John ,villet. "Pcrlrnps there's 

more meaning in them words than you suspect.'' 

" Perhaps there is," said the strange man, gruffly; "but what the devil do 

yon speak in such mysteries for~ You tell me first that a man is not alive, 

nor yet dead-then that he's not dead in a common sort of way-then, that 

you mean a great deal more than I think for. To tell you the truth, you may 

do that enisily; for so far as I can make out, you mean nothing. What do you 

I l . ?" mean, as c agam . 
" That," returned the landlord, a little brought down from his dignity by 

the stranger's surliness, "is a Maypole story, and has been any time these 

four-and-twenty years. That story is Solomon Daisy's story. It belongs to 

the house ; and nobody but Solomon Daisy has ever told it under this roof, ot· 

ever shall-tlrn.Cs more." 
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The man glanced at the parish-clerki whose air of consciousness and import­
ance plainly betokened him to be the person referred to, and, observing that 
he had taken his pipe from his lips, after a very long whiff to keep it alight, 
and was evidently about to tell his story without further solicitation, gathered 
his large coat about him, and shrinking further back was almost lost in tho 
gloom of the spacious chimney corner, except ,vhen the flame, struggling from 
under a great faggot whose "·eight almost crushed it for the time, shot up,Yarcl 
with a strong and sudden glare, and illumining his figure for a moment, secmecl 
afterwards to cast it into deeper obscurity than before. 

By this flickering light, which made the old room, with its heavy timbers and 
panneled walls, look as if it were built of polished ebony-the ,vind roaring 
and howling without, now rattling the latch and creaking the hinges of tho 
stout oaken door, and now driving at the casement as though it would beat it 
in-by this light, and under circumstances so auspicious, Solomon Daisy began 
his tale: 

" It was Jvir. Reuben Haredale, J\tir. Geoffrey's elder brother-" 
Here he came to a dead stop, and made so long a pause that oven J olm 

"\Villet grew impatient and asked why he did not proceed. 
" Cob,'' said Solomon Daisy, dropping his voice and appealing to tho poiiit­

office keeper; "what day of the month is this~" 
" The nineteenth." 
" Of J\1larch,i' s:1id the clerk, bending forwa,rd, '' the nineteenth of .March ; 

that's very strange.'' 
In a low voice they all acquiesced, and Solomon went on: 
"It was lVIr. Reuben Haredalo, l\1r. Geoffrey's elder brother, that twenty­

two years ago was the owner of the "\V arren, which, as Joe has said-not that 
you remember it, Joe, for a boy like you can't do that, but because you have 
often heard me say so-was then a much larger and better place, and a much 
more valuable property than it is now. His lady was lately dead, and he was 
left "·ith one child-the J\1iss Haredale you have been inquiring about-who 
was then scarcely a year old." 

Although the speaker addressed himself to the man ·who had shown so much 
curiosity about this same family, and nrnclo a pause hero as if expecting some 
exclamation of surprise or encouragement, the latter made no remark, nor gave 
any indication that he heard or was interested in what was sai<l. Solomon 
therefore turned to his old companions, whose noses wore brightly illuminatccl 
by the deep red glow from the b0ids of their pipes ; assured, by long expe­
rience, of their attention, and resolved to show his sense of such indecent 
behaviour. 

'' l\Ir. Haredale," sa,id Solomon, turning his back upon the strange man, 
" left this place when his lady died, feeling it lonely like, and went up to 
London, where he stopped some months; bat finding that pla.co as lonely as 
this-as I suppose and havo always heard say-he suddenly c~Lmc back again 
with his little girl to the \Varren, bringing ,vith him besides, that <.la.y, only two 
"\\ omen servants, and his ste,rard, and a ga,rdener." 
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l\1r. Daisy stopped to taike a whiff at his pipe, which was going out, and 

then proceeded-at first in a snuffiing tone, occasioned by keen enjoyment of' 

the tobacco and strong pulling n.t the pipe, and afterwards with increasing 

distinctness : 
"-Bringing with him two women serva,nts, and his steward a,nd a gardener. 

The rest stopped behind up in London, and were to follow next day. It 

happened that that night, an old gentleman who lived at Chigwell-row, and 

had long been poorly, deceased, :1nd an order came to me at half after twelve 

o'clock at night to go and toll the passing-bell.'' 

There was a movemont in the little group of listeners, sufficiently indic:1tive 

of the strong repugnance any one of them would have felt to have turned out 

at such a time upon such an errand. The clerk felt a,nd understood it, and 

pursued his theme accordingly. 

" It was a dreary thing, especially as the gra,ve-digger was laid up in his 

bed, from long working in a damp soil and sitting down to t:1ke his 

dinner on cold tombstones, and I was consequently under obligation to go 

alone, for it was too late to hope to get any other companion. However, 

I wasn,t unprepared for it ; as the old gentleman had often made it a request 

tlrnt the bell should be tolled as soon as possible after the breath was out of his 

body, and he had been expected to go for some clays. I put as good a face 

upon it as I could, and muffiing myself up (for it was mortal cold), started 

out with a lighted lantern in one hand and the key of tho church in the 

other.,, 

At this point of the narrative, the dress of the strange man rustled as if he 

had turned himself to hear more distinctly. Slightly pointing over his 

shoulder, Solomon elevated his eyebrows and nodded a silent inquiry to J OQ 

whether this was the case. Joe shaded his eyes with his hand and peered into 

the corner, but could make out nothing, and so shook his head. 

'' It was just such a night as this; blowing a hurricane, raining heavily, and 

very dark-I often think now, darker than I ever saw it before or since ; that 

may be my fancy, but the houses were all close shut and tho folks in-doors, 

and perhaps there is only one other man who knows how dark it really was. 

I got into tho church, chained the door back so that it should keep ajar-for to 

tell the truth, I didn't like to be shut in there alone-and putting my lantern 

on the stone seat in the little corner where tho bell-rope is, sat clown beside it 

to trim the candle. 
" I sat down to trim the candle, and when I had clone so, I could not per­

suade myself to get up again and go about my work. I clon,t know how it 

was, but I thought of all the ghost stories I had over hoard, even those that 

I had heard when I "·as a boy at school, and had forgotten long ago ; and they 

didn't come into my mind one after another, but all crowding at once, 

like. I recollected one story there was in the village, how that on a certain 

night in the year (it might be that very night for anything I knew), all the 

dead people came out of the ground and sat at the heads of their own graYes 

till morning. This made me think how many people I had known were buried 
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between the church door and the churchyard gate, and what a dreadful thing 
it ,vould be to have to pass among them and know them again, so earthy :md 
unlike themselves. I had known all the niches and arches in the church from 
a child; still I couldn't persuade myself that those were their natural shadows 
which I saw on the pavement, but felt sure there were some ugly figures 
hiding among 'em and peeping out. Thinking on in this way, I began to think 
of the old gentleman who was just dead, and I could have sworn, as I looked 
up the dark chancel, that I saw him in his usual place, wrapping his shroud 
about him and shivering as if he felt it cold. All this time I sat listening nncl 
listening, and hardly dared to breathe. At length I stni-ted up anu took the 
bell-rope in my hands. At that minute there rang-not tha,t bell, for I ha<l 
hardly touched the rope-but another . 

'' I heard the ringing of another bell, and a deep bell too, plainly. It was 
only for an instant, and even then the wind carried the sound away, but I hear<l 
it. I listened for a long time, but it rang no more. I had hea,nl of corµsc 
candles, and at last I penmaded myself that this must be a corpse Loll tolling 
of itself at midnight for the dead. I tolled my bell-how, or how long, I 
don't know-and ran home to bed as fast as I could touch the ground. 

" I was up early next morning after a restless night, and told the story 
to my neighbours. Some were serious and some made light of it : I don·'t 
think anybody believed it real. But that morning, 1\Ir. Reuben Haredale was 
found murdered in his bedchamber, and in his hand was a piece of tho CC!'d 
attached to an alarm-bell outside tho roof, which hung in his room and had 
been cut asunder, no doubt by the murderer when he seized it. 

That was tho bell I heard. 
"A bureau was found opened, and a, cash-box, which 1Ir. Hare<lale had 

brought down that day, and was supposed to contain a large sum of money, 
was gone. The steward and gardener were both missing and both suspected 
for a long time, but they were never founcl, though hunted far and wide. And 
far enough they might have looked for poor 11r. Rudge the steward, whose body 
-scarcely to be recognized but by his clothes a·ncl tho watch and ring he wore­
was found, months afterwards, at tho bottom of a piece of water in the grounch1, 

with a deep gash in the breast where ho had been stabbed with a knife. He was 
only partly dressed; and people all agreed that ho had been sitting up reading 
in his own room, where there were many traces of blood, and was suddenly 
fallen upon and killed before his master. 

4
' Everybody now knew that tho gar<lonor must bo tho murderer, ancl though 

he has never been heard of from that time to this, he wm Le, mark my words. 
Tho crime was committed this day t\, o-and twenty years-on the nineteenth 
of 1Iarch, one thousand seven lrnndrod and fiftv three. On the nineteenth of 
:March in some yea.r, no matter when-I know it, I am sure of it, for we have 
always, in some strange way or other, been brought back to the subject on tha.t 
clay ever since-on the nineteenth of 1'1a.rch in some year, sooner or b.tcr, that 
man will be discovered.,, 
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CHAP'.l'ER 'l'HE SECOND. 

"A STRANGE story!" said the man who had been the cause of the narration. 

-'' Stranger still if it comes about as you predict. Is that all r 
A question so unexpected nettled Solomon Daisy not a little. By dint of 

relating the story very often, and ornamenting it (according to village report) 
with a few flourishes suggested by the various hea.rers from time to time, he 
ha.d come by degrees to tell it ,Yith great effect ; and "is that all?" after the 
climax, was not what he was accustomed to. 

" Is that all !" he repeated, "yes, that's all sir. And enough too, I think." 
" I think so too. lviy horse, young man. He is but a hack hired from a road­

side posting house, but he must carry me to London to-night.'' 
" To-night !" said Joe. 
" To-night," returned the other. " "\Vhat do you sbro at? This tavern 

would seem to be a house of call for all the gaping idlers of the neighbourhood!" 
At this remark, which evidently had reference to the scrutiny he had under­

gone, as mentioned in the foregoing chapter, the eyes of John vVillet and his 
friends were diverted with marvellous rapidity to the copper boiler again. Not 
so with Joe, who, being a mettlesome fellow, returned the stranger's angry glance 
with a steady look, and rejoined : 

" It's not a very bold thing to wonder at your going on to-night. Surely 
you have been asked such a harmless question in an inn before, and in better 
weather than this. I thought you mightn't know the way, as you seem strn,ngo 
to this part." 

,; The way-', repei:'.ted the other, irritably. 
" Y cs. Do you know it?" 
" I'll-humph !-I'll find it," replied the man, waving his hand and turning 

on his heel. " Landlord, take the reckoning here." 
,John "\Villet did as he wn.s desired; for on that point he was seldom slow, 

except in the particulars of giving change, and testing the goodness of a.ny 
piece of coin that was proffered to him, by the application of his teeth or his 
tongue, or some other test, or, in doubtful cases, by a long series of tests termi­
nating in its rejection. The guest then wrapt his ga.rments about him so as to 
shelter himself as effectually ::i.s he could from the rouo·h weather and without 

b ' 

any word or sign of farewell betook himself to the staible-yard. Here Joe (who 
had left the room on the conclusion of their short dialogue) was protecting him­
self and the horse from the rain under the shelter of an old pent-house roof. 

"He's pretty much of my opinion," said Joe, patting the horse upon the 
neck; "I'll wn.ger that your stopping here to-night ,vould please him better 
than it would please me." 

'' He and I are of different opinions, as we have been more than once on our 
way here," was the short reply. 

" So I \Yas thinking before you came out, for he lrns felt your spurs, poor beast. 
YOL, II.---t/. y 
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The stranger adjusted his coat-collar about his face, and made no answer. 
" You'll know me again, I see," he said, marking the young fellow's earnest 

gaze, when he had sprung into the saddle. 
" The man's worth knowing, master, who travels a road he don't know, 

mounted on a jaded horse, and leaves good quarters to do it on such a night as 
this." 

"You have sharp eyes and a sharp tongue I find." 
" Both I hope by nature, but the last grows rusty sometimes for want of 

using." 
'~ Use the first less too, and keep their sharpness for your sweethearts, boy," 

said the man. 
So saying he shook his hand from the bridle, struck him roughly on the head 

with the butt end of his whip, and galloped away; dashing through the mud and 
darkness with a headlong speed, which few badly mounted horsemen would 

have cared to venture, even had they been thoroughly acquainted with the 
country ; and which, to one ,vho knew nothing of the way he rode, was attended 
at every step with great hazard and danger. 

The roads even within twelve miles of London were at that time ill paved, 
seldom repaired, and very badly made. The way this rider traversed had been 
ploughed up by the wheels of heavy wagons, and rendered rotten by the frosts 
anJ thaws of the preceding winter, or possibly of many winters. Great holes 
and gaps had worn into the soil, which, being now filled with water from the late 
rains, were not easily distinguishable even by day; and a plunge into any one 
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of them might l1aive brought down a surer-footed horse than the poor Least 
now urged forward to the utmost extent of his powers. Sharp flints an<l stones 
rolled from under his hoofs continually; the rider could scarcely see beyund 
the animars head, or further on either side than his own, arm would have 
extended. At that time, too, all the roads in the neighbourhood of the metro­
polis were infested by footpads or highwaymen, and it was a night, of all other~, 
in which any evil-disposed person of this class might have pursued his unlawful 
calling with little fear of <letection. 

Still, the traveller dashed forward at the same reckless pace, regardless alike 
of the dirt and wet which flew about his head, the profound darkness of the 
night, and the probability of encountering some desperate characters abron.d. 
At every turn and angle, even where a deviation from the direct course might 
have been least expected, and could not possibly be seen until he was close upon 
it, he guided the bridle with an unerring hand and kept the mid<lle of tho road. 
Thus he sped onward, raising himself in the stirrups, leaning his body forward 
until it almost touched the horse's neck, and flourishing his heavy whip above 
his head with the fervour of a madman. 

There are times when, the elements being in unusual commotion, those who 
are bent on daring enterprises, or agitated by great thoughts whether of good 
or evil, feel a mysterious sympathy with tho tumult of nature and arc roused 
into corresponding violence. In the midst of thunder, lightning, and storm, 
many tremendous deeds have been committed; men self-possessed before, have 
given a sudden loose to passions they could no longer control. The demons of 
,,Tath and despair ha.ve striven to emulate those who ride the whirlwind and 
direct the storm ; and man, lashed into madness with the roaring winds and 
boiling waters, has become for the time as wild and merciless as the elements 
themselves. 

Whether the traveller was possessed by thoughts which the fury of the njght 
had heated and stimulated into a quicker current, or was merely impelled by 
some strong motive to reach his journey's end, on he swept '11ore like a hunted 
phantom than a man, nor checked his pace until, arriving at some cross road~ 
one of which led by a longer ro uto to the place whence he had lately started, 
he bore down so suddenly upon a vehicle which was coming towards him, that 
in the effort to avoid it he well nigh pulled his horse upon his haunches, and 
narrowly escaped being thrown. 

" Yoho ! " cried the voice of a man. " What's that ? who goes there ?" 
• ;, A_ friend ! " replied the traveller. 

" A friend ! " repeated the voice. " \Vho calls himself a friend and rides 
like that, abusing Heaven's gifts in the shape of horseflesh, and endangering, 
not only his own neck, which might be no great matter, but the necks of 
other people i " 

'' You have a lantern there, I sec," said the traveller dismounting-, "len.li.t._ 
mefora moment. You have wounded my horse, I think, with yourshaJtorwheel." 

" '\Vounded him !" cried the other, " if I haven't killed him, it's no fault 
of yours. "\Vhat do you mean by galloping along the king's highway like that, eh t' 
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" Give me tho light," returned the traveller, snatching it from his hand, 

,~ and don't ask idle questions of a man who is in no mood for talking." 

" If you had said you "·ere in no mood for talking before, I should perh::tps 

have been in no mood for lighting," said the voice. "Hous'ever as it,s the poor 

horse that's damaged and not you, one of you is welcome to the light at all 

events-but it's not the crusty one." 

The traveller returned no answer to this speech, but holding the light near 

to his panting and recking beast, examined him in limb and carcase. Mean­

while the other man sat very composedly in his vehicle, which was a kind of 

chaise with a depository for a forge bag of tools, and ,vatched his proceedings 

with a careful eye. 
The looker-on ,vas :1 round, red-faced, sturdy yeoman, with a double chin, 

and a voice husky with good living, good sleeping, good humour, and good 

health. He was past the prime of life, but Father Time is not always a hard 

parent, and, though he tarries for none of his children, often bys his hand lightly 

upon those who have used him well; making them old men and women inex­

orably enough, but leaving their hearts and spirits young and in full vigour. 

'\Vith such people the grey head is but the impression of the old follov/s hand 

in giving them his blessing, and every ,vrinklo but a notch in the quiet calendar 

of a well-spent life. 
The person ,vhom the traveller Imel so abruptly encountered was of this kind, 

bluff: hale, hearty, and in a green old age: at peace "·ith himself, and evidently 

disposed to be so with all the ,vorlcl. Although muffled up in divers coats and 

handkerchiefs-one of which, passed over his crown and tied in a convenient 

crease of his double chin, secured his three-cornered hat and bob-wig from 

blowing off his head-there was no disguising his plump and comfort;i,ble figure ; 

neither did certain dirty finger-marks upon his face give it any other than an 

odd and comical expression, through which its natural good humour shone \Vith 

undiminished lustre. 
"He is not hurt,"-said the traveller at length, raising his head and the lantern 

together. 

" You have found that out at last, h::we you~" rejoined the old man. "My 

eyes have seen more light than yours, but I wouldn't change with you." 

" \Vhat do you mean r, 
" Mean ! I could have told you he wasn't hurt, five minutes ago. Give me 

the light, friend ; ride forward at a gentler pace; and good night." 

In handing up the lantern, the man nceess,trily cast its rays full on tho 

speaker's face. Their eyes met at the instant. He suddenly dropped it and 

crushed it with his foot. 

" Saw you never a locksmith before, that you start as if you had come upon 

a ghost g" cried the old man in the chaise, "or is this," he added hastily, 

thrusting his hand into the tool basket and drawing out a hammer, "a scheme 

for robbing me? I: know these roads, friend. '\i\Then I travel them, I carry 

nothing but a few shillings, and not a crown's worth of thorn. I tell you pbinly, 

to sa.ve us both trouble, that there's nothing to be got from me but a pretty 
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stout ::i,rm considering my years, :1ncl this tool, ,Yhich rnaiybap from long 

acr1u:1int:1nce with I can use pretty briskly. You shall not have it all your own 

wn,y, I promise you, if you play at tha.t game." "\Vith these words ho stood 

upon the defensive. 
" I am not what you take me for, Gabriel Varden," replied the other. 

" Then what and who are you ? " returned the locksmith. " You know my 
name it seems. Let me know yours." 

" I have not gained the information from any confidence of yours, lmt. from 

the inscription on your ca,rt which tells it to all the town,'' replied the travelJer. 

" You. have better eyes for that than you hacl for your horse th9n,i' said 
Vanlen, descendingnimblyfromhis chaise; "who are yon? Let me see your face." 

Whiio tho locksmith alighted, the traveller had regained his sadclle, from 

which he now confrontecl the old man, who, moving as the horse moved in 

chafing under the tightened rein, kept close beside him. 

" Let me see your face, I say." 
" Stand off!" 
" No masquerading tricks," said the locksmith, " and tales at the club to­

morrow how Gabriel Varclen was frightened by a surly voice and a <lark night. 

Stand-let me see your face." 
Finding th,~t further resistance would only involve him in a personal struggle 

with an antagonist by no means to be despised, the traveller throw back his 
coat, and stooping down looked steadily at the locksmith. 

Perhaps two men more powerfully contrasted, never oppos<'cl each other face 

to face. The ruddy features of the locksmith so set off and heightened the 
excessive paleness of the man on horseback, tha,t he looked like a bloodless ghost, 

while the moisture, which hard riding had brought out upon his skin, hung there 

in dark and heavy drops, like dews of agony :1nd death. The countenance of 

the old locksmith was lighted up ,Yith the smile of one expecting to detect in 
this unpromising stranger some latent roguery of eye or lip, which should revea,l 
a familiar person in that arch disguise, and spoil his jest. 'rhe face of the other, 
sullen and fierce, but shrinking too, was that of a man who stood at hay ; 
,vhile his firmly closed jaws, his puckered mouth, and more than all a certain 

stealthy motion of the hand within his breast, seemed to announce a desp8ratB 
purpose very foreign to acting, or child,s pla,y. 

Thus they regarded each other for some time, in silence. 
" Humph!" ho said when he had scanned his features; "I don't know ym1.,, 
" Don't desire to ? ,,_returned the other, muffling himseif as before. 

" I don't," said Gabriel ; "to be plain \rith you, friend, you don't carry in 
your countenance a letter of recommendation." 

" It's not my wish," said the trniveller. "]Uy humour is to be an:,idod." 
" \Yell," said. the locksmith bluntly, " I think you'll have your humour." 

" I will, at :my cost," rejoined the tr:1vellur. "In proof of it, lay this to 
heart-that you were never in such peril of yom.· life as you have been "ithin 
these few moments ; when you are within five minutes of l.,rcaithing your la.st, 
you will not be nea,rer dea,th than you have been to-night!', 
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4
' Aye !" said the sturdy locksmith. 

" Aye t and a violent death." 
" From whose hand? " 
" From mine," replied the traveller. 
With that he put spurs to his horse, and rode away; at first plashing heavily 

through the mire at a smart trot, but gradually increasing in speed until the 
last sound of his hm·se's hoofs died away upon the wind; when he was again 
hurrying on at the same furious gallop, which had been his pace when the lock­
smith first encountered him. 

Gabriel Varden remained standing in the road with the broken lantern in 
his hand, listening in stupified silence until no sound reached his ear but the 
moaning of the wind, and the fast-falling rain; when he struck himself one or 
two smart blows in the breast by way of rousing himself, and broke into an 
exclamation of surprise. 

'' "\Vhat in the name of wonder can this fellow be ! a madman? a highway­
man? a cut-throat? If he lrncl not scoured off so fast, we'd have seen who was 
in most danger, he or I. I never nearer death than I have been to-night ! I 
hope I may be no nearer to it for a score of years to come-if so, rn be content 
to be no further from it. My stars !-a pretty brag this to a stout man­
pooh, pooh ! '' 

Gabriel resumed his seat, and looked wistfully up the road by which the 
traveller had come; murmuring in a haif whisper: 

" The :Maypole-two miles to the :Maypole. I came the other road from the 
"\-Varron after a long day's work at locks and bells, on purpose that I should 
not come by tho :Maypole and break my promise to Martha by looking in­
there's resolution! It would be dangerous to go on to London without a light; 
and it's four miles, and a gcod half-mile besides, to the Halfw:1,y-House; and 
between this and that is the very place whore one needs a light most. Two 
miles to the Maypole! I told :Martha I wouldn't; I said I wouldn't, and I 
didn't-there's resolution !" 

Repeating these t,vo fast words very often, as if to compensate for the little 
resolution he was going to show by piquing himself on the great resolution he 
had shown, Gabriel Vad.en quietly turned back, determining to get a light at 
the l\Iaypole, and to take nothing but a, light. 

\Vhen he got to the :Maypole, ho,vever, and Joe, responding to his well• 
known hail, came running out to the horse's head, leaving the door open behind 
hirn, and disclosing a delicious perspective of warmth anJ brightness-when 
the ruddy gleam of tho fire, streaming through the old red curtains of the com­
mon room, seemed to bring with it, as part of itself, a pleasant hum of voices, 
and a fragrant odour of steaming grog and rare tobacco, all steeped as it were 
in the cheerful glow-when the shadows, flitting across the curtain, showed 
that those inside had risen from their snug seats, and were making room in the 
snuggest corner (how well he knew that corner!) for the honest locksmith, 
and a broad glare, suddenly streaming up, bespoke the goodness of the crack­
ling log from which a brilliant train of sparks was doubtless r.,t that moment 
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whirling up the chimney in honour of 'his coming-when, superadded to these 
enticements, there stole upon him from the distant kitchen a gentle sound of 
frying, with a musical clatter of plates and dishes, and a savoury smell that 
made even the boisterous wind a perfume-Gabriel felt his firmness oozing 
rapidly away. He tried to look stoically at the tavern, but his features would 
relax into a look of fondness. He turned his head the other way, and the 
cold black country seemed to frown him off, and to drive him for a refuge into 
its hospitable arms . 

• , The merciful man, J oe,i' said the locksmith, ,. is merciful to his beast. 
I'll get out for a little while.,, 

And how natural it was to get out. And how unnatural it seemed for a 
sober man to be plodding wearily along through miry roads, encountering the 
rude buffets of the wind and pelting of the rain, when there was a clean floor 
covered with crisp white sand, a well swept hearth, a blazing fire, a table deco­
rated with white cloth, bright pewter flagons, and other tempting preparations 
for a well-cooked meal-when there were these things, and company disposed 
to make the most of them, all ready to his hand, and entreating him to 
enjoyment! 

CHAPTER THE THIRD. 

SucH were the locksmith's thoughts when first seated in the snug corner, 
and slowly recovering from a pleasant defect of vision-pleasant, because 
occasioned by the wind blO\ving in his eyes ; which made it a matter of sound 
policy and duty to himself, that he should take refuge from the weather, and 
tempted him, for the same reason, to aggravate a slight cough, and declare he 
felt but poorly. Such were still his thoughts more than a full hour afterwards, 
when supper over, he still sat with shining jovial face in the same warm nook, 
ljstening to the cricket-like chirrup of little Solomon Daisy, and bearing no 
unimportant or slightly respected part in the social gossip round the IY.Iaypole 
fire. 

" I wish he may be an honest man, that's all," said Solomon, winding up a 
variety of speculations relative to the stranger, concerning whom Gabriel had 
compared notes with the company, and so raised a grave discussion; '{ 1 wish 
he may be an honest man." 

" So we all do, I suppose, don't we i" observed the locksmith. 
" I don't,i' said Joe. 
" No ! " cried Gabriel. 
" No. He struck me with his whip, the coward, when he was mounted 

and I afoot, and I should be better pleased that he turned out what I think him." 
" And what may that be, Joe~" 
" No good, :Mr. Varden. You may shake your head father, but I say no 

good, and will say no good, and I would say no good :;i, hundred times over, if 
that would bring him back to have the drubbing he deserves." 



248 MASTER HU.i\IPHREY'S CLUCK. 

'' Hold your tongue sir," said John "\Villot. 
" I won't, father. It's all along of you that he darerl to do ,vhrLt ho did. 

Seeing me treated like a child, and put down like a fool, lie plucks up a heart 
and has a fling at a fellow that he thinks-a,ncl ma,y wcil think too-hasn't a 
grnin of spirit. But he's mistaken, as I'll show him, and as I'll show all of 
you before long." 

" Does tho boy know ,vhat he's a saying of: " cried the astoni~1hccl .J olm 
\Villot. 

'' Father," returned Joe, " I know what I say and mean, well-bettor than 
you do when you hear me. I can bear with you, but I cannot bear the con­
tempt that your treating me in tho way you do, brings upon me from others 
every day. Look at other young men of my age. Have they no liberty, no 
will, no right to speak ? Are they obliged to sit mumchance, and to be 
ordered about till they are the laughing-stock of young and old~ I am a bye­
word all over Chigwell, and I say-and it's fairer my saying so now, than 
waiting till you are dea.d, and I have got your money-I say that before long 
I shall be driven to break such bounds, and that when I do, it won't be mo 
that you'll have to blame, but your own self, and no other." 

John '\Villot was so amazed by the exasperation and boldness of his hopeful 
son, that he sat as one bewildered, staring in a ludicrous manner at the boiler, 
a,ntl endeavouring, but quite ineffcctuaJly, to collect his tardy thoughts, and 
invent an answer. The guests, scarcely less disturbed, were equally at a loss; ancl 
at length, with a variety of muttered, half-expressed condolences, and pieces of 
advice, rose to depart ; being at the sa,me time slightly muddled with liquor. 

The honest locksmith alone addressed a few words of coherent and sc:nsiblc 
advice to both parties, urging J olm "'\Villet to remember that Joe was nearly 
arrived at man's estate, and should not be ruled with too tight a hn.11d, an<l 
exhorting Joe himself to bear with his father's caprices, and rather endeavour to 
turn them aside by temperate remonstrance than by ill-timed rebellion. This 
advice was received as such advice usua1ly is. On .J olm ,villet it made almost 
as much impression as on the sign outside the door, ,·rl1ile ,Joe, who took it in 
the best part, avowed himself more obliged than he could well express, but 
politely intimated his intention nevertheless of taking his own course unin­
fluenced by anybody. 

"You have always been a very good friend to me, ~Ir. Varden," ho said, as 
they stood without the porch, and the locksmith was equipping himself for his 
journey home; " I fake it very kind of you to say all this, out tho time's 
nearly come when the :Maypole and I must part company." 

" Roving stones gather no moss: Joe,,, said Gabriel. 
"Nor mile-stones much," replied Joo. "I'm little better than one here, and 

see as much of the ,vorld." 
" Then \\·hat would you do, Joe;'' pursued the locksmith, stroking his chin 

reflectively. ""'\Vhat could you Le? where could you go, you see?" 
'' I must trust to chance, nir. Varden." 
'· A bad thing to trust to, Joe. I don't like it. I alwnys tell my girl when 
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.v.:e talk about a husband for her, never to trust to chance, but to make sure 

beforehand that she has a good man and true, and then chance will neither 

make her nor break her. \Vhat arc you fidgeting about there, Joe? Nothing 

o-one in tho harness I hope ~" 
e ·' No no," said Joe-finding, however, something very engrossing to do in 

the wa,y of strapping and buckling-" :Miss Dolly quite well!" 
" Hearty, thankye. She looks pretty enough to be well, and good too." 

" She's alwa,ys both sir"-
" So she is, thank Goel! " 
'' I hope ''-said Joe after some hesitation, " that you won't tell this story 

against me-this of my having been beat like the boy they'd make of me-at 

all events, till I have met this man again and settled the account. It'll be a 

better story then." 
'' '\Vhy who should I tell it to?" returned Gabriel. "They know it here, 

:1nd I'm not likely to come across anybody else who would care about it.'' 
" That's true enough "-said the young fellow with a sigh. '' I quite forgot 

that. Yes, that's true t " 
So saying, he raised his face, which was very red,-no doubt from the 

exertion of strapping 2.nd buckling as aforesai<l,-and giving the reins to the old 

man, who had by this time taken his seat, sighed again and bade him good night. 
'' Good night!" cried Gabriel. "Now think better of what we have just 

been speaking of, and don't be rash, there's a good fellow; I have an interest 
in you, and \Youldn't have yon cast yourself away. Good night ! ,, 

Returning his cheery farewell with cordial good will, Joe Willet lingered 

until the sound of wheels ceased to vibrate in his ears, and then, shaking his 

head mournfully, re-entered the house. 
Ga,briel Varden wended his way towards London, thinking of a great many 

things, and most of all of flaming terms in which to relate his a<lventure, and 

so account satisfactorily to :Mrs. Varden for visiting the Maypole, despite 
certain solemn covenants between himself and that lady. Thinking begets, 
not only thought, but drowsiness occasionally, and the more the locksmith 

thought, the more sleepy he became. 
A man may be very sober-or at least firmly set upon his legs on that 

neutral ground which lies between the confines of perfect sobriety and slight 
tipsiness-and yet feel a strong tendency to mingle up present circumstances 

with others which have no manner of connexion with them; to confound all 

consideration of persons, things, times, and places; and to jumble his disjointed 
thoughts together in a kind of mental kaleidoscope, producing combinations as 
unexpecttlcl as they are transitory. This was Gabriel V arden's state, as, nodding 
in his dog sleep, and leRiving his horse to pursue R, road with which he \Vas \"vell 
acquainted, he got over the ground unconsciously, and drew nearer and nearer 
home. He h:::.d roused himself once, when tho horse stopped until the turn-­
pike gate was opened, and had cried a lusty ''goodnight" to the toll-keeper, 

but then he woke out of a dream about picking a lock in the stomach of the 
Great Mogul, and even when he did wake, mixed up the turnpike man with 
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his mother-in-law who had been dead twenty years. It is not surprising, 
therefore, that he soon relapsed, and jogged heavily along, quite insensible to 
his progress. 

And now he approached the great city, which lay outstretched before him 
like a, dark shadow on the ground, reddening the sluggish air with a ,deep dull 
light, that told of labyrinths of public ways and shops, and swarms of busy 
people. Approaching nearer and nearer yet, this halo began to fade, and the 
causes which produced it slowly to develop themselves. Long lines of poorly 
lighted. streets might be faintly traced, with here and there a lighter spot, where 
lamps ,vere clustered about a square or market, or round some great building; 
after a, time these grew more distinct, and the lamps themselves were visible ; 
Blight yellow specks, that seemed to be rapidly snuffed out one by one as inter­
vening obstacles hid them from the sight. Then sounds arose-the striking 
of 0hurch clocks, the distant bark of dogs, the hum of traffic in the streets; 
then outlines might be traced-tall steeples looming in the air, and piles of 
unequal roofs oppressed by chimneys : then the noise swelled into a louder 
sound, and forms grew more distinct and numerous still, and London-visible 
in the darkness by its own faint light, and not by that of Heaven-was at hand. 

The locksmith, however, all unconscious of its near vicinity, still jogged on, 
half sleeping and half waking, when a loud cry at no great distance ahead, 
roused him with a start. 

For a moment or two he looked about him like a man who had been 
transported to some strange country in his sleep, but soon recognizing familiar 
objects, rubbed his eyes lazily and might have relapsed again, but that the 
cry was repe~ted-not once or twice or thrice, but many times, and each time, 
if possible, with increased vehemence. Thoroughly aroused, Gabriel, who was 
a bold man and not easily daunted, made straight to the spot, urging on his 
stout little horse as if for life or death. 

The matter indeed. looked sufficiently serious, for, coming to the place whence 
the cries had proceeded, ho descried the figure of a man extended in an appa­
rently lifeless state upon the pathway, and hovering round him another person · 
with a torch in his hand, which he waved in the air with a wild impatience, 
redoubling meanwhile those cries for help which had brought the locksmith to 
the spot. 

"vVhafs here to do~'' said tho old man, alighting. "How's this-what­
Barnaby ~ ,, 

The bearer of the torch shook his long loose hair back from his eyes, and 
thrusting his face eagerly into that of the locksmith, fixed upon him a look 
which told his history at once. 

" You know me, Barnaby i ,, said Varden. 
He nodded-not once or twice, but a score of times, and that with a 

fantastic exaggeration which would have kept his head in motion for an hour, 
but that the locksmith held up his finger, and fixing his eye sternly upon him 
caused him to desist ; then pointed to the body with an inquiring look. 

"There's blood upon him," said Barnaby with a shudder. "It makes me sick.,, 
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'' How came it there?" demanded Varden. 
" Steel, steel, steel ! " he replied fiercely, imitating with his hand tho thrust 

of a sword. 
" Is he robbed~~, said the locksmith. 
Ba.rnaby caught him by the arm, and nodded '' Yes ; " then pointed towards 

the city. 
"Oh!" said the old man, bending over the body and looking round as he 

spoke into Barnabf s pale face, strangely lighted up by something which was 
not intellect. " The robber made off that way, did he? "\V ell well, never 
mind that just now. Hold your torch this way-a little further off-so. Now 
stand quiet while I try to see what harm is done." 

\Yit,h these vwrds, he applied himself to a closer examination of the pros­
trate form, while Barnaby, holding the torch as he had been directed, looked 
on in silence, fascinated by interest or curiosity, but repelled nevertheless by 

some strong and secret horror which convulsed him in every nerve. 
As he stood at that moment, half shrinking back and half bending forward, 

both his face and figure were full in the strong glare of the link, and as dis­
tinctly revealed as though it had been broad day. He was about three-and­
twonty years old, and though rather spare, of a fair height and strong make. 
His hair, of which he had a great profusion, was red, and hanging in disorder 
about his face and shoulders, gave to his restless looks an expression quite 
unearthly-enhanced by the paleness of his complexion, and the glassy lustre 
of his large protruding eyes. Startling as his aspect was, the features were 

good, and there was something even plaintive in his wan and haggard aspect. 
But the absence of the soul is far more terrible in a living man than in a dead 
one ; and in this unfortunate being its noblest powers were wanting. 

His dress was of green, clumsily trimmed here and there-apparently by his 
own hands-with gaudy lace ; brightest where the cloth was most worn and 
soilod, and poorest where it was at the best. A pair of tawdry ruffies dangled 
at his wrists, while his throat was nearly bare. He had ornamented his hat 
with a cluster of peacock's feathers, but they were limp and broken, and now 
traile<l negligently down his back. Girded to his side was the steel hilt of an 
old sword without blade or scabbard ; and some parti-coloured ends of ribands 
:ind poor glass toys completed the ornamental portion of his attire. The 
fluttered and confused disposition of all the motley scraps that formed his 
dress, bespoke, in a scarcely less degree than his eager and unsettled manner, 
tho disorder of his mind, and by a grotesque contrast set off and heightened 
the more impressive wildness of his face. 

'' Barnaby,'' said the locksmith, after a h~sty but careful inspection, "this 
man is not dead, but he has a wound in his side, and is in a fainting-fit." 

" I know him, I know him ! ,, cried Barnaby, clapping his hands. 
" Know him? ,, repeated the locksmith. 
" Hush ! '' s:1id Barnaby~ laying his fingers on his• lips. '' He went out to­

day a wooing. I wouldn't for a light guinea that ho should never go a wooing 
again, for if he did some eyes would grow dim that are now as bright as-see, 
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when I talk of eyes, the stars come out. Whose eyes are they ~ If they are 
angels' eyes, why do they look down here and see good men hurt, and only wink 
and sparkle all the night? " 

"Now Heaven help this sillyfellow," murmured the perplexed locksmith, "can 
ho know this gentleman? His mother's house is not far off; I had better see 
if sho can tell me who he is. Barnaby my man, help me to put him in tho 
chaise, and we'll ride homo together." 

" I can't touch him ! '' cried the idiot falling back, and shuddering as with 
a strong spasm; "he's bloody.'' 

" Ifs in his nature I knO\v," muttered the locksmith, " it's cruel to ask him, 
but I must have help. Barnaby-good Barnaby-dear Barna,by-if you know 
this gentleman, for the sake of his life and everybody's life that loves him, help 
me to raise him and lay him down.'' 

" Cover him then, wrap him close - don't let me see it-smell it-hear 
the word. Don't speak the word-don't!,, 

" No, no, I'll not. There, you see he's covered now. Gently. "\¥ ell done, 
well done ! '' 

They placed him in the carriage with great ease, for B:1rnaby " 'as strong 
and acti-'i'o, but aJl the time they were so occupied he shivered from head to 
foot, and evidently experjenced such an ecstacy of terror that the locksmith 
could scarcely endure to witness his suffering. 

This accomplished, and the ,vo1mded man being covered with V arden's own 
great-coat which he took off for the purpose, they proceeded onwards at a brisk 
pace : Barnaby gaily counting the stars upon his fingers, and Gabriel inwardly 
congratulating himself upon having an adventure now, which would silence 
Mrs. Varden on the subject of the l\1aypole for that night, or there was no 
faith in woman. 
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CHAPTER 'l'HE FOUR'rII. 

IN the venerable suburb-it was a suburb once-of Clerkenwell, towards 
tha,t part of its confines which is nearest to the Charter House, and in 0110 

of those cool, shady streets, of which a few, widely scattered and dispersed, 
yet remain in such old parts of the metropolis,-each tenement quietly vege­
tating like an ancient citizen who long ago retired from business, and dozing 
on in its infirmity until in course of time it tumbles down, and is replaced by 
some extravagant young heir, flaunting in stucco and ornamental work, and all 
the vanities of modern days,-in this qun.rter, and in a street of this description, 
the business of the present chapter lies. 

At the time of which it treats, though only six-and-sixty years ago, a very 
large part of what is London now had no existence. Even in the brains of 
the wildest speculators, there had sprung up no long rows of streets connecting 
Highgate with \Vhitechapel, no assemblages of palaces in the swampy levels, 
nor little cities in the open fields. Although this part of town was then, 
as now, parcelled out in streets and plentifully peopled, it wore a different 
aspect. There were gardens to many of the houses, and trees by the 
pavement side; with an air of freshness breathing up and clown, which in 
these days would be sought in vain. Fields were nigh at hand, through which 
the New River took its winding course, and where there was merry hay-making 
in the summer time. Nature was not so far removed or hard to get at, as in 
these days; and a,lthough there were busy trades in Clerkenwell, a,nd working 
jewellers by scores, it was a purer place, with farm-houses nearer to it than 
many modern Londoners would readily believe; and lovers' walks at no great 
distance, which turned into squaJicl courts, long before the lovers of this age 
were born, or, as tho phrase goes: thought of. 

In one of these streets, the cleanest of them all, and on the shady side of 
the way-for good housewives know that sunlight damages their cherished 
furniture, and so choose the shade r:1ther than its intrusive glare-there stood 
the house with which we have to deal. It was a modest building, not over­
newly fashioned, not very straight, not large, not tall ; not bold-faced, \Vith 
great staring windows, but a shy, blinking house, with a conical roof going up 
into a peak over its garret \Yindow of four small panes of glass, like a cocked 
hat on the head of an elderly gentlerna,n with one eye. It was not built of 
brick or lofty stone, but of wood and plaster; it was not planned with a dull 
and wearisome regard to regularity, for no one window matched tho other, or 
seemed to h::LVe the slightest reference to anything besides itself. 

The shop-for it had a shop-,Yas, with rnforonce to tho first floor, where 
shops usually are; a,nd there all resemblance between it and any other shop 
stopped short and ceased. People who went in and out didn't go up a flight 
of sters to it, or ·walk easily in upon a level with the street, hut dived dmvn 
thrro st8op stairs, as into a cellar. Its floor was paved \Yitli stone ::mcl brick, 

VOL. U,-48. Z 



MASTER IIUMPIIREY'S CLOCK. 

as that of any other cellar might be ; and in lieu of \Yindow framocl and glazed 
it had a great bhck wooden flap or shutter, nearly breast high from the 
ground, which turned back in the day-time, admitting as much cold air as light, 
and very often more. Behind this shop was a wainscoted parlour, looking 
first into a paved yard, and beyond that again into a little terrace garden, 
raised some few feet above it. Any stn111ger would have supposed that 
this wainscoted parlour, saving for the door of communication by which 
he had entered, was cut off and detached from all the world ; and indeed most 
strangers on their first entrance were observed to grow extremely thoughtful, 
as weighing and pondering in their minds whether the upper rooms wore only 
approachable by ladders from without ; never suspecting that two of the most 
unassuming and unlikely doors in existence, which the most ingenious mecha­
nician on earth must of necessity have supposed to be the doors of closets, 
opened out of this room-each without the smallest preparation, or so much 
as a quarter of an inch of passage-upon two dark winding flights of stairs, 
the one upward, the other downward ; which were the sole means of communi­
cation between that chamber and tho other portions of the house. 

"\Vith all these oddities, there was not a neater, more scrupulously tidy, or 
more punctiliously ordered house, in Clerkenwell, in London, in all England. 
There were not cleaner windows, or whiter floors, or brighter stoves, or more 
highly shining articles of furniture in old mahogany; there was not more 
rubbing, scrubbing, burnishing and polishing, in tho whole street put together. 
Nor was this excellence attained without some cost and trouble and great ex­
penditure of voice, as the neighbours were frequently reminded when the good 
lady of the house overlooked and assisted in its being put to rights on cleaning 
days; \Yhich were usually from J\1onday morning till Saturday night, both days 
inclusive. 

Leaning against the door-post of this, his dwelling, the locksmith stood early 
on the morning after he had met with tho wounded man, gazing disconsolately 
at a great wooden emblem of a key, painted in vivid yellow to resemble gold, 
which dangled from the house-front, and swung to and fro with a, mournful 
creaking noise, as if complaining that it had nothing to unlock. Sometimes he 
looked over his shoulder into the shop, which was so dark and dingy with 
numerous tokens of his trade, and so blackened by the smoke of a little forge, 
near which his 'prentice was at work, that it would have been difficult for one 
unused to such espials to have distinguished anything but various tools of 
uncouth make and shape, great bunches of rusty keys, fragments of iron, 
half-finished locks, and such-like things, which garnished the ,valls anJ hung 
in clusters from the ceiling. 

After a long and patient contemplation of the golden key, and many such 
backward glances, Gabriel stepped into tho road, and stole a look at the upper 
windows. One of them chanced to be thrown open at tho moment, and a 

roguish face met his; a face lighted up by tho loveliest pn.ir of sparkling eyes 
that ever locksmith looked upon; the face of a pretty, laughing, girl; dimpled 
and fresh, and healthful-tho very imporsona.tion of good-humour ancl bloom­
ing beauty. 
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" Hush!" she whispered, bending forward, and pointing archly to the 
windo\v underneath. " Mother is still asleep.'' 

" Still, my dear," returned the locksmith in the same tone. "You talk 
as if she had been asleep all night, instead of little more than half an hour. 
But I'm very thankful. Sleep's a blessing-no doubt about it." The last few 
words he muttered to himself. 

'' How cruel of you to keep us up so late this morning, and never tell us 
where you were, or send us word ! '' said the girl. 

"Ah Dolly, Dolly! " returned the locksmith, shaking his head, and smiling, 
'' how cruel of you to run up stairs to bed ! Come down to breakfast, madcap, 
and come down lightly, or you'll wake your mother. She must be tired, I am 
sure-I am!" 

Keeping these latter words to himself, and returning his daughter's nod, 
he was passing into the workshop, with the smile she had a,wakened still 
beaming on his face, when he just caught sight of his 'prentice's brown paper cap 
ducking down to avoid observation, and shrinking from the window back to its 
former pface, which the wearer no sooner reached than he began to hammer 
lustily. 

" Listening again, Simon ! " said Gabriel to himself. '' That's bad. "\Vhat 
in the name of wonder does he expect the girl to say, that I a,lways catch him 
listening when she speaks, and never at any other time ! A bad habit, Sim, 
a, sneaking, underhanded way. Ah! you may hammer, but you won't beat 
that out of me, if you work at it till your time's up ! '' 

So saying, and shaking his head gravely, he re-entered the workshop, and 
confronted the subject of these remarks . 

• , There's enough of that just now," said the locksmith. "You needn't 
make any more of that confounded clatter. Breakfast's ready." 

'' Sir," said Sim, looking up with amazing politeness, and a peculiar little 
bow cut short off at the neck, " I shall attend you immediately." 

'' I suppose/' muttered Gabriel, "that's out of the 'Prentice's Garland, or 
the 'Prentice's Delight, or the 'Prentice's Warbler, or the 'Prentice's Guide 
to the Gallows, or some such improving text-book. Now he's going to beautify 
himself-here's a precious locksmith ! " 

Quite unconscious that his master was looking on from the dark corner by 
the parlour door, Sim threw off the paper cap, sprang from his seat, and in 
two extraordinary steps, something between skating and minuet dancing, 
bounded to a washing place at the other end of the shop, and there removed 
from his face and hands all traces of his previous work-practising the same 
step all the time with the utmost gravity. This done, he drew from some 
concealed place a little scrap of looking-glass, and with its assistance arranged 
his hair, and ascertained the exact state of a little carbuncle on his nose. 
Having now completed his toilet, he placed the fragment of mirror on a 

low bench, and looked over his shoulder at so much .of his legs as could be 
reflected in that small compass, with the greatest possible complacency and 
satisfaction. 
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Sim, a.s ho was called in the locksmith's family, or ~Ir. Simon Tappertit, as 
he called himself, and required all men to style him out of <loors, on holidays, 
and Sundays out,-was an old-fashioned, thin-faced, sleek-haired, sharp-nosed, 
small-eyed little fellow, very little more than five feet high, :1nd thoroughly 
convinced in his own mind that he ,vas above the middle size; rather tall, in 
fact, than otherwise. Of his figure, which was well enough formed, though 
somewhat of the leanest, he entertained the highest admiration ; and with 
his legs, which, in knee-breeches, were perfect curiosities of littleness, he was 
enraptured to a degree amounting to enthusiasm. He also had some majestic, 
shadowy ideas, which had never been quite fathomed by his most intimate 
friends, concerning the power of his eye. Indeed he had been known to go so 
far as to boast that he could utterly quell and subdue the haughtiest beauty by 
a simple process, which he termed '' eyeing her over; n but it must be added, 
that neither of this faculty, nor of the power he claimed to have, through the 
sarn8 gift, of vanquishing and heaving down dumb animals, even in a rabid 
state, had he ever furnished evidence which could be deemed quite satis­
factory and conclusive. 

It may be inferred from these premises, that in the small body of Mr. 
Tappertit there was locked up an ambitious and aspiring soul. As certain 
liquors, confined in casks too cramped in their dimensions, will ferment, and 
fret, and chafe in their imprisonment, so the spiritual essence or soul of Mr. 
Tappertit would sometimes fume within that precious cask, his body, until, 
with great foam and froth and splutter, it would force a vent, a.ncl carry all 
before it. It was his custom to remark, in reference to any one of these occ:t­
sions, that his soul had got into his he:1d ; and in this novel kind of intoxi­
cation many scraps and mishaps befel him, which he had frequently concealed 
with no small difficulty from his worthy ma,ster. 

Sim Tappertit, among the other fancies upon which his before-mentioned 
soul was for ever feasting and regaling itself ( and which fancies, like the liver 
of Prometheus, grew as they were fed upon), had a mighty notion of his order; 
and had been heard by the servant-maid openly expressing his regret that the 
''prentices no longer carried clubs wherewith to mace the citizens: that W[l,S 

his strong expression. He was like\vise reported to have said that in former 
times a stigma had been cast upon the body by tho execution of George Barn­
well, to which they should not have basely submitted, but should have de­
manded him of the legislature-temperately at first; then by an appeal to 
arms, if necessary-to be dealt with as they in their wisdom might' think fit. 
'l'hese thoughts always led him to consider what a glorious engine the 
'prentices might yet become if they had but a master spirit a,t their head; aucl 
then he would darkly, and to the terror of his hearers, hint at certain reck­
less follows that he knew of, and at a certain Lion Heart ready to uecome 
their captain, ,vho, once afoot, \Toulcl make the Lord 1Iayor tremble on his 
throne. 

In respect of dress and personal decomtion, Sim Tappertit was no less of 
n.n adventurous an.cl enterprising chartvJtcr. He had been seen, beyond dis-
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putc, to pull off ruffles of the finest quality at the corner of the street on 
Sunday nights, and to put them carefully in his pocket before returning home; 
and it was quite notorious that on all great holiday occasions it was his habit 
to exchange his plain steel knee-buckles for a pair ~f glittering paste, under 
cover of a friendly post, planted most conveniently in that same spot. Add 
to this that he was in years just twenty, in his looks much older, and in con­
ceit at least two hundred; that he had no objection to be jested with touching 
his admiration of his master's daughter; and had even, when called upon at a 

certain obscure tavern to pledge the lady whom he honoured with his love, 
toasted, with many winks and leers, a fair creature whose Christia,n name, he 
said, began with a D- ;-and as much is known of Sim Tappertit, who has by 
this time followed the locksmith in to breakfast, as is necessary to be known 
in making his acquaintance. 

It was a substantial meal; for over and above the ordinary tea equipage, the 
board creaked beneath the weight of a jolly round of beef, a ham of the first 
magnitude, and sundry towers of buttered Yorkshire cake, piled slice upon 
slice in most alluring order. There was also a goodly jug of well-browned clay, 
fashioned into the form of an old gentleman, not by any means unlike the 
locksmith, atop of whose bald head was a fine white froth answering to his wig, 
indicative, beyond dispute, of sparkling home-brewed ale. But better far than 
fair home-brewed, or Yorkshire cake, or ham, or beef, or anything to eat or 
drink that earth or air or water can supply, there sat, presiding over all, the 
locksmith's rosy daughter, before whose dark eyes even beef grew insignificant, 
and malt became as nothing. 

Fathers should never kiss their daughters when young men are by. It's too 
much. There are bounds to human endurance. So thought, Sim TapperLit 
when Gabriel drew those rosy lips to his-those lips within Sim's reach from 
day to day, and yet so far off. He had a respect for his master, but he wished 
the Yorkshire cake might choke him. 

" Father," said the locksmith's daughter, when this salute was ov0r, and 
they took their seats at table, " whn,t is this I hear about last night ?'' 

" All true, my dear; true as the Gospel, Doll." 
" Young :Mr. Chester robbed, and lying wounded in the road, when you 

came up~" _ 

'' Ay-}Ir. Edward. And beside him, Barnaby, calling for help with all 
his might. It was well it happened as it did; for the road's a lonely one, the 
hour was late, and, the night being cold, and poor Barnaby even less sensible 
than usual from surprise and fright, the young gentleman might have met his 
death in a very short time." 

" I dread to think of it ! " cried his daughter with a shudder. " How did 
you know him ? " 

" Know him!'~ returned the locksmith. '~ I didn't know him-how could 
I ? I had never seen him, often as I had heard and spoken of him. I took 
him to 11rs. Ru.dge's; and she no sooner saw him than the truth came 
out." 
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" :Miss Emma, father-If this news shoald reach her, enlarged. upon as it is 
sure to be, she will go distracted." 

" Why, lookye there again, how a man suffers for being good-natured," said 
the locksmith. " l\1iss Emma was with her uncle at the masquerade at Carlisle 
House, where she had gone, as the people at the "\V arren told me, sorely 
against her will. What does your blockhead father when he and ]\Irs. Rudge 
have laid their heads together, but goes there when he ought to be abed, 
makes interest with his friend the doorkeeper, slips him on a mask and 
domino, and mixes with the masquers." 

" And like himself to do so !" cried the girl, putting her fair arm round his 
neck, and giving him a most enthusiastic kiss. 

" Like himself ! " repeated Gabriel, affecting to grumble, but evidently 
delighted with the part he had taken, and with her praise. "Very like himself 
-so your mother said. However, he mingled with the crowd, and prettily 
worried and badgered he was, I warrant you, with people squeaking, ' Don't 
you know me?' and 'I've found you out,' and all that kind of nonsense in his 
ears. He might have wandered on till now, but in a little room there was :.1 
young lady who had taken off her mask, on account of the place being very 
warm, and was sitting there alone." 

" And that was she?" said his daughter hastily. 
" And that was she," replied the locksmith; "and I no sooner whispered 

to her what the matter was-as softly, Doll, and with nearly as much art as 
you could have used yourself-than she gives a kind of scream and faints 
away." 

" "\Vhat did you do--what happened next?" asked his daughter. 
a Why, the masks came flocking round, with a general noise and hubbub, 

and I thought myself in luck ,to get clear off, that's all," rejoined the locksmith. 
"What happened when I reached home you may guess, if you didn't hoar it. 
Ah! Well, it's a poor heart that never rejoices.-Put Toby this way, my dear.,, 

This '1,oby was the brown jug of which previous mention has been made. 
Applying his lips to the worthy old gentleman's benevolent forehead, the lock­
smith, who had all this time been ravaging among the eatables, kept them 
there so long, at the s_ame time raising the vessel slowly in the air, that at 
length Toby stood on his head upon his nose, when he smacked his lips, and 
set him on the table again with fond reluctance. 

Although Sim Tappertit had taken no share in this conversation, no part of 
it being addressed to him, he had not been wanting in such silent man if estn.­
tions of astonishment, as l:ie deemed most compatible with the favourable display 
of his eyes. Regarding the pause which now ensued, as a particularly adv:m­
tageous opportunity for doing great execution with them upon the locksmith's 
daughter (who he had no doubt was looking at him in mute admiration), he 
began to screw and twist his face, and especiaJly those features, into such 
extraordinary, hideous, and unpara.llele<l contortions, that Gabriel, who happened 
to look towards him, "'as stricken with amazement. 
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" vVhy, wlrn,t the devil's the matter with the lad ! " cried the locksmith. "Is 
l , , . 2" 
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" "'\Vho ?" demanded Sim, with some disdain. 
c, "'\Vho? why, you," returned his master. " ,vhat do you mean by making 

those horrible faces over your breakfast t' 
" Faces are matters of taste, sir," said Mr.-Tappertit, rather discomfited; 

not the less so because he saw the locksmith's daughter smiling. 
" Sim," rejoined Gabriel, laughing heartily. " Don't be a fool, for I'd rather 

see you in your senses. These young fellows,'' he added, turning to his daughter, 
"a.re alwa.ys committing some folly or another. There was a quarrel between 
Joe "\Villet and old John last, night-though I can't say Joe was much in fault 
either. He'll be missing one of these mornings, and will have gone away 
upon some wild-goose errand, seeking his fortune.-"\Vhy, what's the matter, 
Doll? You are making faces now. The girls are as bad as the boys every bit!'' 

" It's the tAn," said Dolly, turning alternately very red and very white, 
which is no doubt tho effect of a slight scald-" so very hot,'' 

~Ir. Tappertit looked immensely big at a quartern loaf on tho table and 
brea.thecl hard. 

,~ Is that all ? " returned the locksmith. " Put some more milk in it. Yes, 
I am sorry for Joe, because ho is a likely young follow, and gains upon one 
every time one secs him. But he'll start off you'll find. Indeed he told me as 
much himself ! " 

" Indeed ! " cried Dolly in a faint voice. " In-deed ! " 

" Is the tea tickling yom· throat still, my dear?,' said the locksmith. 
But before his daughter could make him any answer, she was taken with 
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a troublesome cough, and it was such a very unpleasant cough, that when she left 
off the tears were starting in her bright eyes. The good-natured locksmith 
was still patting her on the back and applying such gentle restoratives, when 
a message arrived from Mrs. Varden, making known to all whom it might 
concern, that she felt too much indisposed to rise after her great agitation and 
:1nxiety of the previous night ; and therefore desired to be immediately accom­
modated with the little black tea-pot of strong mixed tea, a couple of rounds 
of buttered toast, a middling-sized dish of beef and ham cut thin, and the Pro­
testant Manual in two volumes post octavo. Like some other ladies who in 
remote ages flourished upon this globe, :Mrs. Varden was most devout when 
most ill-tempered. Whenever she and her husband were at unusual variance, 
then the Protestant Manual was in high feather. 

Knowing from experience what these requests portended, the triumvirate 
broke up : Dolly to see the orders executed with all despatch; Gabriel to some 
out-of--door work in his little chaise; and Sim to his daily duty in the work­
shop, to which retreat he carried the big look, although the loaf remained 
behind. 

Indeed the big look increased immensely, and when he had tied his apron on 
quite gigantic. It was not until he had several times walked up and down 
with folded arms, and the longest strides he could take, and had kicked a 
great many small articles out of his way, that his lip began to curl. At length 

:1 gloomy derision came upon his features, and he smiled; uttering meanwhile 
with supreme contempt the monosyllable "Joe !" 
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' 1 I eyed hot· over while he talked about the fellow," ho said, "anJ that 
was of course the reason of her being confused. Joe ! ,, 

He waJked up and down again much quicker than before, and if possible 
with longer strides ; sometimes stopping to take a glance at his legs, and 
sometimes to jerk out as it were, and cast from him, another "Joe! " In the 
course of quarter an hour or so he again assumed the paper cap and tried to 
work. No. It could not be done. 

" I'll do nothing to-day,, said Mr. Tappertit, dashing it down again, "but 
grind. I'll grind up all the tools. Grinding will suit my present humour well. 
Joe!', 

\Vhirr-r-r-r. The grindstone was soon in motion; the sparks were flying 
off in showers. This was the occupation for his hea,ted spirit. 

, Vhirr-r-r-r-r-r-r. 
"Something ,Yill come of this!,' said Mr. Tappertit, pausing as if in triumph, 

and wiping his heated _face upon his sleeve. " Something will come of this. 
I hope it mayn,t be human gore.,, 

Whirr-r-r-r-r-r-r-r. 

CHAPTER THE FIFTH. 

As soon as the business of the day was over, the locksmith sallied forth 
alone to visit the wounded gentleman and ascertain the progress of his 
recovery. The house where he had left him was in a by-street in South­
wark, not far from London Bridge ; and thither he hied with all speed, 
bent upon returning with as little delay as might be, and getting to bed 
betimes. 

The evening ,vas boisterous-scarcely better than the previous night ha<l 
been. It was not easy for a stout man like Gabriel to keep his legs at the 
street corners, or to make head against the high wind ; which often fairly got 
the better of him, and drove him back some paces, or, in defiance of all his 
energy, forced him to take shelter in an arch or doorway until the fury of 
the gust was spent. Occasionally a hat or wig, or both, came spinning 
and trundling past him, like a mad thing; while the more serious spec­
tacle of falling tiles and slates, or of masses of brick and mortar or fragments 
of stone-coping- rattling upon the pavement near at hand, and splitting into 
frngments, did not increase the pleasure of the journey, or make the wa,y less 
dreary. 

,; A trying night for a man like me io walk in ! ,, StLid the locksmith, 
as he knocked softly at the widow's door. " Pd rather be in old John's 
chimney-corner, faith ! ,, 

"\Yho,s there~ ,, demanded a \\·oman's voice from within. Being answered, 
it added a hasty word of welcome, and the door was quickly opened. 

She was about forty-perhaps two or three years older-·with a cheerful 
U~.)ect, and a face that ha.cl once been pretty. It, bore traces of ~dRiction and. 
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ca,re, but they were of an old date, and Time had smoothed them. Any one 
who had bestowed but a casual glance on Barnaby might have known that this 
was his mother, from the strong resemblance between them ; but where in his 
face there was wildness and vacancy, in hers there was the patient composure 
of long effort and quiet resignation. 

One thing about this face was very strange and startling. You could not 
look upon it in its most cheerful mood without feeling that it had some extra­
ordinary capacity of expressing terror. It was not on the surface. It was 
in no one feature that it lingered. You could not take the eyes, or mouth, or 
lines upon the cheek, and say, if this or that were otherwise, it would not be 
so. Yet there it always lurked-something for ever dimly seen, but ever 
there, and never absent for a moment. It was the faintest, palest shadow of 
some look, to which an instant of intense and most unutterable horror only could 
have given birth; but indistinct an<l feeble as it was, it did suggest what that 
look must have been, and fixed it in the mind as if it had had existence in a 
dream. 

:More faintly imaged, and wanting force and purpose, as it were, because of 
his darkened intellect, there was this same stamp upon the son. Seen in a 

picture, it must have hnid some legend with it, and would have luunted those 
who looked upon the canvas. They who knew the lviaypole story, and 
could remember what the widow was, before her husband's and his master's 
murder, understood it w811. They recollected how the change had come, 
and could call to mind tha,t when her son was born, upon the very day the 
deed was known, he bore upon his wrist what seemed a smear of blood but 
half w::tshed out. 

'' God save you, neighbour,'' said the locksmith, as he follo,i:ed her with 
the air of an old friend into a litt,le parlour where a cheerful fire was 
burning. 

"And you," she answered, smiling. '' Your kind· heart has brought you 
here again. Nothing will keep you at home, I lmo-\v of old, if there are friends 
to serve or comfort, out of doors." 

"Tut, tut," returned the locksmith, rubbing his hands and warming them. 
" You women are such talkers. ,Vhat of the patient, neighbour ? " 

" He is sleeping now. He was very restless towards daylight, and for 
some hours tossed and tumbled sadly. But the fever has left him, and the 
<loctor says he will soon mend. He must not be removed until to-morrow." 

" He has had visitors to-day-humph?" said Gabriel, slyly. 
"Yes. Old :Mr. Chester has been here ever since we sent for him, and had 

not been gone many minutes when you knocked." 
'' No ladies?" said Gabriel, elevating his eyebrows and looking disap­

pointeJ. 
"A letter,'' replied the widow. 
~, Come. That's better than nothing ! " cried the locksmith. " ,vho was 

the bearer ? " 
-~ Barnaby, of course." 
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" Barn::iby's a jewel ! " said Varden; "and comes and goes with ease ·whore 
wo who think ourselves much wiser would make but a poor hand of it. He is 

not out wandering, again, I hope?'' 
" Thank Heaven he is in his bed; having been up all night, as you know, 

and on his feet all day. He was quite tired out. Ah, neighbour, if I could 
but see him oftener so-if I could but tame down that terrible restlessness-,, 

'' In good time," said the locksmith kindly, " in good time-don't be down­
hearted. To my mind he grows wiser every day." 

The widow shook her head. And yet, though she knew the locksmith 

sought to cheer her, and spoke from no conviction of his own, she was glad to 

hear even this praise of her poor benighted son. 
" He will be a 'cute man yet," resumed the locksmith. "Take care, when 

we are growing old and foolish, Barnaby doesn't put us to the blush, that's 

[l,11. But our other friend," he added, looking under the table and about the 

floor-'' sharpest and cunningest of all the sharp and cunning ones-where's 
h i,, e. 

" In Barnaby's room," rejoined the widow, with a faint smile. 
~, Ah ! He's a knowing blade ! " said Varden, shaking his head. '' I 

should be sorry to talk secrets before him. Oh! He's a deep customer. 

I've no doubt he can read and write and cast accounts if he chooses. vVhat 
was that-him tapping at the door ? " 

"'No," returned the widow. "It was in the street, I think. Hark! Yes. 
There again! 'Tis some one knocking softly at the shutter. Who can 
it be ! " 

They had been speaking in a low tone, for the invalid lay overhead, and 

the walls and ceilings being thin and poorly built, the sound of their voices 
might otherwise have disturbed · his slumber. The party without, whoever it 

was, could have stood close to the shutter without hearing anything spoken; 
and, seeing the light through the chinks and finding all so quiet, might have 
been persuaded that only one person was there. 

" Some thief or ruffian, maybe," said the locksmith. '' Give me the 
light.'' 

" No, no,'' she returned hastily. "Such visitors have never come to this 

poor dwelling. Do you stay here. You're within call, at the worst. 1 would 
rather go myself-alone." • 

'· '\Vhy?" said the locksmith, unwillingly relinquishing the candle he had 
caught up from the table. 

"Because-I don't know why-because the wish is strong upon me,'' she 
rejoined. '' There again-do not detain me, I beg of you!" 

Gabriel looked at her, in groat surprise to sec one who was usually so mild 
anJ quiet thus agitated, and with so little cause. She left the room and closed 
the door behind her. She stood for a moment as if hesitating, v;ith her hand 
upon the lock. In this short interval the knocking came again, and a voice 
close to the Yvindow-a voice the locksmith seemed to recollect, and to haYe 
some disagreeable association with-whispered " Make haste." -
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The words were uttered in that low distinct Yoice which finJs its wav so 
J 

readily to sleepers, ears, and wakes them in a fright. For a moment it 
startled even the locksmith; who involuntarily drew back from the window, 
and listened. 

The wind rumbling in the chimney made it difficult to hear ,vhat passed, but 
he could tell that the door was opened, that there was the tread of a man upon 
tho croakino- boards, and then a moment's silence-broken by a suppressed 

I? 

something which was not a shriek, or groan, or cry for help, and yet might 
have been either or all three; and the words "Niy Goel!" uttered in a voice it 
chilled him to hear. 

He rushed out upon the instant. There, at last, ,vas tha,t dreadful look­
the very one he seemed to know· so well and yet had never seen before-upon 
her face. There she stood, frozen to the ground, gazing with starting eyes, 
and livid cheeks, and every feature fixed and ghastly, upon the man he had 
encountered in the dark last night. His eyes met those of the locksmith. 
It was but a flash, an instant, a breath upon a polished glass, and he was 
gone. 

The locksmith was upon him-hafl the skirts of his streaming garment 
almost in his grasp-when his arms wore tightly clutched, and the widow flung 
herself upon the ground before him. 

" The other way-the other way," she cried. " He went the other way. 
Turn-turn_,, 

" The other way ! I see him now," rejoined the locksmith, pointing­
" yonder-there-there is his shadow passing by that light. "\Vhat-,Yho is 
this? Let me go." 

'' Come back, come back ! " exclaimed the woman, wrestling with and clasp~ 
ing him ; " Do not touch him on your life. I charge you, come back. He 
carries other lives besides his own. Come back ! " 

'' "\Vhat does this mea,n?" cried the locksmith. 
"No matter what it means, don't ask, don't speak, don't think about it. 

He is not to be followed, checked, or stopped. Come back ! " 
The old ma,n looked at her in wonder, as she writhed and clung about him ; 

and, borne down by her passion, suffered her to drag him into the house. It 
was not until she ha<l chained and double-locked the door, fastened every bolt 
and bar with the heat and fury of a maniac, and drawn him back into the 
room, that she turned upon him once again tha,t stony look of horror, a,nd, 
sinking- down into a chair, covered her face and shudclereJ as thoun·h the hand 

~ l ) C 

of cle:i.th were on her. 
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EYOND all measure astonished by the strange occurrences 

which had passed with so much violence and rapidity, the 
locksmith gazed upon the shuddering figure in the cha.ir like 

one half stupified, and would have gazed much longer, had 
not his tongue been loosened by compassion and humanity. 

<, You are ill," said Gabriel. " Let me call some neigh-
bour in_,, 

" Not for the world," she rejoined, motioning to him with her trembling 

h:ind, and still holding her face averted. "It is enough that you have been by, 
to see this." 

" Nay, more than enough-or less," said Gabriel. 

" Be it so," she returned. "As you like. Ask me no questions, I entrea,t you. ,, 

" Neighbour," said the locksmith, after a paus~. " Is this fair, or reason-
able, or just to yourself? Is it like you, who have known me so long and sought 

my advice in all matters-like you, who from a girl have had a strong mind 
ancl a staunch hea,rt ? " 

" I have had need of them," she replied. " I am growing old, both in years 

and ca,re. Perhaps that, and too much trial, have ma<le them weaker than 
they used to be. Do not spea,k to me." 

" How can I see what I have seen, and hold my peace!" returned the lock­
smith. "V/ho ,vas tlrnt man, and why has his coming made this change in you?" 
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Sho was silent, but clung to the chair as though to sa,ve herself from falling 

on the ground. 
" I take the license of an old acquaintance, :Mary," saicl the locksmith, "who 

has ever had a warm regard for you, and m:1ybe has tried to prove it when he 

could. ,vho is this ill-favoured man, and \Yhat has he to do with you? ,vho 

is this ghost, that is only seen in the black nights and bad weather? How 

does he know and ,..,.hy does he haunt this house, whispering through chinks 

and crevices, as if there was that between him and you, which neither durst so 

much as speak aloud of? ,vho is he t' 
" You do well to say he haunts this house/, returned the widow, faintly. 

"His shadow has been upon it and mo, in light and darkness, at noonday and 

midnight. And now, at last, he has come in the body.!'' 

" But he wouldn't lrn.ve gone in the body," returned the locksmith with some 

irritation, '' if you had left my arms and legs at liberty. '\Vhat riddle is this~,, 

" It is one," she ans-..vercd, rising as she spoke, " that must remain for ever 

~s it is. I dare not s:1y more th::rn that." 

a Dare not ! ,, repeated the ,vondering locksmith. 

'' Do not press me," she replied. " I am sick and faint, and every faculty of 

life seems dead within me.-No !-Do not touch me, either.', 

Gabriel, who hr~d stepped forwanl to render her assistance, foll lnwk as she 

made this hasty exclamation, and regarded her in silent wonder. 

'' Let me go my way a.lone," she said in a, low voice, " and let tho hands of 

no honest man touch mine to-night.,, ,Yhen she lrnd tottered to the door, 

she turned, and added with a stronger effort. " This is a secret, ,Yhich, of 

necessity, I trust to you. You are a true man. As you have eyer been good 

and kinJ. to me,-keep it. If any noise was heard ~LboYe, make some excuse­

say anything but what you really saw, and neYcr let a word or look between us, 

recal this circumstance. I trust to you. :Mind, I trust to you. How much I 

trust, you never can conceive.,, 

Fixing her eyes upon him for an instant, she withdrew, and left him there 

alone. 
Gabriel, not knowing what to think, stood staring at the door with a, coun-

ternmce full of surprise ancl dismay. The more he pondered on what h:Hl 

passed, tho less able he was to giye it any favourable interpret::Ltion. To find 

this widow woman, whose life for so marq years had been supposed to be one of 

solitude and retirement,,.and who, in her quiet suffering cha,r:wter, bacl gairn'll 

the good opinion and respect of all ,rho knew her-to find her linked myste­

riously with an ill-omened m:m, alarmed at his appearance, and yet favouriu0; his 

escape, was a discovery that paine<l. as much a.s it startled him. II er rcfo!.nc2 

on his secrecy, and his tacit acquiescence, increased his distress of mind. If 

he had spoken boldly, persisted in questioning her, detained her when she ro~c 

to leave tho room, made any kind of protest, instead of silently compromising 

himself, as he felt he had done, he ·wonld lrnvo been more at ease. 

" \Vhy did I let her say it was a secret, and she trusted it to me!" said 

Gabriel, putting his wig on one side to scr~itch his head \Yith greater case, ::ind 
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lookino- ruoful1v at the fire, " I ha.vc no more rcmdiness than old John himself. ::, ., 

\rby didn·t I sa,y firmly, ' You have no right to such secrets, and I dem:md 
of vou to tell mo what this moa,ns,' instead of standing gaping at her, like an ., 
old mooncalf as I am! But there's my weakness. I can be obstinate enough 
with men if need be, but women rna,y t,vist me round their fingers at their 
pleasure." ,,, 

Ho took his ,vig off outright as he made this reflection, and warming l1is 
h~ndkerchicf at tho fire began to rub and polish his bald head with it; until it 
glistened agtLin. 

" And yet," said tho locksmith, softening under this soothing process, and 
stopping to smile, "it may be nothing. Any drunken brawler trying to make 
his way into the house, would have alarmed a quiet soul like her. But then"­
~Lllll hero was tho vexation-" how came it to be that man; how comes he to 
have this influence over her; how came she to favour his getting away from 
me; and more than all, how came she not to say it was a sudden fright, a,nd 
nothing more 1 It's a sad thing to have1 in one minute, reason to mistrust a person 
I ha.Ye known so long, and an old sweetheart into the bargain ; but what else 
ca,n I do, with a.11 this upon my mind !-Is that Barnaby outside there~" 

'· Ay ! " he cried, looking in and nodding. "Sure enough it's Barnaby­
how clicl you guess ? " 

" By your shadow, ,·i said the locksmith. 
" Oho ! " cried Barnaby, glancing over his shoulder, "He's a merry fellow, 

that shadow, and keeps close to me, though I am silly. "\Ve have such pranks, 
such walks, such runs, such gambols on the grass. Sometimes he'll be half ti,s tall 
as a church steeple, and sometimes no bigger than a dwarf. Now he goes on 
before, and now behind, and anon he'll be stealing slyly on, on this side, or on 
that, stopping whenever I stop, and thinking I can't see him, though I haYe 
my eye on him sharp enough. Oh! he's a merry fellow. Tell me-is ho silJy 
too? I think he is." 

" \Vhy ? " :tskod G a,bricl. 
" Because ho ne,,er tires of mocking mo, but does it all day long.--Why 

don't you come~" 
" "\ Vhere ? " 
" Up stairs. He wants you. St:1y-whern's his shadow? Come. Y ou\·e a, 

wise man ; tell me that." .._, 
" Beside him, Barnuby; beside him, I i:;uppose," if urned the locksmith. 
" No ! " he replied, shaking his head. " Guess 1. '' 

" Gone out a ,Ydking, maybe?" 
" He has changed shaclmYs ,Yith a woman," tho idiot whispered in his car, 

and then foll back with ~t look of triumph. " Her shadow's always with him, 
and his \\'ith her. That's sport I think, eh?" 

" Barnaby," said the locksmith, with fL gnwe look; "come hither, lad." 
" I know what you want to say. I know ! " he replied, keeping away from 

him. " But I'm cunning, I'm silent. I only say so much to you-are you 
ready~" As he ~poke, he c:wght up the light, and waved it with a, \Yilcl la.ugh 
r,hoyc his head. 
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" Softly-gently," said tho locksmith, exerting all his influence to keep him 

calm and quiet. '' I thought you had been asleep." 

" So I ltave been asleep," ho rejoined, with widely-opened eyes. "Thero 

have been great fa,ces coming and going-close to my face, a;id then a mile 

nway-low places to creep through, whether I woulJ or no-high churches to 

fall down from-strange creatures crowded up together neck and heels, to sit 

upon the bed-that's sleep, eh]'' 
" Dreams, Barna,by, dreams,'' said the locksmith. 

" Dreams ! '' he echoed softly, drawing closer to him. '' Those are not 

dreams." 
" '\Vhat are," replied the locksmith, " if they are not~'' 

" I dreamed," said Barnaby, passing his arm through V arden's, and peering 

close into his face as he answered in a whisper, " I dreamed just now that 

something-it was in the shape of a man-follo\'rnd mo-came softly after me­

wouldn't let me be-but was always hiding and crouching, like a cat in d:1rk 

corners, waiting till I should pass; when it crept out and came softly after me. 

-Diel you ever sec me run f' 
" 1Ia,ny a time, you know." 
" You never saw me run as I did in this drea,111. Still it came creeping on 

to worry me. Nearer, nearer, nearer-I ran faster-leaped-sprung out of 

bed, and to tho window-and there, in the street below-but he is waiting for 

\ • '2 ,, 
us. nre you conung . 

" \Vhat in the street below, dear Barnaby I" said Varden, imagining that ho 

traced some connexion between this vision and what had actually occurred. 

Barnaby looked into his face, muttered incoherently, waved tho light 

above his head again, laughed, and drawing tho locksmith's arm more tightly 

through his own, led him up the stairs in silence. 

They entered a homely bedchamber, garnished in a scanty way with chairs 

whose spindle-shanks bespoke their age, and other furniture of very little 

worth; but clca.n and neatly kept. Reclining in an easy chair before tho fire, pale 

and weak from waste of blood, was Edward Chester, the young gentleman that 

had been the first to quit tho J\Iaypole on the previous night, who, extending 

his hand to the locksmith, welcomed him as his preserver and friend. 

'" Say no more, sir, say no more," said Gabriel. " I hope I would have done 

at least as much for any man in such a strait, and most of a,11 for you, sir. A 

certain young lady," he a,dded, with some hesitation, "has done us ma,ny a 

kind turn, and we naturally feel-I hope I give you no offence in saying this, 

sir~" 
The young man smiled and shook his head ; at the same time moving in his 

chnir as if in pain. 
·' It's no great matter," he said, in a,nswer to the locksmith's sympathising 

look, " a, more uneasiness arising at least as much from being cooped up here, 

as from the slight wound I have, or from the loss of blood. Be sea.tecl, Mr. 

Varden." 
" If I may make so bold, :Mr. Edward, as to leun upon your chair/ returned 
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the locksmith, accommodating his action to his speech, and bending over him, 

" I '11 stand here, for the convenience of speaking low. Barnaby is not in his 

quietest humour to-night, and at such times talking never does him good." 

They both glanced at the subject of this remark, who had taken a seat on tho 

other side of the firn, and, smiling vacantly, was making puzzles on his fingers 

with a skein of string. 
" P1·ay, tell me, sir," said Varden, dropping his voice still lower, " exactly 

what happened last night. I have my reason for inquiring. You loft the 

l\Iaypole; alone?" 
" And walked homeward alone until I had nearly reached the place whore 

you found me, when I heard the gallop of a horse.'' 

"-Behind you?" said the locksmith. 
'' Indeed, yes-behind me. It was a single rider, who soon overtook me, and 

checking his horse, inquired the way to London." 

" You were on the alert, sir, knowing how many highwaymen there are, 

scouring the roads in all directions ? " said Varden. 

" I was, but I had only a stick, having imprudently left my pistols in their 

holster-case with the landlord's son. I directed him as he desired. Before the 

words lmd passed my lips, he rode upon me furiously, as if bent on trampling me 

down beneath his horse's hoofs. In starting aside I slipped and fell. You 

found me with this stab and an ugly bruise or two, and without my purse-in 

which he found little enough for his pains. And now, Mr. Varden," he added, 

shaking the locksmith by the hand, "saving the extent of my gratitude to you, 

you know as much as I.'' 
'' Except," said Gabriel, bending down yet more, and looking cautiously 

towards their silent neighbour, '' except in respect of the robber himself. 

\Vhat like was he, sir? Speak low, if you please. Ba1·naby means no harm, 

but I have watched him oftener than you, and I know, little as you would 

think it, that he's listening now." 
It required a strong confidence in the locksmith's voracity to lead any one 

to this belief, for every sense and faculty that Barnaby possessed, seemed to 

be fixed upon his game, to the exclusion of all other things. Something in the 

young man's face expressed this opinion, for Gabriel repeated what he had just 

imid, more earnestly than before, and with another glance towards Barnaby, 

again asked what like the man was. 

"Tho night was so dark,1' said Edward, "the attack so sudden, and he so 

wra.pped and muffled up, that I can hardly say. It seems that-" 

" Don't mention his name, sir," returned the locksmith, following his look 

towards Barnaby; '' I know he saw him. I want to know what you saw." 

'' All I remember is," said Edward, "that as he checked his horse his hat 

was blown off. He caught it and replaced it on his head, which I observed 

was bound with a dark handkerchief. A stranger entered the Maypole while 

I was there, whom I had not seen, for I sat apart for reasons of my own, and 

when I rose to lea.ve the room and glanced round, he was in the shadow of 

the chimney and hidden from my sight. But if he and the robber were two 
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different persons, their voices were strangely and most remarkably alike; for 
directly the man addressed me in the ro::td, I recognised his speech again." 

"' It is as I feared. The very man ,vas here to-night," thought tho lock­
smith, changing colour. "\Vhat dark history is this!" 

'• HaJloa ! " cried a hoarse voice in his ear. " Halloa, halloa, h:1lloa ! Bow 
wow wo\v. "\Vhat's the matter here ! Hal-loa ! " 

The speaker-who made the locksmith start, as if he had been some super­
natural agent-was a large raven; who had perched upon tho top of the easy­
chair, ui1seen by him and Edward, and listenetl with a polite atLention and a 
most extraordinary appearance of comprehending every word, to all they had 
said up to this point; turning his head from one to the other, as if his office 
,rnrc to judge bet,veen them, and it were of the very last importance that ho 
should not lose a word. 

'' Look at him! '' said Varden, divided between admiration of the bird and 
a kind of fear of him. " vV as there eveF such a knowing imp as that ! Oh 
he's a dreadful fellow ! '' 

The raven, with his head very much on one side, and his bright eye shining 
like a diamond, preserved a thoughtful silence for a few seconds, and then 
replied in a voice so hoarse and distant, that it seemed to come through his 
thick feathers rather than out of his mouth. 

" HaJloa, halloa, halloa ! "'\Vhat's the matter here! Keep up your spirits. 
Never say die. Bow wow wow. I'm a devil, I'm a devil, I'm a devil. Hur­
rah! "-And then, as if exulting in his infernal character, he began to whistle. 

" I more than lrnlf believe he speaks the truth. Upon my word I do," said 
Varden. "Do you see how he looks at me, as if he knew· wh:it I was 

. " ,, sa,ymg: 
To which the bird, balancing himself on tiptoe, as it were, and moving his 

body up and down in a sort of grave <lance, rejoined, "I'm a devil, I'm a 
devil, I'm a devil," and flapped his wings against his sides as if ho were 
bursting with laughter. Barnaby clapped his hands, and fairly rolled upon 
the ground in an ecstacy of delight. 

" Strange companions, sir,,, said th0 locksmith, shaking his head and looking 
from one to the other. " The bird has all the ·wit." 

" Strange indeed!'' said Edward, holding out his forefinger to the ra\'cn, 
,Yho, in acknowledgement of the attention, made a dive at it immediately with 
his iron bill. " Is he old ? " 

'' A mere boy, sir," replied the locksmith. "A hundred and twenty, or 
therea,bouts. Call him down, Barnaby my man." 

" Call him!,, echoed Barnaby, sitting upright upon the floor, and staring 
va,cantly at Gabriel, as he thrust his hair back from his faco. " But who can 
nrn.ke him come! He calls me, and makes me go where he will. Ho goes on 
before, and I follow. H e's the master, and I'm the man. Is that the truth, 
Grip?,, 

The raven gave a short, comfortable, confidential kind of croak ;-a most 
expressive croak, which seemed to say " You needn't let these fellows into 
our secrets. '\Ve understand each other. It's all right." 
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'' I make ltim, come ! " cried Barnaby, pointing to the bird. "Him, who 
noyer goes to sleep, or so much as winks !-Why, any time of night, you may 
see his eyes in my dark room, shining like two sparks. And every night, and 
all night too, he's broad awake, talking to himself, thinking wha,t ho slrnll do 
to-morrow, where ,Ye shall go, and what he shall steal, and hide, and bury. I 
make ltini come! Ha, ha, ha!" 

On second thoughts, the bird appeared disposed to come of himself. After 
a short survey of the ground, and a few sidelong looks at tho ceiling anJ. at 
everybody present in turn, he fluttered to the floor, and went to B~Lrnaby­
not in a hop, or walk, or run, but in a pace like that of a very particuhr 
gentleman with exceedingly tight boots on, trying to walk fast over loose 
pebbles. Then, stepping into his extended hand, and conJ.esconding to be 
held out at arm's length, he gave vent to a succession of sounds, not unlike 
tho drawing of some eight or ten dozen of long corks, and :1gain :1ssorted his 
brimstone birth and parentage with great distinctness. 

The locksmith shook his head-perhaps in some doubt of the cro:Lturo 's 
being really nothing but a bird-perhaps in pity for Barnaby, who uy this 
time had him in his arms, and was rolling about with him on the ground. As 
ho raised his eyes from the poor fellow he encountered those of his mother. 
who had entered the room, and was looking on in silence. 

She was quite white in the face, even to her lips, but had wholly subdued 
her emotion, and wore her usual quiet look. Varden fancieJ. as he glanced 
at her that she shrunk from his eye; and that she busied herself about the 
wounded gentlema,n to avoid him the better. 

It was time he ,vent to bed, she said. He was to Le removed to his own 
home on the morrow, and he had already exceeded his time for sitting up, by 
a full hour. Acting on this hint, the locksmith prepared to take his leave. 

'' By the bye," said Ed ward, as he shook him by the hand, and looked from 
him to :Mrs. Rudge and back again, ,~ ·what noise was that below~ I he:1rd 
your voice in the midst of it, and should have inquired before, but our other 
conversation drove it from my memory. "\Vhat was it~" 

Tho locksmith looked towards her, and bit his lip. She leant against the 
chair, and bent her eyes upon the ground. Barnaby too-he was listening. 

-" Some mad or drunken follo,v, sir," V ardcn :1t length made answer, 
looking steadily at the widow as he spoke. " He mistook the house, a,nd tried 
to force an entrance." 

She breathed more freely, but stood quite motionless. As the locksmith 
sa.icl "Good night;' and Barnaby caught up tho candle to light him down the 
stairs, she took it from him, and charged him-,vith more haste and ea,rncst­
ncss than so slight an occasion appeared to warra,nt-not to stir. The r:1ven 
followed them to satisfy himself that all was right below, and when they 
reached the street-door, stood. on the bottom stair, drawing corks out of 
number. 

\Yith a tremLling hand she unfastened tho cha,in and bolts, and tnrne<l the 
key. As she had her hand upon tho btch, t.he locksmith said in a low voice, 
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"I have told a lie to-night, for your sake, :Mary, and for the sake of bygone 

times and old acquaintances, when I would scorn to do so for my own. I hope 

I may have done no harm, or led to none. I can't help tho suspicions you 

have forced upon me, and I am loath, I tell you plainly, to leave l\lr. Edward 

horn. Take care he comes to no hurt. I doubt the safety of thii:; roof, and 

am glad he leaves it so soon. Now, let me go." 

For a moment she hid her face in her hands and wept ; but resisting the 

strong impulse which evidently moved her to reply, opened tho door-no 

wider than was sufficient for the passage of his body-and motioned him away. 

As the locksmith stood upon the step, it was chained and locked behind him, 

and the raven, in furtherance of these prec:1utions, barked like a lusty house­

dog. 
" In league with that ill-looking figure that might have fallen from a gibbet 

-he listening and hiding here-Barnaby first upon the spot last night-can 

she who has always borne so fair a name be guilty of such crimes in secret ! " 

said the locksmith, musing. "Heaven forgive me if I am wrong, and send 

me just thoughts; but she is poor, the temptation may be great, and we daily 

hear of things as strange.-Ay, bark away, my friend. If there's any wicked­

ness goirig on, that raven's in it, I'll be sworn.'~ 

CHAPTER THE SEVENTH. 

Mns. VARDEN was a lady of what is commonly called an uncerta,in temper­

a phrase which Leing interpreted signifies a temper tolerably certain to make 

every body more or less uncomfortable. Thus it generally happened, that 

when other people were merry, l\Irs. Varden was dull; and that when other 

people were dull, :Mrs. Varden was disposed to be amazingly cheerful. Indeed 

the worthy housewife was of such a capricious nature> that she not only 

attained a higher pitch of · genius than :Macbeth, in respect of her ability to be 

wise, amazed, temperate and furious, loyal and neutral in an instant, but ,vould 

sometimes ring the changes backwards and forwards on all possible mooch; 

and flights in one short quarter of an hour; performing, as it were, a kind of 

triple bob major on the peal of instruments in the female belfry, with a skil­

fulness and rapidity of execution that astonishocl all who heM·cl her. 

It had been observed in this good Indy (who did not want for personal 

;1ttractions, being plump and buxom to look at, though like lier fair daughter, 

somewhat short in stature) that this uncertainty of disposition strengthened 

and increased with her temporal prosperity; and divers wise men and matrons, 

on friendly terms with the locksmith and his fnmily, even \\'ent so far as to 

assert, that a tumble down some half-dozen rounds in the world's la,ddor-such 

t1s the brnaking of the bank in which her husband kept his money, or some 

little fall of that kind-would be the making of her, and could hardly fail to 

render her one of the most agreeable companions in existence. \Vhcthor 

they were right or wrong in this conjecture, certain it is tlrnt minds, like 
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bodies, will often fall into a pimpled ill-conditioned state from mere excess of 
comfort) and like them, aro often successfully cured by remedies in themselves 

very nauseous and unpala,table. 
:Mrs. V arden's chief aider and abettor, and at the same time her principal 

Yictim and object of wrath, was her single domestic servant, one :Miss ~Iiggs ; 
or as she was ca.lled, in conformity with those prejudices of society which lop 
and top from poor handmaidens all such genteel excrescences-Miggs. This 
~liggs was a tall young lady, very much addicted to pattens in privnite life ; 
slender and shrewish, of a, rather uncomfortable figure, and though not abso­
lutely ill-looking, of a sharp and acid visage. As a general principle and. 
a,bstract proposition, :Miggs held the male sex to be utterly contemptible and 
unworthy of notice ; to be fickle, false, base, sottish, inclined to perjury, and 
wholly undeserving. "\ Vhen particularly exasperated against them ( ,vhich, scandal 
said,.,rns when Sim Tappertit slighted her most) she was accustomed to wish 
with great emphasis that the whole race of women could but die off, in order 
that the men might be brought to know the real value of the blessings by 
which they set so little store ; nay, her feeling for her order ran so high, that 
she sometimes declared, if she could only have good security for a fair, round 
number-say ten thousand-of young virgins following her example, sho 
would, to spite mankind, hang, drown, stab, or poison herself, with a joy past 
all expression. 

It was the voice of .Miggs that greeted the locksmith, when ho knocked at 
his own house, with a shrill cry of'" \Vho's there t' 

"' ~Ie O'irl me " returned Gabriel 
' b ' ' • 

" \Vhat, already, sir!" said 11iggs, opeuing the door with a look of surprise. 
"'\Ve was just getting on our nightcaps to sit up,-me and mistress. Oh, 
she has been so bad ! " 

1Iiggs said this with an air of uncommon candour and concern ; but the 
parlour-door was standing open, and as Gabriel very well knew for whoso ears 
it wa.s designed, he regarded her with anything but an approving look as ho 
passed in. 

'' l\Iaster's come home, mim,i' cried l\1iggs, running before him into the 
parlour. "You was wrong, mim, and I was right. I thought he wouldn't 
keep us up so late, two nights running, mim. l\Iaster's always considerate so 
far. I'm 80 glad, mim, on your account. I'm a little"--here 1Iiggs simpered 
-·' a little sleepy myself; I'll own it now, mim, though I said I wasn't when 
you asked me. It an 't of no consequence, mim, of course.,, 

" You had better," said the locksmith, who most devoutly wished that Bar­
naby's raven was at l\Iiggs' ancles, "you had better get to bed at once then." 

" Thanking you kindly, ir,'' returned Miggs, "I couldn't take my rest in 
peace, nor fix my thoughts upon my prayers, otherways than that I knew mis­
tre s was comfortable in her bed this night; by :i.·ights she should have been 
there, hours ago." 

" You're talkative, mi tress," said Varden, pulling off his great-coat~ and 
looking a,t her a kew. 
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" T::i.king the hint, sir," cried J\figgs, with a flushed face, "~wd thanking you 
for it rnost kindly, I will make Lold to say, that if I give offence by having 
consideration for my mistress, I do not ask ycur pardon~ but am content to get 
myself into troubl1~ and to be in suffering." 

Here l\'Irs. ·v arden, ,Yho, with her countenance shrouded in a large nightcap, 
had been all this timo intent upon the Protestant :Manual, looked round, an<l 
acknowledged :i.Vliggs' championship by commanding her to hold her tongue. 

Every little bone in l\Iiggs' throat and neck developed itself with a spiteful­
ness quite alarming, as she replied, " Y cs, mim, I will." . 

·' How do you find yourself now, my dear?,, said the locksmith, taking a 
chair near his wife (,Yho had resumed her book), and rubbing his knees hard 
as he made the inquiry. 

"You're very anxious to know, :1n't you?" returned l\frs. Varden, with her 
eyes upon the print. "You, that have not been near me all day, and wouldn't 
have been if I was dying!'' 

" My dear l\'Iartha-" said Gabriel. 
:Mrs. Varden turned over to the next pa,ge; then went back again to the 

bottom line oyer leaf to be quite sure of the last words; and then went on 
reading with an appearance of the deepest interest and study. 

" :My dear :Martha," said the locksmith, '· how can you say such things, 
when you know you don't mean them? If you were dying ! ,vhy, if there was 

anything serious the matter with you, :Martha, shouldn't I be in const:1nt 
attendance upon you?" 

" Y cs!,, cried l\Irs. V ardcn, bursting into tears, '' yes, you vmulcl. I don't 
doubt it, Varden. Certainly you \Yould. That's as much as to tell mo that 
you would be hovering round me like a n1lture, waiting till the breath ,vas out 
of my body, that you might go and marry somebody else." 

l\1iggs groaned in sympathy- a litilc short groan, checked in its birth, and 
ch::mged into a cough. It seemed to say, " I can't help it. It's wrung from 
me by tlrn dreadful brutality of that monster master.'' 

" But you'll break my heart one of these days," ;;i,ddecl :Mrs. Varden, ,vith 
more resignation, '' and then we shall both be lw,ppy. ~ly only desire is to see 
Dolly comfortably settled, and when sho is, you may settle me as soon as 
you like." 

" Ah ! " cried l\figgs-a,nd coughed :1gain. 
Poor Gabriel bYisted his wig about in silence for a long time, :1nd then said 

milcllv, " Has Dolly gono to bod ?~' 
.! • '-

" Your master speaks to you," said Mrs. Varden, looki11g sternly over her 
shoulder at tJ iss l\Ijggs in \Yaiting. 

" No, my clear, I spoke to you," suggested the locksmith. 
" Did you hea.r me, l\liggs ?" cried the obdurate lady, stamping her foot upon 

the ground. " You aro beginning to despise me now, are you? But this is 
ex:1.mplc ! " 

At this cruel rebuke, :Miggs, whose tears were always ready, for brgo or small 
pflrties, on the shortest notice and the most 11nreasonable terms, fell a crying 
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Yiolently; holding both her ha.nds tight upon her heart mea,mvhile, as if nothing 

less would prevent its splitting into small fragments. :Mrs. Varden, who like­

wise possessed that faculty in high perfection, wept too, aga,inst Niiggs ; and 

with such effect tha,t ~Iiggs ga,-ve in aJter a time, and, except for an occasional 

sob, which seemed to threaten some remote intention of breaking out again, 

left hor mistress in possession of the field. Hor superiority being thoroughly 

assorted, that lady soon desisted likewise, and foll into a, quiet melancholy. 

The relief was so great, :rncl the fatiguing occurrences of last night so com­

Jiletely overpowered the locksmith, tlrnt he nodded in hi.3 chair, and would 

doubtless ha,-ve slept there all night, but for the voice of :Mrs. Varden, which, 

n.ftcr a pa,use of some five minutes, awoke him with a sta,rt. 

'~ If I am ever/' said :Mrs. V .-not scolding, but in 3, sort of monotonous 

remonstra.nce--" in spirits, if I am ever cheerful, if I :1111 ever more tha.n usuaJly 

disposed to be talkative and comfortable, this is the wa.y I am treated." 

'~ Such spirits as you was in too, mim, but half an hour ago!" cried l\1iggs. 

" I never see such company ! " 

" Beca,use," said 1Irs. V a.rclen, "beca.use I never interfere or interrupt; 

because I never question where anybody comes or goes; bec:1nse my whole 

mind and soul is bent on saving where I can save, and labouring in tl1is house; 

- t herefore, they try me as they do.,, 

" l\Iartha," urged tho locksmith, enclea.vouring to look as wakeful as possible, 

"what is it you complain of? I really ca.me homo with every wish and desire 

to be lrnppy. I did, indeed." 

" \Vh,Lt do I compl:tin of!" retorted his wife. ,~ Is it a, chilling thing to 

h[Lve one's husband sulking and falling aslc('P <litcctly ho comes home-to have 

him freezing all one's ,varm-heartedncss, an<l throwing cold ·wa,ter over tho 

firesid e? Is it natural, when I know he ,vent out upon a nmtter in which I am 

ns much interested as anybody can be, that I should wish to know all that has 

li,tppenecl, or that ho should tell mo without my bogging :111cl pra.ying him to 

do it~ Is that natur:11, or is it not 1" 

" I am very sorry, I\Iartha,/ s:1id the good-natured locksmith. "I wa,s really 

afr.'.licl you were not clisposed to talk pleasantly: I'll tell you everything; I shall 

only be too glad, my dear.'' 

" "Xo, Varden," returned his wife, risino- with dicrnity. "I cb.rc say·--tha,nk 
c:, c:, u 

yon. I'm not a child to be corrected one minute and petted the next-I'm a little 

too old for that, Y arclen. :t\Iiggs, ca,rry tl18 light. You c:in be cheerful, Micr~s, 
1 " c,__, 

at cast. 

Miggs, who, to this moment, ha<l been in the very depths of compassionate 

(lu,:pondency, passed insta,ntly into tho liveliest sbte conceivable, and tossing 

her head as she ghncocl. towards the locksmith, bore off her mistress and tho 
light together. 

. " ~o,,,., ':·ho would think," thought Varden) shrugging his shoulders ~tud draw­

mg hi chair nearer to tho firr, "t1in,t that woman coul<l ever be plE-a,sant and 

:1.grceable: And yet 8ho c:111 be. "\ V ell, well, all of us have our fo,ults. I'll 

not be h[Lrd upon hers. \V c have been man and wife too long for that." 
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He dozed again-not the less pleasantly, perhaps, for his heai-ty temper. 
While his eyes were closed, the door leading to the upper stairs was partially 
opened ; and a head appeared, which, at sight of him, hastily drew back aga.in. 

" I wisht murmured Gabriel, waking at the noise, and looking round the 
room, " I wish somebody would marry Miggs. But that's impossible ! I 
wonder whether there's any madman alive, who would marry l\1iggs ! '' 

This was such a vast speculation that he fell into a doze again, and slept 
until the fire was quite burnt out. At last he roused himself; and having 
double-locked the street-door according to custom, and put the key in his 
pocket, went off to bed. 

He had not left the room in darkness many minutes, when the head again 
appeared, and Sim Tappertit entered, bearing in his hand a little lamp. 

'' vVhat the devil business has he to stop up so late ! " muttered Sim, 
passing into the workshop, and setting it down upon the forge. "Here's half 
the night gone already. There's only one good that has ever come to me, out 
of this cursed old rusty mechanical trade, and that's this piece of ironmongery, 
upon my soul!" 

As he spoke, he drew from the right hand, or rather right leg pocket of his 
smalls, a clumsy hrge-sized key, which he inserted cautiously in the lock his 
master had secured, and softly opened the door. That done, he replaced his 
piece of secret workmanship in his pocket; and leaving the lamp burning, and 
closing the door carefully and without noise, stole out into the street-as little 
suspected by the locksmith in his sound deep sleep, as by Barnaby himself in 
his phantom-haunted dreams. 
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CHAPTER THE EIGHTH. 

CLEAR of' the locksmith's house, Sim Tappertit laid aside his cautious 
manner, and assuming in its stead that of a ruffling, swaggering, roving blade, 
who would rather kill a man than otherwise, and eat him too if needful, ma.de 

the best of his wa.y along the darkened streets. 
Half pa.using for an insta.nt now and then to smite his pocket and assure 

himself of the safety of his master key, he hurried on to Barbican, and turn­
ing into one of the narrowest of the narrow streets which diverged from that 
centre, slackened his pace and wiped his heated brow, as if the termination of 

his walk were near at hand. 
It was not a very choice spot for midnight expeditions, being in truth one of 

more than questionable character, and of an appearance by no means inviting. 
From the main street he had entered, itself little better than an alley, a 
low-browed doorway led into a blind court, or yard, profoundly dark, un­
paved, and reeking with stagnant odours. Into this ill-favoured pit, the lock­
smith's vagrant 'prentice groped his way; and stopping at a house from whose 
defaced and rotten front the rude effigy of a bottle swung to and fro like some 
gibbeted malefactor, struck thrice upon an iron grating with his foot. After 
listening in vain for some response to his signal, Mr. Tappertit became impa.­

tient, and struck the grating thrice again. 
A further delay ensued, but it was not of long duration. The ground seemed 

to open at his feet, and a ragged head appeared. 
" Is that the ca,ptain ~" said a voice as ragged as the head. 
" Yes," replied Mr. Tappertit haughtily, descending as he spoke, " who 

should it be~ ,, 
0

' It's so late, we gave you up," returned the voice, as its owner stopped to 
shut and fasten the grating. " You're late, sir." 

" Lead on," said Mr. Tappertit, with a gloomy majesty, "and make remarks 
when I require you. Forward!" 

This latter word of command was perhaps somewhat theatrical and unneces­
sary, inasmuch as the descent was by a very narrow, steep, and slippery flight 
of steps, and any rashness or departure from the beaten track must have ended 
in a yawning water-butt. But :Mr. Tappertit being, like some other great 
commanders, favourable to strong effects, and personal display, cried" Forward'." 
again, in the hoarsest voice he could assume; and led the way, with folded arms 
and knitted brows, to the cellar down below, where there was a small copper 
fixed in one corner, a chair or two, a form and table, a glimmering fire, and a 
truckle-bed, covered with a ragged patclnvork rug. 

",V clcome, noble captain!" cried a lanky figure, rising as from a nap. 
The captain nodded. Then, throwing off his outer coat, he stood composed 

in all his dignity, and eyed his follower over. 
" -~Nhat newn to-night~" he asked, when he had looked into his very soul. 
YOL, II.-50. B B 
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"Nothing particubr," replied theother,stretching himself-and hewasso long 
alreadythatit was quite alarming to see him do it-" how come you to be so late?" 

" No matter," was all the captain deigned to say in answer. " Is the room 
prepared ? ,, 

" It ist repHed his follower. 
" The comrade-is he here f' 
" Yes. And a sprinkling of the others-you hear 'em t' 
" Playing skittles!" said the captain moodily. " Light-hearted revellers!'' 
There was no doubt respecting the particular amusement in which these 

heedless spirits were indulging, for even in the close and stifling atmosphere 
of the vault, the noise sounded like distant thunder. It certainly appeared, 
at first sight, a singubr spot to choose, for that or any other purpose 
of relaxation, if the other cellars answered to the one in which this brief 
colloquy took place ; for the floors were of sodden earth, the walls and roof of 
<la.mp bare brick tapestried with the tracks of snails and slugs; the air was 
sickening, tainted, and offensive. It seemed, from one strong flavour which 
was uppermost among the various odours of the place, that it had, at no very 
distant period, been used as a storehouse for cheeses ; a circumstance which, 
while it accounted for the greasy moisture that hung about it, was agreeably 
suggestive of rats. It was naturally damp besides, and little trees of fungus 
sprung from every mouldering corner. 

'l.1he proprietor of this charming retreat, and owner of the ragged head 
before mentioned-for he wore an old tie-wig as bare and frouzy as a stunted 
hearth-broom-had by this time joined them; and stood a little apa.rt, rubbing 
his hands, wagging his hoary bristled chin, and smiling in silence. His eyes 
\Vere closod ; but had they been wide open, it would have been easy to tell, 
from the attentive expression of the face he turned towards them-pale :md 
unwholesome as might be expected in one of his underground existence-and 
from a certain anxious raising and quivering of the lids, that he was blind. 

'" Even Stagg hath been asleep," said the long comrade, nodding towards 
this person. 

"Sound, captain, sound!" cried the blind man; " what does my nobl@ 
captain drink-is it brandy, rum, usquebaugh ! Is it soaked gunpowder, or 
blazing oil~ Give it a name, heart of oak, and we'd get it for you, if it wa.s 
wine from a bishop's cellar, or melted gold from King George's mint." 

" See," said Mr. Tappertit haughtily, " that it's something strong, and 
comes quick; and so long a,s you take care of that, you ma,y bring it from the 
devil's cellar, if you like." 

'' Boldly said, noble captain !" rejoined the blind man. " Spoken like the 
'Prentices' Glory. Ha, ha! From the devil's cellar! A brave joke ! The 
captain joketl1. Ha, ha, ha!" 

" I'll tell you what, my fine feller," said l\tir. Tappertit, eyeing the host over 
as he walked to a closet, and took out a bottle and gla,ss as carelessly as if 
he had been in full possession of his sight, "if you make tha.t row, you'll find 
that the captain~s very far from joking, and so I tell you." 

" He's got his eyes on me !" cried Sta.gg, stopping short on his \\'.'.l.)' back, 
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a,nd rdfecting to screen his face with the bottle. " I feel 'em though I can't 
see 'em. Take 'em off, noble captain. Remove 'em, for they pierce like gimlets." 

:Mr. Tappertit smiled grimly at his comrade; a,nd twisting out one more 
look-a kind of ocular screw-under the influence of which the blind man 
feia-necl to undero-o o-reat an~uish and torture, bade him, in a softened tone, C o o u 

approach, and hold his peace. 
" I obey you, captain," cried Stagg, drawing close to him and filling out a 

bumper without spilling a drop, by reason that he held his little finger at the 
brim of the glass, and stopped at the instant the liquor touched it, '' drink, 
noble governor. Death to all masters, life to all 'prentices, and love to all 
fair damsels. Drink, brave general, and warm your gallant heart ! " 

:Mr. Tappertit condescended to take the glass from his outstretched hand. 
Stagg then dropped on one knee, and gently smoothed the calves of his legs, 
with an air of humble admiration. 

''That I had but eyes !'' hecried, ''to behold my captain's symmetrical propor­
tions! That I had but eyes, to look upon these t,vin invaders of domestic peace!" 

" Get out !" said 1\1r. Tappertit, glancing downward at his favourite limbs. 
" Go along, will you, Stagg!" 

" "\i\Then I touch my own afterwards," cried the host, smiting them reproach­
fully, '' I hate 'em. Comparatively spea,king, they've no more shape than 
wooden legs, beside these models of my noble captain's." 

'' Yours !" exclaimed Mr. Tappertit. " No, I should think not. Don't talk 
about those precious old toothpicks in the same breath with mine; that's 
rather too much. Here. Take the glass. Benjamin. Lead on. To business!" 

'\iVith these words, he folded his arms again; and frowning with a sullen 
majesty, passed with his companion through a little door at the upper end of 
the celJar, and disappeared; leaving Stagg to his private meditations. 

The vault they entered, strewn with sawdust and dimly lighted, was be­
tween the outer one from which they had just come, and that in which the 
skittle-players were diverting themselves; as was manifested by the increased 
noise and clamour of tongues, which was suddenly stopped, however, and replaced 
bya deadsilence, at a sign:11 from the longcomrade. Then, this young gentleman, 
going to a little cupboard, returned with a thigh-bone, which in former times 
must have been p:1rt and parcel of some individual at least as long as himself, 
and placed the same in the hands of 1\fr. Tappertit; who, receiving it as a 
sceptre and staff of authority, cocked his three-cornered hat fiercely on the top 
of his head, and mounted a large table, whereon a chair of state, cheerfully 
ornamented with a couple of skulls, was placed ready for his reception. 

He had no sooner assume<l this position, than another young gentleman 
appeared, bearing in his arms a huge clasped book, who made him a pro­
found obeisance, and delivering it to the long comrade, advanced to the 
table, and turning his back upon it, stood there Atlas-wise. Then, the long 
comrade got upon the table too; and seating himself in a lower chair than 
.Mr. Tappertit's, \\'ith much state and ceremony, placed tho large book on the 
shoulders of their mute companion as deliberately as if ho had been a wooden 
desk, and prepared to make entries therein with a, pen of corresponding size. 
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"\Vhen the long comrade had made these preparations, he looked towards :Mr. 

Tappertit; and Nir. Tappertit, flourishing the bone, knocked nine times therewith 

upon one of the skulls. At theninthstroke,a third young gentleman emerged from 

the door leading to the skittle ground, and bowing low, awaited his commands. 

" 'Prentice ! ,, said the mighty captain, " who waits without r· 
The 'prentice made answer that a stranger was in attendance, who claimed 

admission into that secret society of 'Prentice Knights, and a free partici­

pation in their rights, privileges, and immunities. Thereupon Mr. Tappertit 

flourished the bone again, and giving the other skull a prodigious rap on the 

nose, exclaimed "Admit him!,. At these dread words the 'prentice bowed 

once more, and so withdrew as ho had come. 
There soon appeared at the same door, two other 'prentices, having between 

them a third, whose eyes were handaged, and who was attired in a bag-wig, 

and a broad-skirted coat, trimmed with tarnished lace; and who was girded 

with a sword, in compliance with the laws of the Institution regulating the 

introduction of candidates, which required them to assume this courtly dress, 

and kept it constantly in lavender, for their convenience. One of the conductors 

of this novice held a rusty blunderbuss pointed towards his ear, and the other 

a very ancient sabre, with which he carved imaginary offenders as he came 

along in a sanguinary and anatomical manner. 

As this silent group advanced, :\Ir. Tappertit fixed his hat upon his head. 

The novice then laid his hand upon his breast and bent before him. "'\Vhen 

he had humbled himself sufficiently, the captain ordered the bandage to be 

removed, and proceeded to eye him over. 
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" Ha!,, said the captain, thought.fully, when he had concluded this ordeal. 

" Proceed:' 
The long comrade read aloud as follows :-" Mark Gilbert. Age, nineteen. 

Bound to Thomas Curzon, hosier, Golden Fleece, Aldgate. Loves Curzon's 

daughter. Cannot say that Curzon's daughter loves him. Should think it 

probable. Curzon pulled his ears last Tuesday week." 
'' How ! " cried the captain, starting. 
'' For looking at his daughter, please you," said the novice. 
·· "\Vrite Curzon down, Denounced," said the captain. "Put a black cross 

ag.1inst the name of Curzon." . 
'' So please you,'' said the novice, " that's not the worst-he calls his 'pren­

tice idle dog, and stops his beer unless he works to his liking. He gives Dutch 

cheese, too, eating Cheshire sir, himself; and Sundays out, are only once a month.'' 

"This," said ~Ir. Tappertit gravely, "is a flagrant case. Put two black 
crosses to the name of Curzon." 

'' If the society," said the novice, who was an ill-looking, one- sided, sham­
bling lad, with sunken eyes set close together in his head-'' if the society would 
burn his house down-for he's not insured-or beat him as he comes home 
from his club at night, or help me to carry off his daughter, and marry her at 
the Fleet, whether she gave consent or no-" 

~Ir. Tappertit waved his grizzly truncheon as an admonition to him not to 
interrupt, and ordered three black crosses to the name of Curzon. 

" \Vhich means," he said in gracious explanation, " vengea.nce, complete 
and terrible. 'Prentice, do you Joye the Constitution ? " 

To "·hich the novice (being to that end instructed by his attendant sponsors) 
r~plied " I do ! " 

" The Church, the State, and everything established-but th0 masters ? ,. 
quoth the captain. 

Again the novice said " I do." 
Having said it, he listened meekly to the captain, who, in an address pre­

pared for such occasions, told him how that under that sam8 Constitution 
(which was kept in a strong-box somewhere, but where exactly he could not 
find out, or he would have endeavoured to procure a copy of it), the 'pre.1tices 
had, in times gone by, had frequent holidays of right, broken people's heads by 
scores, defied their masters, nay, even achieved some glorious murders in the 
streets, which privileges had gradually been wrested from them, and in all 
~vhich noble aspirations they were now restrained ; how the degrading checks 
imposed upon them were unquestionably attributable to the innovating spirit 
of the times, and how they united therefore to resist all change, except such 
change as \Yould restore those good old English customs, by which they would 
stand or fall. After illustrating the ,-risdorn of going backward, by reference 
to that sagacious fish, the crab, and the not unfrequent practice of the mule 
and donkey, he Jescribed their general objects; which were briefly vengeance on 

their T) rant ~I asters ( of ,-rhose grievous and insupportable oppression no 
'prentice could entertain a moment's doubt) and the restoration, as aforesaid, 
of their ancient rights and holidays; for neither of which objects were they 

• 
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now quite ripe, being barely twenty strong, but which they pledged themselves 
to pursue with fire a,nd sword when needful. Then he described the oath 
which every member of that small remnant of a noble body took, and which 
was of a dreadful and impressive kind; binding him, at the bidding of his chief, 
to resist and obstruct the Lord lVIayor, sword•bearer, and chaplain; to 
despise the authority of the sheriffs; and to hold the court of aldermen as 
nought; but not on any a,ccount, in case the fullness of time should bring a 
general rising of 'prentices, to damage or in any way disfigure Temple Bar, 
which was strictly constitutional and always to be approached with reverence. 
Having gone over these several heads with great eloquence and force, and 
having further informed tho novice that this society had had its origin in his 
own teeming brain, stimulated by a swelling sense of wrong and outrage, l\'lr. 
Tappertit demanded whether he had strength of heart to take the mighty pledge 
required, or whether he would withdraw while retreat was yet within his power. 

To this, the novice made rejoinder that he would take the vow, though it 
shoul<l choke him; ::md it was accordingly administered with many impressive 
circumstances, among which the lighting up of the two skulls with a carnlle­
end inside of each, and a great many flourishes with the bone, were chiefly 
conspicuous ; not to mention a variety of grave exercises with the blunderbuss 
and sa,bre, and some dismal groaning by unseen 'prentices without. All these 
dark and direful ceremonies being at length completed, the table was put 
aiside, the chair of state removed, the sceptre locked up in its usual cupboa,rd, 
the doors of communication between the three cellars thrown freely open, and 
the 'Prentice Knights resigned themselves to merriment. 

But Mr. Tappertit, who had a soul above the vulgar herd, and who, on account 
of his greatness, could only afford to be merry now and then, thre,v himself on 
a bench with the air of a man who was faint with dignity. He looked with an 
indifferent eye, a.like on skittles, cards, and dice, thinking only of the locksmith's 
daughter, and the base degenerate days on which he had fallen. 

"My noble captain neither games, nor sings, nor dances," said his host, 
taking a senit beside him. '' Drink, gallant general ! " 

:Mr. Tappertit drained the proffered goblet to the dregs; then thrust his 
hands into his pockots, and with a lowering visage walked among the skittles, 
while his followers (snch is the influence of superior genius) restrained the 
ardent ball, and held his little shins in dumb r.espect. 

"If I had been born a corsair or a pirate, a brigand, gen-teel highwayman 
or patriot-and they're the same thing," thought Mr. Tappertit, musing among 
the nine-pins, '' I should have been all right. But to drag out a ignoble 
existence uabeknown to mankind in general-patience ! I will be famous yet. 
A voice within me keeps on ,Yhispering Greatness. I shall burst out one of 
these days, and when I do, what power can keep me down? I feel my soul 
getting into my head at the idea. :More drink there!" 

" The novice,'' pursued Mr. Tappertit, not exactly in a voice of thunder, for 
his tones, to say the truth, were rather cracked and shrill,-but very impres­
sively, notwithstanding-" where is he?·• 

"Here, noble captain !n cried Stagg. "One stands beside me who I feel js 
a stranger .'' 
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" Have you,'' said I\Ir. Tappertit, letting his gaze fall on the party indicated, 
who was indeed the new knight, by this time restored to his own apparel; 
'' Have you the impression of your street-door key in wax~'' 

The long comrade anticipated the reply, by producing it from the shelf on 

which it had been deposited. 
" Good/' said :Mr. Tappertit, scrutinising it attentively, while a breathless 

silence reigned around; for he had constructed secret door-keys for the whole 
society, :md perhaps owed something of his jnfluence to that mean and trivial 
circumstance-on such slight accidents do even men of mind depend!-" This 

is easily made. Come hither, friend." 
With that, he beckoned the new knight apart, and putting the pattern in 

his pocket, motioned to him to walk by his side. 
" And so," he said, when they had taken a few turns up and down, " you­

you love your mas~cr's daughter~" 
"I do," said the 'prentice. " Honour bright. No chaff, you know." 
" Ha,ye you," rejoined :Mr. Tappertit, catching him by the wrist, and giving 

him a look which would have been expressive of the most deadly malevolence, but 
for an accidental hiccup that rather interfered with it; "have you a-a 
rival ~" 

" Not as I know on,,, replied the 'prentice. 
" If you had now-" said Mr. Tappertit-'' what would you-eh- t' 
The 'prentice looked fierce and clenched his fists. 
" It is enough," cried Mr. Tappertit hastily, " we understand each other. 

"\Ve are observed. I thank you." 
So saying, he cast him off again; and calling the long comrade aside after 

taking a few hasty turns by himself, bade him immediately write and post 
against the wall, a notice, proscribing one Joseph ,Villet ( commonly known as 

Joe) of Chigwell ; forbidding all 'Prentice Knights to succour, comfort, or hold 
communion with him ; and requiring them, on pain of excommunication, to 
molest, hurt, wrong, annoy, and pick quarrels with the said Joseph, whensoever 
and wheresoever they, or any of them, should happen to encounter him. 

Having relieved his mind by this energetic proceeding, he condescended 
to approach the festive board, and warming by degrees, at length deigned 
to preside, and even to enchant the company with a song. After this, he 
rose to such a pitch as to consent to regale tho society with a hornpipe, 
\Yhich he actually performed to the music of a fiddle (played by an ingenious 
member) \Yith such surpassing agility and brilliancy of execution, that the 
spectators could not be sufficiently enthusiastic in their admiration; ;:i,nd 
their host protested, with tears in his eyes, that he had never truly felt his 
blindness until that moment. 

But the host withdrawing-probably to weep in secret-soon returned with 
the information that it wanted little more than an hour of day, and that all 
the cocks in Barbican had already begun to crow, as if their. lives depended 
on it. At this intelligence, the 'Prentice Knights arose in haste, and mar­
shalling into a line, filed off one by one and dispersed with all speed to their 
several homes, leaving their leader to pass the grating last. 
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"Good night, noble captain," whispered the blind man as he held it open for 
his passage out; "Farewell brave general. Bye, bye,illustriouscommander. Good 
luck go with you for a-conceited, bragging, empty-headed, duck-legged idiot." 

With which parting words, coolly added as he listened to his receding foot­
steps and locked the grate upon himself, he descended the steps, and lighting 
the fire below the little copper, prepared, without any assistance, for his daily 
occupation; which was to retail at the area-head above pennyworths of broth 
and soup, and savoury puddings, compounded of such scraps as were to be 
bought in the heap for the least money at Fleet Market in the evening time; 
and for the sale of which he had need to have depended chiefly on his private 
connexion, for the court had no thoroughfare, and was not that kind of place 
in which many people were likely to take the air, or to frequent as an agree­
able promenade. 

CHAPTER THE NINTH. 

CHRONICLERS are privileged to enter where they list, to come and go through 
keyholes, to ride upon the wind, to overcome, in their soarings up and down, all 
obstacles of distance, time, and place. Thrice blessed be this last consideration, 
sinceitenables us to follow the disdainful ::.\liggs even into the sanctity of her cham­
ber, and to hold her in sweet companionship through the dreary watches of the 
night! 

Miss Miggs, having undone her mistress, as she phrased it (which means, 
assisted to undress her), and having seen her comfortably to bed in the back room 
on the first floor, withdrew to her own apartment, in the attic story. Not­
withstanding her declaration in the locksmith's presence, she ·was in no mood 
for sleep ; so, putting her light upon the table and withdrawing the little 
window curtain, she gazed out pensively at the wild night sky. 

Perhaps she wondered what star was destined for her habitation when she 
had run her little course below ; perhaps speculated which of those glimmering 
spheres might be the natal orb of 11r. Tappertit; perhaps marvelled how they 
could gaze down on that perfidious creature, man, and not sicken and turn 
green as chemists' lamps; perhaps thought of nothing in particular. vVhat­
ever she thought about, there she sat, until her attention, :1live to anything 
connected with the insinuating 'prentice, was attracted by a noise in tho next 
room to her own-his room; the room in which he slept, and dreamed-it 
might be, sometimes dreamed of her. 

That he was not dreaming now, unless ho was taking a walk in his sleep, 
was clear, for every now and then there came a, shuffling noise, as though he 
were engaged in polishing the whitewashed ,val1; then a gentle creaking of his 
door; then the faintest indication of his stealthy footsteps on the landing-place 
outside. Noting this latter circumstance, :Miss ~Iiggs turned pale and shud­
dered, as mistrusting his intentions; and more than once exclaimed, below her 
breath, " Oh! what a Providence it is as I am bolted in ! "-which, owing 
doubtless to her alarm, was a confusion of ideas on her part betvveen a bolt 
and its use; for though there was one on the door, it ,vas not fastened. 
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. Miss Miggs' sense of hearing, however, having as sharp an edge as her 
temper, and being of the same snappish and suspicious kind, very soon informed 
her that the footsteps passed her door, and appeared to have some object 
•quite separate and disconnected from herself. At this discovery she became 
more alarmed than ever, and was about to give utterance to those cries of 
" Thieves !" and '' Murder !,, which she had hitherto restrained, when it 
occurred to her to look softly out, and see that her fears had some good 
palpable foundation. 

Looking out accordingly, and stretching her neck over the hand-rail, she 
descried, to her great amazement, Mr. Tappertit completely dressed, stealing 
dmvn stairs, one step at a time, with his shoes in one hand and a lamp in 
the other. Following him with her eyes, and going down a little way herself 
to get the better of an intervening angle, she beheld him thrust his head in 
at the parlour door, draw it back again with great swiftness, and immediately 
begin a retreat up stairs with all possible expedition. 

" Here,s mysteries!,, said the damsel, when she was safe in her own room 
again, quite out of breath. " Oh gracious, here's mysteries f, 

The prospect of finding anybody out in anything, would have kept Miss 
l\Iiggs awake under the influence of henbane. Presently she heard the step 
again, as she would have done if it had been that of a feather endowed with 
motion and walking down on tiptoe. Then gliding out as before, she again 
beheld the retreating figure of the 'prentice ; again he looked cautiously in at 
the parlour door, but this time, instead of retreating, he passed in and dis­
appeared. 

Miggs was back in her room, and had her head out of the window,. before an 
elderly gentleman could have winked and recovered from it. Out he came at 
the street door, shut it carefully behind him, tried it with his knee, and swag­
gered off, putting something in his pocket as he went along. At this spectacle 
Miggs cried '' Gr::icious P' again, and then "Goodness gracious!" and then, 
'' Goodness gracious me!" and then, candle in hand, went down stairs as he 
had done. Coming to the workshop, she saw the lamp burning on the forge, 
and everything as Sim had left it. 

" Why I wish I may only have a walking funeral, and never be buried 
decent with a mourning-coach and feathers, if the boy hasn't been and made 
~L key for his own self !', cried Thiiggs. '' Oh the little villain!" 

This conclusion was not arrived at without consideration, and much peeping 
and peering about ; nor was it unassisted by the recollection that she had on 
several occasions come upon the 'prentice suddenly, and found him busy at 
some mysterious occupation. Lest the fact of :Miss Miggs calling him, on 
whom she stooped to cast a favourable eye, a boy, should create surprise in 
any breast, it may be observed that she invariably affected to regard all male 
bipeds under thirty as mere chits and infants ; which phenomenon is not 
unusual in ladies of Miss Miggs's temper, and is indeed generally found to be 
the associate of such indomitable and savage virtue. 

Miss Miggs deliberated within herself for some little time, looking hard at 
the shop door while she did so, as though her eyes ancl thoughts were both 
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upon it; and then, taking a sheet of paper from a drawer, twisted it into a 
long thin spiral tubo. Having filled this instrument with a quantity of small 
co:11 dust from the forge, she approached the door, and dropping on one knee 
before it, dexterously blow into the keyhole as much of these fine ashes as tho 
lock would hold. VVhen she had filled it to the brim in a very workmanlike 
and skilful manner, she crept up stairs again, and chuckled as she went. 

" There !" cried Miggs, rubbing her hands, "now let's see whether you 
won't be glad to take some notice of me, mister. He, he, he ! You'll have eyes 
for somebody besides Miss Dolly now, I think. A fat-faced puss she is, as 
ever I come across ! '' 

As she uttered this criticism, she glanced approvingly at her small mirror, 
as who should say, I thank my stars that can't be said of me !-as it certainly 
could not; for :Miss l\1iggs' style of beauty was of that kind which l\fr. Tap­
pertit himself had not inaptly t ermed, in private, "scraggy." 

'' I don't go to bed this night!" said Miggs, wrapping herself in a sha,w]~ 
drawing a couple of chairs near the window, flouncing down upon one, and 
putting her feet upon the other, "' till you come home, my lad. I wouldn't," 
said :Miggs viciously, "no, not for five-and-forty pound !'' 

= 
' 

I 
' .... _ 

' .... ) ) . \ '---

With th2.t, and with an expression of fac(~ in which a great number of 
opposite ingredients, such as mischief, cunning, malice, triumph, and patient 
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expectation, were all mixed up together in a kind of phy~iognomica.l punch, :Mii::!i 
~Iiggs composed herself to wait and listen, like some fa,ir ogress \vho had set a 
tra,p and was watching for a nibble from a plump young traveller. 

She sat there, with perfect composure, all night. At length, just upon break 
of <lay, there was a footstep in the street, and presently she could hear Mr. 
Tappertit stop at the door. Then she could make out that he tried his key­
that he was blowing into it-that he knocked it on the nearest post to beat 
the dust out-that he took it under a lamp to look at it--that he poked bits 
of stick into the lock to clear it-that he peeped into the keyhole, fir&t with -
one eye, and then with the other-that he tried the key again-that he couldn't 
turn it: and what was worse couldn't get it out-that he bent it-that then it 
was much less disposed to come out than before-that he gave it a mighty 
twist and a great pull, and then it came out so suddenly that he staggered 
backwards-that he kicked the door-that he shook it-finally, that he smote 
his forehead, and sat down on the step in despair. 

When this crisis had arrived, Miss Niiggs, affecting to be exhausted with 
terror, and to cling to the window-sill for support, put out her nightcap, and 
demanded in a faint voice who was there. 

l\1r. Tappertit cried " Hush!" and, backing into the road, exhorted her in 
frenzied pantomime to secrecy and silence. 

" Tell me one thing," said :Miggs. '' Is it thieves?" 
"No-no-no!'' cried Mr. Tappertit. 
" Then," said Miggs, more faintly than before, '' it's fire. \Vhere is it, sir? 

It's near this room, I know. I've a good conscience~ sir, and would much 
rather die than go down a ladder. All I wish is, respecting my love to my 
m:1rried sister, Golden Lion Court, number twenty-sivin, second bell-handle 
on the right hand door-post." 

" 11iggs ! " cried :Mr. Tappertit, '' don't you know me! Sim, you know­
Sim-" 

" Oh! what about him ! " cried l\1iggs, clasping her hands. "Is he in 
any danger~ Is he in the midst of flames ancl blazes~ Oh gracious, 
gracious ! ,, 

" \Vhy I'm here, an't I~" rejoined l\Ir. Tappertit, knocking himself on the 
breast. " Don't you see me~ What a fool you are, Miggs '." 

" There ! '' cried l\1iggs, unmindful of this compliment. H Why-so it­
Goodness, what is the meaning of-If you please Mim here's" 

"No, no ! " crie<l. i1r. Tappertit, standing on tiptoe, as if by that means he, 
in the street, ·were any nearer being able to stop the mouth of Miggs in the 
garret. " Don't !-I've been out without leave, and something or another's 
the matter with the lock. Come down, and undo the shop window, that I may 
get in that way." 

" I durstn't do it, Simmun,'' cried Miggs-for that ,·vas her pronunciation 
of his christian name. '' I durstn 't do it, indeed. You know as well as any­
body, how particular I am. And to come down in the dead of nio-ht when the 
l . ~ ' 1ouse 1s wrapped in slumbers :md weiled in obscurity." And there she stopped 
and shirnred, for her modesty caught cold at tho very thought. 
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"But Miggs,'' cried Mr. Tappertit, getting under the lamp, that she might 
see his eyes. " l\1y darling Ivliggs-" 

Miggs screamed slightly. 
"-That I love so much, and never can help thinking of,"-and it is impos­

sible to describe the use he made of his eyes when he said this-" do-for my 
sake, do." 

'' Oh Simmun," cried Miggs, '' this is worse than all. I know if I come 
down, you'll go, and-'' 

"And what, my precious ? ,, said l\1r. Tappertit. 
"And try,i' said J\1iggs, hysterically, "to kiss me, or some such dreadfulness; 

I know you will ! ,, 
'' I swear I won't,'' said Mr. Tappeirtit., with remarkable earnestness. "Upon 

my soul I won't. It's getting broad day and the watchman's waking up. 
Angelic lVIiggs ! If you'll only come and let me in, I promise you faithfully 
and truly I ·won't.'' 

Miss J\1iggs, whose' gentle heart was touched, did not wait for the oath 
(knowing how strong the temptation was, and fearing he might forswear 
himself), but tripped lightly down the stairs, and with her own fair 
ha,nds drew back the rough fastenings of the workshop window. Having 
helped the wayward 'prcntice in, she faintly articub,ted the words 
" Simmun is safe !" and yielding 'to her woman's nature, immediately became 
insensible. 

" I knew I should quench her,'' said Sim, rather embarrassed by this cir­
cumstance. '' Of course I \Vas certain it would come to this, but there was 
nothing else to be done-if I hadn't eyed her over, she wouldn't have come 
down. Here. Keep up a minute, l\tiiggs. "\iVhat a slippery figure she 
is ! There's no holding hei', comfortably. Do keep up a minute, Miggs, will 
you?" 

As Miggs, however, was deaf to all entreaties, l\Ir. Tappertit leant her 
against the \Vall as one might dispose of a walking-stick or umbrella, until he 
had secured the window, when he took her in his arms again, and, in short 
stages :md with great difficulty-arising mainly from her being tall and his 
being short, and perhaps in some degree from that peculiar physica,l conforma­
tion on which he had already remarked-carried her up stairs, and planting 
her, in the same umbrella or walking-stick fashion, just inside her own door, 
left her to her repose. 

"He mn,y be as cool as he likes," said Miss Miggs, recovering as soon as she 
was left alone; "but I'm in his confidence and he can't help himself, nor 
couldn't if he was twenty Simmunses ! " 
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CHAPTER 'I'll E TENTH. 

IT was on one of those mornings, common in early spring, when the year, 
fickle and changeable in its youth like all other created things, is undecided 
whether to step baclnrnrd into ,vinter or forward into summer, and in its 
uncertainty inclines n,Jw to the one and now to the other, :ind nO\v to both at 
once-wooing summer in the sunshine, and lingering ntill with winter in tho 
shade-it was, in short, on one of those mornings, when it is hot a,nd cold, wi?t and 
dry, bright and lowering,sa.d and cheerful, withering and genia.l, in the compass 
of one short hour, that old John "\Villet, who wa.s dropping asleep over the copper 
boiler, ,Yas roused by the sound of a, horse's foot, ancl gla.ncing out at window, 
beheld a traveller of goodly promise checking his bridle at tho 1\1:a,ypole door. 

He was none of your flippant young fellows, who ,vould call for a, tankard of 
mulled a.le. and make themselves as much at home a.s if they had ordered a 
hogshead of wine ; none of your auclacious young swaggerers, who would even 
penetmte into the bar-that solemn sanctuary-and, smiting ol<l. John upon 
the back, inquire if there "·as ncYer a pretty girl in the house, a,nd where ho 
ltid his little chambermai<ls, ,Yith a hundred other im

1
)ortinencies of tha,t nature; 

none of your free-and-easy companions, who vrnuld scrape their boots upon 
the fire-dogs in tho common room, and be not at all particular on the subject 
of spittoons; none of your unconscionable blades, requiring impossible chops, 
and taking unheard-of pickles for granted. Ho \Yas a staid, grave, phcid 
gentleman, something past the prime of life, yet upright in his carriage, for 
all that, and slim as a greyhound. He was well-mounted upon a sturdy ches­
nut cob, and had the graceful seat of an experienced horseman; while his riding 
gear, though free from such fopperies as were then in vogue, was handsome 
and well chosen. Ile ,rnro a riding-coat of a somewhat brighter green than 
might hayo been expected to suit tho ta.ste of a gontlema,n of his years, with a 
short Lb.ck vclYet cape, hcetl pocket-holes and cuffs, all of a jaunty fashion; 
his linen, too, was of the finest kind, worked in a rich pattcrl' at the wrists and 
throat, and scrupulously white. Although he seemed, judging from the mud 
ho had picked up on tho way, to have come from London, his horse was as 
smooth and cool as his own iron-grey periwig and pig-tail. Neither man nor 
boa t had turned a, single hair; and, sa.ving for his soiled skirts and spatter­
da hes, thi gentleman, \Yith his blooming face, white teeth, exa.ctly-orderecl 
dress, and perfect calmness, might have come from making an elaborate and 
leisurely toilet, to sit for an equestrian portrait at old John "\Villet's gate. 

It. must not be supposed that John observed these several char:wtcristics by 
other than very slow degrees, or that ho took in more than half a one at a 
time, or that he even made up his mind upon that, without a great deal of 
very soriou"' consideration. Indeed, if he had been distr:wtecl in the first 
instance by que"tionings and orders, it would have taken him a.t the least a 
fortnight to haye noted "·hat i~ here ..,ct down; but it happened that tho gen­
tleman, bcinO' struck with "the old hou::,c, or with the plump pigeons which were 
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skimming and curtseying about it, or with the tall maypole, on the top of 

which a weathercock, which had been out of order for fifteen years, performed 

a perpetual waltz to the music of its own creaking, sat for some little time look­

ing round in silence. Hence John, standing with his hand upon tho horse's 

bridle, and his great eyes on the rider, and with nothing passing to divert 

his thoughts, had really got some of these little circumstances into his brain, 

by the time he wa,s ca,lled upon to speak. 

" A gua,int pl::tce this," s:1icl the gentleman-ancl his voice ,vas as rich as his 

dress. " Are you the landlord?" 

'' At your service, sir,'' replied John "\Viilct. 

" You can give my horse good stabling, can you, and me an eariy dinner 

(I am not particuhr what, so that it be clea,nly served), and a decent 1·oom­

of which there seems to Lo no bck in this great mansion," said the stranger, 

again running his eyes over the exterior. 

" You can have, sir," returned John, with a readiness quite surprising, 

" anything you please." 
" It's well I am ea,sily satisfied,'' returned tho other with a smile, "or that 

might prove a hardy pledge, my friend." And saying so, he dismounted, with 

the aid of the block before the door, in a twinkling. 

" HaJloa, there! Hugh!" roared John. " I a,sk your pardon, sir, for keep 

ing you stainding in the porch; but my son has gone to town 011 business, ancl 

tho boy being: as I nrny say, of a kind of use to me, I'm rather put out "·hen 

he's away. Hugh !-a, dreadful idle va,grant fellow, sir-ha,lf a gipsy a.s I 

think-always sleeping in the sun in summer, a,ml in tho straw in winter time 

sir-Hugh! De:1r Lor<l, to keep :1 gcntlom:111 a \rniting here, through him!­

Hugh ! I wish that cha,p was dead, I do irnleed." 

" Possibly he ist returned the other. "I shoul<l think if he were living he 

would ha,ve heard you by this time.'' 
" In his fits of laziness, ho sleeps so dcspera,te ha.nl," said tho distracted host, 

"if you were to fire off cannon-balls into his ea,rs, it wouldn't wake him, sir." 

Tho guest made no rem:1rk upon this novel cure for drowsiness, and recipe 

for making people lively, but with his hands clasped behind him stood in the 

porch, appa,rontly very much amused to see old J olm, with the bridle in his hand, 

wavering betweon a strong impulse to abaindon the animal to his f:1te, and a, 

half disposition to load him into tho house, a,ml shut him up in the pa,rlour, 

while ho waited on his nmstor. 
" Pillory the fellow, here ho is at last," criccl .John, in tho very height and 

zenith of his distress. " Did you hear mo a c:1lling, vilbin ~,, 

Tho figure he addressed nuu1e no ans,Yor, but putting his kmd upon tho 

saddle, sprung into it a,t a bound, turned the horse's head townin1s tho stable, 

and was gone in an instant. 
H Brisk enough when he is awake," sa,icl thn guest. 

'' Brisk enough, sir!" r eplied John, looking at the place where the horse 

had been, as if not yet unclerstn.nding quite, whn,t ha,d become of him. "He 

molts, I think. He goos like a drop of froth. Yon look at him, a,nd there he 

1s. You look at him aba.in, and-there he isn't ." 
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Ha.Ying, in tho absence of a,ny moro words, put this sndden climax to wha,t 

he had faintly intended should be a long expla,n:ition of tltc whole life and 

ch3,ra,ctor of his man, the oracubr John \ Villot led the gentleman up his wide 

dismantled staircase into tho l\Ia.ypole's best apartment. 

It was spacious enough in all conscience, occupying the whole depth of tho 

house, and ha.ving a.t either e11d a gros:-Lt bay window, as large as ma.ny modern 

rooms; in which some fow panes of stained glass, emblazoned with fragments 

of armori:tl bearings, though cracked, ::md patched, and shattered, yet 

remtiined; attesting, by their presence, that the former owner had ma.de the 

very light subservient to his state, and pressed the sun itself into his list of 

fbt.terers ; bidding it, ,Yhen it shone into his chamber, reflect the badges of his 

ancient family, and take now hues and colours from their pride. 

But those were old days, and now e,·ery little ray came and went as it would; 

tolling tho plain, bare, searching truth. Although the best room of the inn, 

it ha.cl the melancholy aspect of grandeur in decay, and was much too vast for 

comfort. Rich rustling hangings, waving on tho walls; and, better far, the 

rustling of youth and ben,uty's dross; tho light of women's eyes, outshining the 

fapers and their own rich J. ewc1s; tho sound of g:entle toncruos and music · and 
'-' 0 , ' 

tho tread of maiden feet, ha.cl onco been there, and filled it with delight. Rut 

they were gone, and with them all its gla.clness. It wn.s no longer a home; 

children were never born ancl brecl there ; the fireside bad become mercenary 

-a something to be bollght and sold-a very courtczan: lot who would die, or 

sit, bc...idc, or lctl.\'C it, it was still the same-it missed nobody, c:.ircd for nobody, 
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had equal warmth ancl smiles for all. God help the man whose hen-rt ever 

clrn,nges with the world, as an old mansion when it becomes an inn! 

No effort had been made to furnish this chilly waste, but before the broad 

chimney a colony of chairs and tables had been planted on a square of carpet, 

flanked by a ghostly screen, enriched with figures, grinning and grotesque. 

After lighting with his own hands the faggots which were heaped upon the 

hearth, olJ John withdrew to hold grave council with his cook, touching the 

stranger's entertainment ; while the guest himself, seeing small comfort in the 

yet unkindled wood, opened a In,ttice in the distant window, and basked in a 

sickly gleam of cold :March sun. 
Leaving the window now and then, to rn.ke the crackling logs together, or pace 

tho echoing room from end to end, he closed it when the fire was quite burnt up, and 

lnving wheeled the easiest chair into the warmest corner, summonedJ ohn \Villet. 

" Sir," said John. 
He wanted pen, ink, and paper. There was an old stan<lish on tho high 

mantel-shelf containing a <lusty apology for all three. Having set this beforo 

him, the landlord was retiring, when he motioned him to stay. 

"There's a house not far from here,'' said tho guest when ho had written 

a few lines, " which you call the \V arren, I believe~" 

As this was said in the tone of one who knew the fact, and asked the question 

as a thing of course, John contented himself with nodding his hea.d in the 

aJfll'mative; at the same time taking one hand out of his pockets to cough 

Lehind, and then putting it in again. 
" I want this note "-.said the guest, glancing on what he had written, and 

folding it, "conveyed there without loss of time, and an answer brought back 

here. Have you a messenger at hand~,, 

John was thoughtful for a minute or thereabouts, and then said Yes. 

" Lot mo see himt said the guest. 
This was disconcerting; for Joo being out, n.ml Hugh engaged in rubbing down 

the chesnut cob, ho designed sending on tho errand, Barna.by, who had just then 

:trrivocl in one of his rambles, and who, so that he thought himself employ<'d 

on gnwo and serious business, would go anywhere. 

"\Vhy, tho truth is,i' said John after a long pause, "that the person who'<l 

go quickest, is a sort of natural, as one may sa.y, sir; and though quick of foot, 

~rncl as much to be trusted as the post itself, ho's not good at ta.Iking, being 

touched and flighty, sir." 
" You don't" said the guest, raising his eyes to John's fat face, "you don't 

mean-what's the follow,s name-you don't mean Barnaby?" 

"Yes I do,', returned the landlord, his features turning quite expressive 

with surprise. 
" How comes he to be here~" inquired tho guest, leaning back in his chair; 

npeaking in the bland, even tone, from which he never varied; and with the 

s:i.me soft, courteous, never-changing smile upon his faco. "I saw him in 

London last night." 
"He's for ever here one hour, and there the next," returned old J 01111, after 

the usual pause to get tho question in his mind. ~, Sometimes he walks, and 
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sometimes runs. He's known along the road by everybody, a1_;_d sometimes 

comes here in a cart or cha.ise, and sometimes riding double. He comes and goes, 

through wind, rain, snow, and hail, and on the darkest nights. Nothing hurts him.', 

'' He goes often to this vV arren, does he not ~ ,, said the guest careless! y. 

" I seem to remember his mother telling me something to that effect yester. 

day. But I was not attending to the good woman much." 
·' You're right sir,,, John made a,nswer, '' he does. His father, sir, wa,s 

murdered in that house." 
"So I ha,ve heard,,, returned the guest, taking a gold toothpick from his pocket 

with the same sweet smile. "A very disagreeable circumstance for tho family." 

"Very," sai<l J olm with a puzzled look, as ii it occurred to him, dimly and 

afar off, that this might by possibility be a cool 1vvay of treating the subject. 

"All the circumstances after a murder," said ilie guest soliloquising, '' must 

be drea,dfully unplea,sant--so much bustle and disturbance-no repose-a con­

stant dwelling upon one subject-and the running in and out, and up and down 

stairs, intolerable. I wouldn't have such a thing happen to anybody I W{l.S 

nea,rly interested in, on any account. 'T would be enough to wear one's life 

out.-Y ou were going to sa,y, friend-'' he added, turning to John again. 

" Only that :Mrs. Rudge lives on a little pension from the family, and that 

Barnaby 's as free of the house as any cat or dog about it," answered J olm. 

" Shall he do your errand sir 1 " 
"Oh yes,,, replied the guest. "Oh certainly. Let him do it by all means. Please 

to bring him here that I ma,y charge him to be quick. If he objects to come 

you may toll him it's :Mr. Chester. He will remember my name, I dare say." 

J olm was so very much astonished to find who his visitor wa,s, tha,t he could 

express no astonishment at all, Ly looks or otherwise, but left the room as if ho 

were in the most placid and imperturbable of all possible conditions. It lrns been 

reported tha,t when he got down stairs, he looked steadily at the boiler for teu 

minutes by tho clock, and all that time never once loft off shaking his hea<l; 

for which statement there would seem to be some ground of truth and feasi­

Lility, inasmuch as that intorv:11 of time did certainly elapse, before he returned. 
with Barnaby to the gue::,t,s apartment. 

,: Come hither, Iad,n sai<l :Mr. Chester. "You know lVIr. Geoffrey Harodale ?" 
Barnaby laughed, and looked at the landlor<l :1s though he would say, 

" You hear him~" J olm, who was greatly shocked at this breach of decorum, 

clapped his finger to his nose, and shook his head, in mute remonstrance. 

"' Ho knows him sir," said John, frowning aside at Barnaby, "as well as 
you or I do." 

"I h:wcn't tho pleasure of mueh acquaintance with the gentleman," returned 

his guest. " You may have. Limit tho comparison to yourself, my friend." 

Although this was said with tho same oa,sy affability, an<l the same smile, 

J olm felt himself put down, and laying the indignity at Barna,by's <loor, deter­
mine<l to kick his r:wen, on tho very first opportunity. 

"Give that," said the guest, who ha<l by this time sealed the note, and who 

beckoned his messenger towards him as he spoke, "into Mr. I-L1redalo's own 

hands. \Va.it for an answer, and bring it back to mo-here. If you shoulu 
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find that 1Ir. Haredale is onga,god jnst now, tell him-can he 1·omember a 
message, landlord i" 

" When he chooses sir," replied John. "He won't forget this one." 
" How are you sure of thait ~ " 
John merely pointed to him as he stood with his head bent fonvar<l, and l1is 

earnest, gaze fixed closely on his quost.ioner,s face; and nodded sagely. 
"Tell him then, Barnaby, should he be engaged," said l\1r. Chester, "that 

I shall be gbd to wait his convenience here, and to see him (if he will call) at 
any time this evening.-At the worst I can have a bed here, \Villet, I suppose~~, 

Old John, immensely flattered by the personal notoriety impliud in this 
familia,r form of address, answered, with something like a knowing look, " I 
should believe you could sir," and was turning over in his mind vn.rious forms 
of eulogium, with the view of selecting one appropriate to tho qualities of his 
best bod, when his ideas were put to flight by :Mr. Chester giving Barnaby the 
lotter, and bidding him make all speed away. 

"Speed!'' said Barnaby, folding the little packet in his breast, ''Speed! 
If you want to see hurry and mystery, come here. Hero!" 

\Vith that, he put his hand, very much to John "\-Villot's horror, on the 
guest's fine broadcloth sleeve, and led him stealthily to tho back ,Yindow. 

"Look down there," ho said softly; "do you mark how they whisper in 
each other's ears; then dance and le:1p, to make believe they are in sport. ~ 
Do you see how they stop for a moment, ·when they think there is no ono 
looking, and mutter among themselves again; and then how they roll and 
gambol, delighted with the mischief they've been plotting? Look n.t 'em now. 
See how they whirl and plunge. And now they stop again, and whisper, 
cautiously together-little thinking, mind, how often I have lain upon tho grass 
and wa.tched them. I say-,vhat is it that they plot and hatch? Do you know i" 

"They are only clothes," returned the guest, "such as wo wo::i,r; hanging 
on those lines to dry, and fluttering in the wind." 

"Clothes!" echoed Barnaby, looking close into his fa.cc, and falling quickly 
back. "Ha ha! "\-Vhy, how much better to bo silly, than as ,vise as ) ou ! 
You don,t see s.lmdowy people there, like those that live in sloop-not you. Nor 
eyes in tho knotted panes of glass, nor swift ghosts when it blows har<l, nor <lo 
you hear voices in tho :1ir, nor sec men stalking in the sky-not you! I lca1l 
a, merrier life than you, with all your cleverness. You're the dull men. \Vo 'rn 
the bright ones. Ha! ha ! I'll not clrnnge with you, clever as you arc,-not I ! " 

"\Vith that, ho waved his hat abovo his head, and darted off. 
" A strange creature, upcn my word ! " said the gt11.1st, pulling out a ha,ncl­

somo box, and taking a pinch of snuff. 
"He \van ts imagination," said Mr. "'\Villet, very slov;·ly, and a.ftor a long silence; 

"th:1t's wha,t he wants. I've tried to instil it into him, many and ma,ny's tho time; 
but,,-J ohn added this, in confidence-" ho an't made for it; that's the fact." 

To rncord that l\1r. Chester smiled at John's remark would bo little to the pur­
pose, for ho preserved the same conciliatory antl pleasant look a.t all times. Ho 
drew his chair nearer to the fire though, as a kind of hint that ho ,votild prefer to 
be alone, and John, having no reasonable excuse for remn.ining,left him to himself. 
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V cry thoughtful old J olm \Villet was, while the dinner ,\'as preparing; and if 

his brain were ever less clear at one time than another, it is but roason,1,ble to 
suppose that he addled it in no slight degree by shaking his h<:ad so much that 
thy. That l\Ir. Chester, between whom and 1Ir. HaredaJo, it was notorious 
to ::ill the neighbourhood7 a deep and bitter :mimosity existed, should come 
down there for the sole purpose, as it seemed, of seeing him, and should choose 
the Maypole for their pbce of meeting, and should send to him express, were 
stumblincr blocks J olm could not overcome. The only resource he had, was to e -
consult the boiler, and wait impatiently for Barnaby's return. 

But Barn~1,by clela.yed beyond all precedent. The visitor's dinner was served, 
romo,·ccl, his wine was sot, the fire :!:eplenished, the hearth clean swept ; t,he 
light waned without, it grew dusk, became quite dark, :1ncl still no B~1irnaby 
:1ppea,rocl. Yet, though John \Villet was full of wonder and misgiving, his 
guest sat cross-legged in the easy chair~ to all appearance as little ruffled in his 
thoughts as in his dress-the same calm, easy, cool gentleman, ,Yithout a care 
or thought beyond his golden toothpick. 

" Barnaby's late," John venturecl to observe, as he placed a pair of fa,rnishcd 
candlesticks, some three feet high, upon the table, and snuffed the lights they held. 

" He is rather sot replied tho gnest, sipping his wino. " He will not be 
much longer, I cbre say.'' 

John coughed and raked the fire together. 
" As your roads bear no very good character, if I may judge from my son's 

mishap, though," said :Mr. Chester, "and as I have no fancy to bo knocked on 
the head-which is not only disconcerting at the moment, but pbces 0110, 
besides, in a ridiculous position with respect to the people who chance to pick 
one up-I shall stop here to-night. I think you said you had a bed. to spare?" 

"Such a bed, sir," returned John "\Villet; " ay, such a bed as few, ev3n of 
the gentry's houses, own. A fixter here, sir. I've heard say that bedstead is 
nigh two hundred years of age. Your noble son-a fine young gentleman­
slept in it last, sir, half a year n.go." 

" U pen my life, a reconunoncbtion ! " said the guei:;t, shrugging his shouidcrs 
and wheeling his chair nearer to the fire. "Seo tha,t it be ,rnll aired, iir. 
\ Villot, and let a bhzing fire be lighted there at once. This house is some­
thing damp anc.l chilly." 

John raked the faggots up again, more from habit tlum presence of mind, or 
any reference to this remark, and was about to withdraw, when a bounding step 
was heard upon the tair, and Barnaby came panting in. 

" He'll hn,yo his foot in the stirrup in an hour's time," he cried, advancing. 
" He has been riding hard a,ll day-has just come home-but will be in tho 
saddle again as soon as he has eat and drank, to meet his loving friend." 

'· \Vas that his me"sago ~" asked tho vi:sitor, looking up, but without tho 
smallest di ...,composure-or at least without the smallest show of any. 

" }dl but tho la.st words," Barnaby rejoined. ,~ Ho meant those. I saw that, in his fac0." 
" rr1 . f · " us or your pams, 

gl..mciuir at him stedfasilv. ...., ., 

said the other, putting money in his hand, and 
'' This for your pains1 sharp Ban1aby." 
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" For Grip, ::incl me, and Hugh, to share among ust he rejoined, putting it 

up, and nodding, as he counted it on his fingers. " Grip one, me two, Hugh 

three ; the clog, the go:1t, the cats-well, we shall spend it pretty soon, I wa,rn 

you. Sta.y.-Look. Do you wise men see nothing there, now~" 

He bent eagerly down on one knee, a.nu gazed intently at the smoke, which 

was rolling up the chimney in a thick black cloud. John "\Villet, who appeared 

to consider himself particularly and chiefly referred to under the term wise 

men, looked that ,vay likewise, and with groat solidity of feature. 

" Now, where do they go to, when they spring so fast up there,i' asked 

Barnaby; "eh? "\Vhy do they tread so closely on each other's heels, and ,vhy 

are they always in a hurry-which is wlrnt you blame me for, ,vhen I only take 

pattern by these busy folk about me. l\Iore of 'em! catching to each other's 

skirts; and as fast as they go, others come! \Vlrnt a merry dance it is! I 

would that Grip and I could frisk like that ! '' 
" "\Vhat has he in th:1t b:1sket at his bnck t' ask.eel the guest after a. few 

moments, during which Barnaby ,vas still bending down to look higher up the 

chimney, and earnestly watching the smoke. 

" In this~" he answered, jumping up, before John \Villot could reply-

slrnking it as he spoke, and stooping his he::td to listen. "In this? \Vhat is 

there hero ? Tell him !" 
" A devil, a devil, a devil," cried a hoarse voice. 

" Here's money ! '' said Barnaby, chinking it in his hand, '' money for a treat, 

Grip ! " 
"Hurrah ! Hurrah! Hurrah ! " replied the raven, "keep up your spirits. 

Never sa,y Jic. Bow, wow, wow!" 
:Mr. \Villet, who appeared to entertain strong doubts whether a customer in 

a laced coat and fine linen could be supposed to havo any acqu:1int:111co oven 

with tho existence of such unpolite gentry as tho bird cla,imod to belong to, 

took Barna.by off at this juncture, with the view of preventing any other im­

proper declarations, and quitted tho room with his very best bow. 

CHAPTER 'fHE ELEVEN'l'H. 

THERE was great news that night for the regular ~laypole customers, to each 

of whom, as he straggled in to occupy his allotted sca.t in the chimney corner, 

John, with a most impressive slowness of delivery, and in a.n apoplectic whisper, 

communicated the fact that Mr. Chester was alone in tho la.rge room up-sta.irs, 

and was waiting the arrival of :Mr. Geoffrey Haredale, to whom ho ha.cl sent a 

letter ( doubtless of a threatening nature) by tho ha,nds of Barnaby, then and 

there present. 
For a little knot of smokers and solemn gossips, who had seldom any new 

topics of cliscu sion, this was a perfect Godsend. Hero was a good, dark-looking, 

mystery progrc sing unJer that very roof-brought home to the fireside as it 

were, and enjoyable without the smallest pains or trouble. It is cxtrnorclina,ry 

what a zest and relish it gave to the drink, and how it heightened the flavour 

of the tobacco. Every man smoked his pipe with a, face of gra.vc and serious 
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delight, an<l looked at his neighbour with a sort of quiet congratulation. Nay, 

it was felt to be such a holiday and special night, that, on the motion of little 
Solomon Daisy, every man (including John himself) put down his sixpence for 

a can of flip, which grateful beverage was brewed with all despatch, and set 

down in the midst of them on the brick floor ; both that it might simmer and 

stow before the fire, and that its fragrant steam, rising up among t,hem and 

mixing with the wreaths of vapour from their pipes, might shroud them in a 

delicious atmosphere of their own, and shut out all the \vorld. The very 

furniture of the room seemed to mellow and deepen in its tone; the ceiling and 

walls looked blacker and more highly polished, the curtains of a ruddier red ; 

the fire burnt clear and high, and the crickets in the hearth-stone chirped with 

a more than wonted satisfaction. 
There were present, two, however, who showed but little interest in the general 

contentment. Of these, one was Barnaby himself, who slept, or, to avoid being 

beset with questions, feigned to sleep, in the chimney-corner; the other, Hugh, 

who, sleeping too, lay stretched upon the bench on the opposite side, in the full 
glare of the blazing fire. 
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The light that fell upon this slumbering form, showed it in all its muscular 

.'.1.11L1 handsome propor£ions. It \ras that of a young man, of a halo athletic 



I I 

298 }.rASTER HUMPHREY'S CLOCK. 

figure, and a giant's strength, whose sunburnt face and swarthy throat, over­
grown with jet bla.ck hair, might have served a painter for a model. Loosely 
attired, in the coarsest and roughest garb, with scraps of straw and hay- his 
usual bed-clinging here and there, and mingling with his uncombed locks, he 
had fallen asleep in a posture as careless as his dress. The negligence and 
disorder of the \vhole man, with something fierce and sullen in his features, 
gave him a picturesque appearance, that attracted the regards even of the 
1b.ypole customers who knew him well, and caused Long Parkes to say that 
Hugh looked more like a poaching rascal to-night than ever he had seen 
him yet. 

" He's waiting here, I suppose," said Solomon, ,: to take I\Ir. Haredalo's 
horse.'' 

" That's it, sir," replied John \Villet. "He's not often in the house, you 
know. He's more at his ease among horses than men. I look upon him as a 

. , 1 . lf" ammru 11mse .... 
Following up this opinion with a shrug that seemed meant to say, ~, \Ye can't 

expect everybody to be like us," John put his pipe into his mouth again, and 
smoked like one who felt his superiority over the gener::tl run of mankind. 

" That chap, sir," said John, taking it out again after a time, and pointing 
at him with the stem, "though he's got all his faculties about him-bottled up 
and corked down, if I may say so, somewheres or another-" 

,: Very good!" said Parkes, nodding his head. "A very goocl expression, 
Johnny. You'll be a fackling somebody presently. You're ia twig to-night, 
I " see. 

" Tako care," said l\1r. ,Villot, not at all grateful for the compliment, "that 
I don~t tackle you, sir, which I shall cert:1inly endeavour to do, if you interrupt 
me when I'm making observations.--That chap, I was a saying, though he h:ts 
:1.ll his faculties about him, somewheres or a,nother, bottlecl up and corked down, 
has no more imagination than Barnaby has. And why hasn't he t' 

The three friends shook their hea.ds at G[l.Ch other; saying by that action, 
without the trouble of opening their lips, "Do you observe ,Ylrnt a philosophical 
mind our friend has?" 

" vVhy hasn't he?" said John, gently striking tho table with his open lrn,ncl. 
"Because thoy was nover dra'ivccl out of him ,vhon he was a, boy. Tlmt's why. 
\Vhat would any of us have been, if our fathers hadn't drawcd our faculties out 
of us? vVhat would my boy Joe have been, if I hadn't drn,wed his faculties 
out of him ?-Do you mind what I'm a saying of, gentlemen t' 

"Ah ! we mind yout cried Parkes. '' Go on improving of us, Johnny." 
"Consequently, then," said 1\fr. \Villet, "that chap, who e mother was 

hung when he WD.,S• a little boy, along ,vith six others, for p:1ssing bad 
Notes-and it's a, blessed thing to think how many people are hung in 
batches every six weeks for that, and such like offences, as showing how wide 
awake our government is-that chap that was then turned loose, and had to 
mind cows, and frighten birds awa,y, and what not., for a few pence to Jive on, 
and so got on by degrees to mind horses, and to sleep in course of time in lofts 
and litter, instead of under haystacks and hedges, till at last he come to be 
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hostler a,t the )Iaypole for his boa,rd :mcl lodging and :t annual triflo--tlrnt 
chap tha.t ca,n't rea.cl nor write, a,nd has never had much to do with a.nything 
but ani11111ls, and has never livccl in a,ny way but like the animals he has lived 
among, is a, animal. And;' sa,icl :Mr. ,villet, a,rriving tit his logical conclusion, 
"is to be treated accordingly.'' 

""\Villett said Solomon Da.isy, wh0 had exhibited some impa,tience a.t the 
intrusion of so unworthy a, subject on their more interesting theme, '' when 
Mr. Chester come this morning, did he order the brge room?" 

" He signified, sir," sa.id John, '~ that he wantecl a large apartment. Yes. 
Certainly.'' 

""\Vhy then, rn tell you wlrnt," said Solomon. spea.king softly and with an 
eamest look. "He and .Mr. Haredale a.re going to fight a duel in it." 

Everybody looked at Nfr. "\Villet, after this alarming suggestion. I\fr. 
Willet looked at the fire, weighing in his o,-rn mind the effect which such a,n 
occurrence would be likely to ha-i;e, on the establishment. 

" vVell," s:1id John, '' I don't know-I am sure-I remember that when I 
went up last, he liad put the lights upon the ma,ntol-shelf." 

"It's as plain,'' returned Solomon, '' as tho nose on Parkes's face"­
M.r. Pm·kes, who had a brge nose, rubbed it, :1nd looked as if he considered 
this a personal allusion-" they'll fight in that room. You know by the 
newspapers v1hat a common thing it is for gentlemen to fight in coffee­
houses \vithout seconds. One of 'em will be wounded or perhaps killed in this 
house." 

" That was a cha.Henge that B:1rnaby took then, oh ? " said J olm. 
"-Inclosing a slip of paper with the measure of his sword upon it, Ill bet 

a guinea,•,, answered tho little man. ''"\Ve know wluit sort of gentleman lVIr. 
Haredale is. You h:we told us what Barnaby said about his looks, when he 
came back. Depend upon it, I'm right. Now, mind.'' 

The flip had ha.cl no flavour till now. The tob:1cco had been of mere English 
growth, compa.red with its present taste. A duel in tha.t great old rambling 
room up stairs, and the best bed orde:recl already for the wourrded man! 

,~ "\V ould it be swords or pistols now~ '' said John. 
"Hea.ven knows. Perlrnps both," returned Solomon. "The gentlemen 

wear swords, and may easily have pistols in their pockets-most likely have, 
indeed. If they fire at each other without effect, then they'll draw, and go 
to work in earnest." 

A shade passed over l\Ir. "\Villet's face as he thought of broken windows 
and disabled furniture, but bethinking himself tlrnt one of the parties would 
probably be left alive to pa,y the damage, he brightened up ag:iin. 

" And then,,, sa.id Solomon, looking from face to face, "then we shall ha.Ye 
one of those stains upon tho floor that never come out. If 1'Ir. Hareda.le 
wins, depend upon it, it'll be a, deep one; or if he loses, it will porhnps be 
deeper still, for he'll noyer give in unless ho's bea.ten down. W o know him 
butter, eh ~ '' 

" Better indeed ! '' they whispered a,ll together. 
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" As to iCs ever being got out again," sn,id Solomon, '' I tell you it neve1• 
will , or can be. ,Vhy, do you know that it has been tried, n,t a certain house 
we are acquainted with?" 

'' The \V arren ! ,, cried John. " No, sure ! " 
'' Yes, sure-yes. It's only known by very few . It has been whispered 

about though, for all that. They planed the board away, but there it i,yas. 

They wc:1t deep, but it went deeper. They put new boards clown, but there 
i,yas one great spot that came through still, and showed itself in tho old place. 
And-harkye-draw nearer-1Ir. Geoffrey made that room his study, and 
sits there, al ways, with his foot ( as I have heard) upon it; and he believes, 
through thinking of it long and very mach, that it ·will never fade until ho 
finds the man who did the deed.,, 

As this recital ended, and they all drew closer round the fire, tho tramp of 
::i, horse was heanl without. 

" The very man!" cried John, starting up, "Hugh! Hugh!" 
The sleeper staggered to his feet, and hurried after him. John quickly 

returned, ushering in with great attention and deference (for Mr. Hn.redalo 
was his land1.ord) the long expected visitor, who strode into the room clanking 
his heavy boots upon the floor; and looking keenly round upon the bowing 
group, raised his hat in acknowledgement of their profound respect. 

"You have a stranger here, ,Villet, who sent to me," he said, m a voice 
v;hich sounded naturally stern and deep. " "\Vhore is ho?" 

" In the great room up-stairs, sir," answered J olm. 
"Show the way. Your staircase is dark, I know. Gentlemen, good 

night. '' 
"\Vith that, he signed to the 1ancllord to go on before; and went clanking 

ont, and up the stairs ; old John, in his agitation, ingeniously lighting every­
thing but the way, and making a stumble a,t every second step. 

" Stop ! " he sa.id, when they reached the landing. '' I can announce my• 
self. Don't wait." 

He laid his hand upon the door, entered, and shut it heavily. l\Ir. 
'.Villet was by no means disposed to sta.nd there listening by himself, especially 
as the walls were very thick; so descended, with much greater rubcrity than he 
hn.d come up, a,ncl joined his friends below. 



BARNABY RUDGE. 301. 

CHAPTER 'l'HE 'l'WELFTH. 

TnERE was a brief pause in the state-room of the Maypole, as Mr. Haredale 
tried the lock to satisfy himself that he had shut the door securely, and, striding 
up the dark chamber to where the screen inclosed a littl8 patch of light and 
warmth, presented himself, abruptly and in silence, before the smiling guest. 

If the two had no greater sympathy in their inward thoughts than in their 
outward bearing a,nd appearance, the meeting did not seem likely to prove a very 
calm or pleasant one. \Vith no great disparity between them in point of yen.rs, 
they were, in every other respect, as unlike and far removed from each other 
as two men coukl well be. The one was soft-spoken, delicately made, precise, 
and elegant; the other, a burly square-built man, negligently dressed, rough 
and abrupt in manner, stern, and, in his present mood, forbidding both in look 
and speech. Tho one preserved a calm and placid smile ; the other, a dis­
trustful frown. The new-comer, indeed, appeared bent on showing by his 
every tone and gesture his determined opposition and hostility to the man he 
ha,cl come to meet. The guest who received him, on the other hand, seemed 
i.o feel that the contrast between them was all in his favour, and to derive :1, 

quiet exultation from it which put him more at his ease than ever. 
" Hare dale," said this gentleman, without the least appearance of embftrrass­

ment or reserve, "I am very glad to see you." 
" Let us dispense with compliments. They are misplaced' between us," 

returned the other, ,vaving his hand, "and say plainly what we have to say. 
You have asked me to meet you. I am here. Why do we stand fa,ce to 
face again ?" 

" Still the same fr~nk and sturdy character I see ! " 
"Good or bad, sir, I am" returned the other, leaning his arm upon the 

chimney-piece, and turning a haughty look upon the occupant of the easy­
chair, '' the man I used to be. I have lost no old likings or dislikings; my 
memory ha,s not failed me by a hair's-breadth. You ask me to give you ~L 

meeting. I say, I am here.'' 

"Our meeting, Harecfa.Je," said :Mr. Chester, tapping his snuff-box, and 
following with a smile the impatient gesture he had made-perhaps uncon­
sciously-towards his sword, "is one of conference and peace, I hope!" 

"I have come here," returned the other, "at your desire, holding myself 
bound. to meet you, when and where you would. I have not come to bandy 
pleasant speeches, or hollow professions. You are a smooth man of the world, 
sir, and at such play have me at a disadvantage. The very last man on this 
earth with whom I would enter the lists to combat with gentle compliments 
and masked faces, is l\Ir. Chester, I do assure you. I am not his match at 
snch weapons, and haYc reason to believe that few men are.'' 

" You do me a great deal of honour, Haredale,i' returned the other, most 
composedly, '' and I thank you. I will be frank with you-" 

" I beg your pa,rdon-will be what~" 
VOL, II.-52. D D 
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'' Frank-open-perfectly candid.'' 
" H ah ! " cried Mr. Haredale, drawing in his breath with a sarcastic smile. 

" But don't let me interrupt you." 
,. So resolved am I to hold this course,'' returned the other, tasting his wine 

with areat deliberation "that I have determined not to quarrel with vou, and b ' • 
not to be betrayed into a warm expression or a ha.sty word." 

,~ There again," said :Mr. Haredale, " you "·ill have me at a great advan, 
tage. Your self-command-" 

~, Is not to be disturbed, ":hen it, will serve my purpose, ,you would say"­
rcjoined the other, interrupting him with the same complacency. " Granted. 
I allow it. And I have a purpose to serve now. So have JOU. I am sure 
our object is the same. Let us attain it like sensible men, who have ceased to 
be boys some time.-Do you drink?" 

" "\Vith my friends," returned the other. 
" At least," said 11r. Chester, "you will be seated t' 
" I will stand," returned 1Ir. Haredale impatiently, "on this dismantled, 

beggared hearth, and not pollute it, fallen as it is, with mockeries. Go on!" 
" You are wrong, Haredale" said the other, crossing his legs, and smiling 

as he held his glass up in the bright glow of the fire. "You are really very 
wrong. The world is a lively place enough, in which we must accommodate 
ourselves to circumstances, sail with the stream as glibly as we can, be content 
to take froth for substance, the surface for the depth, the counterfeit for the 
real coin. I wonder no philosopher has ever established that our globe itself 
is hollow. It should be, if Nature is consistent in her works." 

'· Yoa think it i , perhaps?" 
·' I should say," he returned, sipping his wine, "there could be no doubt 

about it. "\Yell; we, in our trifling with this jingling toy, have had the ill luck 
to jostle and fall out. "\Ye are not what the world calls friends; but we are as 
good and true :tnd lOi'ing friends for all that, as nine out of every ten of those 
on whom it bestows the title. You have a niece, and I a, son-a, fine lad, 
Hareda.le, but fooli ·h. They fall in love with each other, and form what this 
same world calls an attachment ; meaning a something fanciful and false like all 
the rest, which, if it took its own free time, would break like any other bubble. 
But it may not have its own free time-will not, if they v,re left alone-and the 
question is, shaJl we two, because society calls us enemies, stand aloof, and 
let them rush into each other's arms, when, by approaching each other sen­
sibly, as we do now, we can prevent it, and part them r' 

" I love my niece," said l\Ir. Harcdale, after a short silence. " It may 
sound strangely in your ears ; but I love her." 

" Strangely, my good follow!" cried 11r. Chester, lazily filling his glass 
again, and pulling out his toothpick. "Not at all. I like :Neel too-or, as 
you say, love him-that's the word among such near relations. I'm very fond 
of Ned. He's an amazingly good fellow, and a handsome fellow-foolish and 
weak as yet; that's all. But the thing i$, HaredaJe--for rn be very 
frank, a I told you I would at first-independently of any dislike that you 
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and I might have to being related to each other, and independently of the 
relio-ious differences between us-and damn it, that's important-I couldn't 
affo~d ~ match of this description. Ned and I couldn't do it. It's impossible." 

"Curb your tongue, in God's name, if this conversation is to last," retorted 
!vir. Haredale fiercely. "I have said I love my niece. Do you think that, 
loving her, I would have her fl.ing her heart away on any man who had your 
blood in his veins ~ " 

'' You see," said the other, not at all disturbed, "the advantage of being 
so frank and open. Just what I was about to add, upon my honour! I am 
amazingly a,ttached to Ned-quite doat upon him, indeed-and even if we 
could afford to throw ourselves away, that very objection would be quite insu­
perable.-! wish you'd take some wine." 

"Mark me/' said ~Ir. Haredale, striding to the ta,ble, and laying his hand 
upon it heavily. "lf any man believes-presumes to think-that I, in word, 
or deed, or in the wildest dream, ever entertained remotely the idea of Emma 
Haredale's favouring the suit of one who was akin to you-in any way-I care 
not what-he lies. He lies, and does me grievous wrong, in the mere thought." 

"Haredale," returned the other, rocking himself to and fro as in assent, 
and nodding at the fire, "it's extremely manly, and really very generous in 
you, to meet me in this unreserved and handsome way. Upon my word, those 
are exactly my sentiments, only expressed with much more force and power 
than I could use-you know my sluggish nature, and will forgive me, I am sure.,, 

""\Vhile I would restrain her from all correspondence with your son, and 
sever their intercourse here, though it should cause her death," said .Mr. Hare­
dale, who had been pacing to and fro, "I would do it kindly and tenderly if 
I can. I have a trust to discharge which my nature is not formed to under­
stand, and, for this reason, the bare fact of there being any love between them 
comes upon me to-night, almost for the first time.,l 

" I am more delighted than I can possibly tell you," rejoined :Mr. Chester 
with the utmost blandness, " to find my own impression so confirmed. You 
see the adYantage of our having mot. ,v o understand each other. vVe quite 
agree. "\Ve have a most complete and thorough explanation, and we know 
what course to take.-\Vhy don,t you taste your tenant's wine? Ifs really 
very good.,, 

" Pn1y who,i' said l\1r. Haredale, "have aided Emma, or your son~ Who 
are their go-betweens, and agents-do you know~" 

" All the good people herea,bouts-the neighbourhood in general, I think," 
returned tho other, with his most affable smile. '' The messenger I sent to 
you to-cla.y, foremost among them all." 

" The idiot~ Barnaby 1 ', 
" You arc surprised~ I am glad of that, for I was rather so myself. Yes. 

I \Yrung that from his mother-a very decent sort of woman-from whom. 
indeed, I chiefly learnt how serious the matter had become, and so determined 
to ride out here to-day, and hold a parley wjth you on this neutral ground.­
You're stouter than you used to be, Haredale, but you look extremely well.'' 

" Our busines1;;, I presume, is net1rly at an end," said Mr. Haredale, with 
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an expression of impatience he ·was at no pains to conceal. "Trust me, Mr. 
Chester, my niece shall change from this time. I will appeal," he added in a 
lower tone, "to her woman's heart, her dignity, her pride, her duty"-

" I shall do the same by Ned," said Mr. Chester, restoring some errant 
faggots to their places in the grate with the toe of his boot. "If there is 
anything real in the world, it is those amazingly fine feelings and those natural 
obligations which must subsist between father and son. I shall put it to him 
on every ground of moral and religious feeling. I shall represent to him that 
we cannot possibly afford it-that I have always looked forward to his 
marrying well, for a genteel provision for myself in the autumn of life-that 
there are a great many clamorous dogs to pay, ,Yhose claims are perfectly just 
and right, and who must be paid out of his wife's fortune. In short, that the 
very highest and most honourable feelings of our nature, with every considera­
tion of filial duty and affection, and all that sort of thing, imperatively demand 
that he should run away with an heiress." 

,: And bre:.1,k her hea,rt as speedily as possible~'' said 1Ir. Harecla1e, drawing 
on his glove. 

" There Ned will act exactly as he pleases,'' returned the other, sipping his 
·wine; " that's entirely his affair. I wouldn't for the world interfere with my 
son, Harc<luJe, beyond a certain point. The relationship between father ancl 
son, you know, is positively quite a holy kind of bond. -T-Von't you let me 
persua,do you to take ono glass of wine? \Vell ! as you please, as you please,'' 
he added, helping himself again. 

" Chester," said :Mr. Haredale, after a short silence, during which he had 
eyed his smiling face from time to time intently, "you have the head and heart 
of an evil spirit in all matters of deception." 

'
4 Your health ! " said the other, with a nod. ,; But I have interrupted 

you-
,, 

" If now," pursued 1'Ir. Haredale, ",Ye should find it difficult to separate 
these young people, and break off their intercourse-if, for instance, you find 
it difficult on your side, what course do you intend to take~" 

"Nothing plainer, my good fellow, nothing easier," returned the other, 
shrugging his shoulders and stretching himself more comfortably before tlrn 
fire. " I shall then exert those powers on ,vhich you flatter me so highly­
though, upon my word, I don't deserve your compliments to their full extent­
and resort to a few little trivial subterfuges for rousing jealousy and resent­
ment. You see ? " 

'' In short, justifying the means by the end, we are, as a last resource for 
tearing them asunder, to resort to treachery and-and lying,"' said l\1r. 
Haredale. 

" Oh clear no. Fie, fie ! " returned the other, relishing a pinch of snuff 
extremely. "Not lying. Only a little management, a iittle diplomacy, a 
little-intriguing, that's the word." 

'~ I wish," said :Mr. Haredale, moving to and fro, and stopping, and moving 
on again, like one who was ill at ease, "that this could have been foreseen or 
prevented. But as it has gone so far, and it is necessary for us to act, it is 
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of no use shrinking or regretting. "\Vell ! I shall second your endeavours 
to the utmost of my power. There is one topic in tho whole wide range of 
human thoughts on which wo both agree. VVe shall act in concert, but ap,ut. 
There will be no need, I hope, for us to meet aga,in/' 

" Are you going?" said l\Ir. Chester, rising with a graceful indolence. "Lot 
me light you down the stairs.'' 

" Pray keep your soa,t," returned the other dryly, "I know the wa,y." So, 
waving his hand slightly, a,nd putting on his hat as ho turned upon his heel, he 
went clanking out as he had come, shut the door behind him, and tramped 
down the echoing stairs. 

" Pah ! A very coarse animal, indeed ! " said :Mr. Chester, composing him­
self in the easy chair again. "A rough brute. Quito a human badger ! '' 

John vVillet and his friends, who had been listening intently for the clash of 
swords, or firing of pistols in the great room, and had indeed settled tho order 
in ,Yhich they should rush in when summoned-in which procession old John 
had carefully arr:mged that he should bring up the re:.Lr-were very much 
a3tonishecl to see ~Ir. Hareclale come down without a, scrntch, c:.i,ll for his 
horse, aml ride away thoughtfully a,t a footpace. After some co11sideration, it 
,,·as decided that he had loft the gentleman above, for dead, and had acloptcd 
this stratagem to divert suspicion or pursuit. 

As this conclusion involved the necessity of their going up stairs forthwith, 
they were about to ascend in the order they had agree(l upon, when a, smart 
ringing at the guest's bell, as if he had pulled it vigorously, overthrew all their 
speculations, and involved them in great uncertainty and doubt. At length 
:Mr. \Villot agreed to go up stairs himself, escorted by Hugh and Barnaby, as 
the strongest and stoutest fellows on the premises, who were to make their 
}Lppoarance under pretence of clearing away the glasses. 

Under this protection, the brave and broad-faced John boldly entered the 
room, half a foot in advance, and received an order for a boot-jack without 
trembling. But when it was brought, and he leant his sturdy shoulder to the 
guest, ~Ir. "\Villet was observed to look very hard into his boots as he pulled 
them off, and, by opening his eyes much wider than usual, to appear to express 
solllo surprise and disappointment at not finding them full of blood. He took 
occasion too, to examine the gentleman as closely as he could, expecting to 
discover sundry loo.p-holes in his person, pierced by his adversary's sworrl. 
Finding none, however, and obsoning in course of time that his guest \Vas as 
cool ancl unruffled, both in his dress and temper, as he had been all day, old 
John at last heaved a deep sigh, and begnin to think no duel had been fought 
that night . 

.. And now, "\Villet," said 1-lr. Chester, "if the room's well aired, I'll try the 
merits of that famous bed." 

·' The room, sir," returned John, taking up a candle, and nudging Barnaby 
and Hugh to accompany them, in case the gentleman should unexpectedly drop 
down faint or dead, from some intcrn:11 wound, "the room's as warm n,s any 
ton.st in a tankard. Barnaby, take you that other candle, and go on before. 
Hugh ! Follow up, sir, \rith the easy-chair.~' 
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In this order-and still, in his earnest inspection, holding his candle very 
close to the guest; now making him feel extremely warm about the legs, now 
threatening to set his wig on fire, and constantly begging his pardon with great 
awkwardness and embarrassment-John led the party to the best bed-room, 
which was nearly as large as the chamber from which they had come, and held, 
drawn out near the fire for warmth, a great old spectral bedstead, hung with 
faded brocade, and ornamented, at the top of each carved post, with a plume ot 
feathers that had once been white, but with dust and age had now grown hearse­
like and funereal. 

" Good night, my friends," said Mr. Chester with a sweet smile, seating 
himself, when he had surveyed the room from end to end, in the easy-chair 
which his attendants wheeled before the fire. "Good night! Barnaby, my 
good fellow, you say some prayers before you go to bed, I hope t' 

Barnaby nodded. "He has some nonsense that he calls his prayers, sir,i' 
returned old John, officiously. "I'm afraid there a'nt much good in 'em." 

" And Hugh ~" said :Mr. Chester, turning to him. 
" Not I," he answered. '' I know his "-pointing to Barnaby-" they're well 

enough. He sings 'em sometimes in the straw. I listen." 
" He's quite a animai, sir," J olm whispered in his ear with dignity. "You'll 

excuse him, I'm sure. If he has any soul at all, sir, it must be such a very small 
one, that it don't signify what he does or doesn't in that way. Good night, sir ! " 

The guest rejoined "God bless you ! " with a fervour that was quite 
affecting ; and John, beckoning his guards to go before, bowed himself out 
of the room, and left him to his rest in the Maypole's ancient bed. 

END {IF VOL, U, 
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CHAP'rER THE THIRTEENTH. 

1 .~ · .,.- -/- , i: f\· ,, F Joseph vVillet, the denounced and proscribed of 'prentices, 

( ~/ . _.\~"t~~r~)J had happened to be at home when his father's courtly guest 

f , · ;==- presented himself before the Maypole door-that is, if it 

) ~ liacl not perversely chanced to be one of the half-dozen days 

~@ in the ,vhole year on which he was at liberty to absent him­

~-~- self for as many hours without question or reproach--he 
c:,;;.,==l~=-=== .,:e;.,=;., would have contrived, by hook or crook, to dive to the very 

bottom of i\Ir. Chester's mystery, and to come at his pui:pose with as much 

certainty as though he had been his confidential adviser. In that fortunate 

cn.se, the lovers would have had quick warning of the ills that threatened 

them, and the aid of various timely and wise suggestions to boot; for all Joe's 

readiness of thought and action, and all his sympathies and good wishes, 

were enlisted in favour of the young people, and wore staunch in devotion 

to their ca.use. '\Vhethcr this disposition arose out of his old prepossessions in 

favour of the young lady, whoso history had surrounded her in his mind, 
VOL, III,-53. 13 
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almost from his cradle, with circumstances of unusual interest ; or from his 

attachment towards the young gentleman, into whose confidence he had, 

through his shrewdness and alacrity, and the rendering of sundry important 

services as a spy and messenger, almost imperceptibly glided; whether they 

had their origin in either of these sources, or in the habit natural to youth, or 

in the constant badgering and ,vorrying of his venerable parent, or in any 

hidden little love affair of his own which gave him something of a fellow-feeling 

in the matter; it is needless to inquire-especially as Joe was out of the way, 

and had no opportunity on that particular occasion of testifying to his senti~ 

ments either on one side or the other. 

It was, in fact, the twenty-fifth of March, which, as most people know to 

their cost, is, and has been time out of mind, one of those unpleasant epochs 

termed quarter-days. On this twenty-fifth of l'IIarch, it was John "'\Villet's 

pride annually to settle, in hard cash, his account with a certain vintner and 

distiller in the city of London ; to give into whose hands a canvas bag con­

taining its exact amount, and not a penny more or less, was the end and object 

of a journey for Joe, so surely as the year ::md day came round. 

This journey was performed upon an old grey mare, concerning whom John 

had an indistinct set of ideas hovering about him, to the effect that she could 

win a plate or cup if she tried. She never had tried, and probably never would 

now, being some fourteen or fifteen years of age, short in wind, long in body, 

and rather the worse for wear in respect of her mane and tail. Notwithstand­

ing these slight defects, John perfectly gloried in the animal; and vl'l1en she was 

brought round to the door by Hugh, :ictually retired into the bar, and there, 

in a secret grove of lemons, laughed with pride. 

" There's a bit of horseflesh, Hugh ! " said John, when he had recovered 

enough self-command to appea,r at the door again. " There's a comely crea­

tur ! There,s high mettle! There's bone!,, 

There was bone enough beyond all doubt; and so Hugh seemed to think, as 

he sat sideways in the saddle, lazily doubled up with his chin nearly touching 

his knees; and heedless of the dangling stirrups and loose bridle-rein, saun 

tered up and down on the little green before the door. 

" Mind you take good care of her, sir,i' said John, appealing from this 

insensible person to his son and heir, who now appeared, fu]ly equipped and 

ready. " Don't you ride hard." 
'' I should be puzzled to do that, I think, father," Joe replied, casting a 

disconsolate look at the animal. 

" None of your impudence, sir, if you please," retorted old John. "\Vhat 

would yon ride, sir? A wild ass or zebra would be too t~u11e for you, wouldn't 

he, eh sir? You'd like to ride a roaring lion, wouldn't you sir, ch sir? Hold 

your tongue, sir." V\Then Mr. Willet, in his differences with his son, had 

exhausted all the questions that occurred to him, and Joe had said nothing at 

all in answer, he generally wound up by bidding him hold his tongue. 

"And what does tho boy mean," a,ddcd ~Ir. "\Villet, after he had stared at 

him for a Ii ttle time, in a species of stupefaction, " by cocking his hat, to such 

an extent! Aro you a going to kill the wintner, sir 1" 
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"Not said Joe, tartly; "I'm not. '' Now your mind's at ease, father." 
" vVith a milintary air, too!,, said Mr. Willet, surveying him from top to 

toe · " with a swaggering, fire-eating, biling-water drinking sort of way with 
, d l . '2" him ! And what do you mean by pulling up the crocuses and snow rops, e 1 sir. 

" It's only a little nosegay," said Joe, reddening. '' There's no harm in 
that, I hope ?" 

"You're a boy of business, you are, sir!" said Mr. Willet, disdainfully, "to 
go supposing that wintners care for nosegays.,, 

'' I don't suppose anything of the kind," returned Joe. " Let them keep their 
. M "\:T d ' I ,, red noses for bottles and tankards. These are gomg to r. \ ar ens 1ouse. 

" And do you suppose he minds such things as crocuses~ " demanded John. 
"I don't knO\v, and to say the truth, I don't care," said Joe. "Come 

father, give me the money, and in the name of patience let me go." 
" There it is, sir," replied John ; " and take care of it ; and mind you don't 

make too much haste back, but give the mare a long rest.-Do you mind ?" 
"Ay, I mind," returned Joe. "She'll need it, Heaven knows.', 
"And don't you score up too much at the Black Lion," said John. '' Mind 

that too.'' 
" Then why don't you let me have some money of my own? " retorted Joe, 

sorrowfully; "why don't you, father? What do you send me into London 
for, giving me only the right to call for my dinner at the Black Lion, which 
you're to pay for next time you go, as if I was not to be trusted with a few 
shillings? Why do you use me like this~ It's not right of you. You can't 
expect me to be quiet under it." 

'' Let him have money!" cried John, in a drowsy reverie. "What does he 
caII money-guineas? Hasn't he got money? Over and above the tolls, hasn't 
he one and sixpence ? " 

"One and sixpence!" repeated his son contemptuously. 
"Yes, sir," returned John, "one and sixpence. "\iVhen I was your age, I 

had never seen so much money, in a heap. A shilling of it is in case of acci­
dcnte-the mare casting a shoe, or the like of that. The other sixpence is to 
spend in the diversions of London ; and the diversion I recommend is going to 
the top of the Monument, and sitting there. There's no temptation there, sir­
no drink-no young women-no bad characters of any sort-nothing but imagi­
nation. That's the way I enjoyed myself when I was your age, sir.', 

To this, Joe made no answer, but beckoning Hugh, leaped into the saddle 
and rode away; and a very stalwart manly horseman he looked, deserving a 
better charger than it was his fortune to bestride. John stood staring after 
him, or rather after the grey mare, (for he had no eyes for her rider) until man 
and beast had been out of sight some twenty minutes, when he began to think 
they were gone, and slowly re-entering the house, fell into a gentle doze. 

The unfortunate grey mare, who was the agony of Joe's life, floundered along 
at her own will and pleasure until the Maypole was no longer visible, and then, 
contracting her legs into what in a puppet would have been looked upon as a 
clumEly and awkward imitation of a canter, mended her pace all :tt once, and. 
did it of her own accord. The acquaintance with her rider's usual mode of 
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proceeding, which suggested this improvement in hers, impelled her likewise to 
turn up a bye-way, leading-not to London, but through bnes running pa.rallel 
with the road they had come, and passing within a few hundred yards of the 
l\riaypole, which led finally to an inclosure surrounding a large, old, red-brick 
mansion-the same of which mention was made as the Warren in the first 
chapter of this history. Coming to a dead stop in a little copse thereabout, 
she suffered her rider to dismount with right good-will, and to tie her to the 
trunk of a tree. 

" Stay there, old girl," said .Joe, "and let us see whether there's any little 
commission for me to-day." So saying, he left her to browze upon such 
stunted grass and weeds as happened to grow within the length of her tether, 
and passing through a, wicket gate, entered the grounds on foot. 

The pathwa.y, after a very few minutes' walking, brought him close to the 
house, towards which, and especially towards one particular window, he directed 
mainy covert glances. It was a dreary, silent building, ,vith echoing courty~rds, 
desolated turret-chambers, and whole suites of rooms shut up and mouldering 
to ruin. 

The terrace-garden, dark with the shade of overhanging trees, had an air 
of melancholy that was quite oppressive. Great iron gates, disused for 
many years, and red with rust, drooping on their hinges and overgrown with 
long rank grass, seemed as though they tried to sink into the ground, and hide 
their fallen state among the friendly weeds. The fantastic monsters on the 
wn.lls, green with age and damp, and covered here and there with moss, looked 
grim and desolate. There was a sombre aspect even on that part of the 
mansion which was inhabited and kept in good repair, that struck the beholder 
with a sense of sadness ; of something forlorn and failing, \Vhence cheerfulness 
was banished. It would have been difficult to imagine a bright fire blazing in 
the dull and darkened rooms, or to picture :my gaiety of heart or revelry 
that the frowning walls shut in. It seemed a place where such things had 
been, but could be no more-the very ghost of a house, haunting the old spot 
in its old outward form, and that was all. 

Much of this decaiyed and sombre look was attributable, no doubt, to the 
death of its former master, and the temper of its present occupant; but re­
membering the tnJe connected with the mansion, it seemed the very place for 
such a deed, and one tlrnt might have been its predestined theatre years upon 
years ago. Viewed with reference to this leg-end, the sheet of water where the 
steward's body had been found a.ppeared to wear a black and sullen character, 
such as no other pool might own ; the bell upon the roof that had told tho tale 
of murder to the midnight wind, became a very phantom whose voice would 
raise the listener's hair on end ; and every leafless bough tl1:1t nodded to 
another, ha<l. its stealthy whispering of the crime. 

Joe paced up and down the path, sometimes stopping in affected contem­
plation of the building or the prospect, sometimes leaning against a tree with an 
assumed air of idleness and mdifference, but ahvays keeping an eye upon the 
window he had singled out at first. After somo quarter of an hour's delay, a 
small white hand was waved to him for an insbnt from this casement, and the 
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young man, with a respectful bow, departed; saying under his breath as he 

crossed his horse again, "No errand for me to-day ! " 

But the air of smartness, the cock of the hat to which John Willet had 

objected, and the spring nosegay, all betokened some little errand of his own, 

havin()' a more interestincr obJ' ect than a vintner or even a locksmith. So, in-
o 0 

deed, it turned out; for when he had settled with the vintner-whose place of 

business was down in some deep cellars hard by Thames-street, and who was 

as purple-faced an old gentleman as if he had all his life supported their arched 

roof on his head-when he had settled the account, and taken the receipt, 

and declined tasting more than three glasses of old sherry, to the unbounded 

astonishment of the purple-faced vinter, who, gimlet in hand, had projected an 

attack upon at least a score of dusty casks, and who stood transfixed, or 

morally gimleted as it were, to his own wall-when he had done all this, and 

disposed besides of a frugal dinner at the Black Lion in vVhitechapel ; spurn­

ing the Monument and John's advice, he turned his steps towards the lock­

smith's house, attracted by the eyes of blooming Dolly Varden. 

Joe was by no means a sheepish fellow, but, for all that, when he got to the 

corner of the street in which the locksmith lived, he could by no means make 

up his mind to walk straight to the house. First, he resolved to stroll up 

another street for five minutes, then up another street for five minutes more, 

a.nd so on until he had lost full half an hour, when he made a bold plunge and 

found himself with a red face and a beating heart in the smoky workshop. 

"Joe Willet, or his ghost!" said Varden, rising from the desk :1t which he 

was busy with his books, and looking at him under his spectacles. ,; \iVhich is 

it? Joe in the flesh, eh? That's hearty. And how are all the Chigwell 

company, Joe?" 

" .Much as usual, sir-they and I agree as well as ever." 

" Well, well ! " said the locksmith. "\Ve must be patient, Joe, and bear 

with old folks' foibles. How's tho mare, Joe? Does she do the four miles an 

hour as easily nis ever ? Ha, ha, ha ! Does she, Joe -~ Eh?-What have we 

there, Joe-a nosegay r' 
"A very poor one, sir-I thought Miss Dolly-', 

.. " ~o, no," said Gabriel, dropping his voice and shaking his head, "not Dolly. 

(T1ve em to her mother, Joe. A great deal better give 'em to her mother. 

\Vould you mind giving 'em to :Mrs. Varden, Joe?" 

"Oh no, sir,n Joo replied, and endeavouring,-but not with the greatest possible 

success, to hide his disappointment. '' I slrnll be very glad~ rm sure.~, 

" That's right," said the locksmith, patting him on the back. " It don't 

matter who has 'em, Joe ? " 

" Not a bit, sir."-Dear heart, how the words stuck in his throat! 

" Come in/' said G~Lbriel. " I have just been ca,lled to tea. She's in the 
parlour.,, 

" She/' thought Joe. " \Vhich of' em I wonder-:Mrs. or Miss?,, The lock­

s~1ith settled the doubt as neatly as if it had been expressed aloud, by leading 

lum to the Joor, and saying, " l\Iartha, my dear, here's young Mr. ·Willet." 

Now, Mrs. Yarden, r egarding the :Maypole as a sort of humane man-trap, or 
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decoy fot husbands; viewing its proprietor, and all who aided and abetted him, 
in the light of so many poachers among Christian men ; and believing, more­
over, that the publicans coupled with sinners in Holy "\Vrit were veritable 
licensed victuallers; was far from being favourably disposed towards her visitor. 
"\Vherefore she was taken faint di1'.€ctly; an<l being duly presented with the 
crocuses and snowdrops, divined on further consideration that they were tho 
occasion of the languor which had seized upon her spirits. " I'm afraid I 
couldn't bear the room another minute," said the good lady, "if they remained 
here. Would you excuse my putting them out of window t' 

Joe begged she wouldn't mention it on any account, and smiled feebly as he 
.saw them deposited on the sill outside. If anybody could have known the 
pains he had taken to make up that despised and misused bunch of flowers!­

" I feel it quite a relief to get rid of them, I assure you," said Mrs. Varden. 
" I'm better already." And indeed she did appear to have plucked up her spirits 

Joe expressed his gratitude to Providence for this favourable dispensation, 
and tried to look as if he didn't wonder where Dolly was. 

" You're sad people at Chigwe11, l\1r. Joseph," said l\Irs. V. 
" I hope not, ma'am," returned Joe. 
" You're the cruellest and most inconsiderate people in the world," said :Mrs. 

Varden, bridling. " I wonder old :Mr. "\Villet, having been a married man 
himself, doesn't know better than to conduct himself as he does. His doing it 
for profit is no excuse. I would rather pay the money twenty times over, and 
h:1Ye Varden come home like a respectable and sober tradesman. If there ii; 
one character," said l\1rs. Varden with great emphasis, "that offends and 
disgusts me more than another, it is a sot." 

" Come, Martha, my dear," sairl the locksmith cheerily, "let us have tea. 
and don't let us talk about sots. There r~re none here, and Joe don't want to 
hear about them, I dare say." 

At this crisis, Miggs appeared wich toast. 
'' I dare say he does not," said 1\Irs. Varden; "2.,nd I dare say you do not, 

Varden. It's a very unpleasant subject I have no doubt, though I won't say 
it's personal"-Miggs coughed-" wh:1tever I may be forced to think"-1\Iiggs 
sneezed expressively. "You never will know, Varden, and nobody at young 
Mr. \Villet's age-you'll excuse me, sir-can be expected to know, what a 
woman suffers when she is waiting at home under such circumstances. If you 
don't believe me, as I know you don't, here's 11iggs, who is only too often a 
witness of it-ask her." 

" Oh! she were very bad the other night, sir, indeed she were," said l\Iiggs. 
" If you hadn't the sweetness of an angel in you, mim, I don't think you could 
abear it, I raly don't." 

"Nliggs," said l\.Irs. Varden, "you're profane." 
" Begging your pardon, mim," retu1'necl ::\1iggs, with shrill rapidity, "such 

was noL my intentions, and such I hope is not my char::wter, though I am but 
::i, servant." 

"Answering rne, l\.Iiggs, and provhling yourself," retorted her mistress, 
looking round ,vith dignity, "is one and the same thing. How dare you speak 
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of angels in connection with your sinful fellow-beings-mere"-said Mrs.Varden, 

"'lancino- at herself in a neio-hbourin()' mirror, and arranging- the ribbon of her 
F, o O O __ ..., 

cap in a more becoming fashion-" mere worms and grovellers as we are!" 

" I did not intend, mim, if you please, to give offence," said :Miggs, confident 

in the strength of her compliment~ and developing strongly in the throat as 

usual, " and I did not expect it would be took as such. I hope I know my own 

unworthiness, and that I hate and despise myself and all my fellow-creatures as 

eyery practicable Christ.ian should." 

" You'll have the goodness, if you please," said Mrs.Varden loftily, " to 

step up stairs and see if Dolly has finished dressing, and to tell her that the 

chair that was ordered for her will be here in a minute, a.nd that if she keeps 

it waiting, I shall send it away that instant.-l'm sorry to see that you don't 

take your tea, Varden, and that you don't take yours, Mr.Joseph; though of 

course it ,vould be foolish of me to expect that anything that can be had at 

home, and in the company of females, would please you." 

This pronoun was understood in the plural sense, and included both gentle­

men, upon both of whom it was rather hard and undeserved, for Gabriel had 

applied himself to the meal with a very promising appetite, until it was spoilt by 

:Mrs. V arclen herself, and Joe had as great a liking for the female society of the 

locksmith's house-or for a part of it at all events-as man could well entertain. 

But ho had no opportunity to say anything in his own defence, for at that 

moment Dolly herself appeared, and struck him quite dumb with her beauty. 

Never had Dolly looked so handsome as she did then, in all the glow and grace of 

youth, with all her charms jncreased a hundred fold by a most becoming dress, 

by a thousand little coquettish ways which nobody could assume with a better 

grace, an<l all the sparkling expectation of that accursed party. It is impos­

sible to tell how Joe hated that party wherever it was, and all the other people 

who were going to it, whoever they were. 

And she hardly looked at him-no, hardly looked at him. And when the 

chair was seen through the open door coming blundering into the workshop, 

she actunJly clapped her hands and seemed glad to go. But Joe g:we her his 

arm-there was some comfort in that--and handed her into it. To see her 

seat herself inside, with hor laughing eyes brighter than diamonds, and her 

hand-surely she had the prettiest hand in the world-on the ledge of the open 

window, and her little finger provokingly and pertly tilted up, as if it wondered 

why Joo didn't squeeze or kiss it ! To think how well one or two of the modest 

snow<lrops would have become that delicate boddice, and how they were lyjng 

neglected outside the parlour window!. To see how Miggs looked on, with a 

face expressive of knowing how all this loveliness was got up, and of being in 

the secret of every string and pin and hook and eye, and of saying it ain't half 

as real as you think, and I could look quite as well myself if I took the pains ! 

To hear that provoking precious little scream when the chair was hoisted on its 

poles, and to catch that transient but not-to-be-forgotten vision of the happy 

face within-what torments and aggravations, and yet what delights were these ! 

The very clrnirmen seemed favoured rivals as they bore her down the street. 

There nornr was such an alteration in a small room in a small time as in 
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that parlour when they went back to finish tea. So dark, so deserted, so per­
fectly disenchanted. lt seemed such sheer nonsense to be sitting tamely there, 
when she was at a dance with more lovers than man could calculate fluttering 
about her-with the whole party doting on and adoring her, and wanting to 
nrn,rry her. :Miggs was hovering about too; and the fact of her existence, the 
mere circumstance of her ever having been born, appeared, after Dolly, such an 
unaccountable practical joke. It was impossible to talk. It couldn't be done. 
He had nothing left for it but to stir his tea round, and round, and round, and 
ruminate on all the fascinations of the locksmith's lovely daughter. 

Gabriel was dull too. It was a part of the certain uncertainty of :Mrs. 
Varden's temper, that when they were in this condition, she should be gay 
and sprightly. 

" I need have a cheerful disposition, I am sure," said the smiling housewife, 
"to preserve any spirits at all ; and how I do it I can scarcely tell." 

" Ah, mim," sighed Miggs, "begging your pardon for the interruption, 
there ::m't a many like you." 

" Take away, Miggs," said Mrs. Varden, rising, "take away, pray. I know 
I'm a restraint here, and as I wish everybody to enjoy themselves as they 
best can, I feel I had better go." 

" No, no, 1\I artha," cried the locksmith. " Stop here. I'm sure we shall 
be very sorry to lose you, eh Joe?" Joe started, and s:1id "Certainly." 

" Thank you, Varden, my dear," returned his wife; "but I know your wishes 
better. Tobacco, and beer, or spirits, have much greater attractions than any I 
can boast of, and therefore I shall go and sit up stairs and look out of window, my 
love. Good night, 1\1:r. Joseph. I'm very glad to have seen you, and only wish 
I could have provided something more suitable to your taste. Remember me 
very kindly if you please to old Mr. "\Villet, and tell him that whenever he 
comes here I have a crow to pluck with him. Good night!" 

H:wing uttered these words with great sweetness of manner, the good lady 
dl'Opped a curtsey remarkable for its condescension, and serenely withdrew. 

And it was for this Joe had looked forward to the twenty-fifth of :March 
for weeks :m<l weeks, and had gathered the flowers with so much care, and had 
cocked his hat, and made himself so smart ! This was the end of all his bold 
determination, resolved upon for the hundredth time, to speak out to Dolly and 
tell her how he loved her ! ·To see her for a minute-for but a minute-to find 
her going out to a party ::tnd glad to go; to be looked upon as a common pipe­
smoker, beer- bibber, spirit-guzzler, :md tosspot ! Ho bade farewell to his 
friend the locksmith, and hastened to take horse at the Black Lion, thinking 
as he turned towards home, as many a,nother Joe has thought before and 
since, that here was an end to all his hopes-that the thing was impossible 
and never could be-that she didn't care for him-that he was wretched for 
life-and that the O!'lly congenial prospect left him, was to go for a soldier or a 
sa,ilor, and got some obliging enemy to knock his brains out as soon as po2sible. 
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CHAPTER THE FOURTEENTH. 

JOE ,v ILLET rode leisurely :1long in his desponding mood, picturing the 

locksmith's daughter going down long country-dimces, and poussetting dread­

fully with bold strangers-which was almost too much to bear-when he heard 

the tramp of a horse's feet behind him, and looking back, saw a well-mounted 

gentleman advancing at a smart canter. As this rider passed, he checked his 

steed, and called him of the :Maypole by his name. Joe set spurs to the grey 

ma.re, and was at his side directly. 
" I thought it was you, sir," he said, touching his hat. "A fair evenmg, 

sir. Glad to see you out of doors again." 

The gentleman smiled and nodded. " ,vha,t gay doings have been going on 

to-day, Joo? Is she as pretty as ever? Nay, don't blush, man." 

" If I coloured at all, l\Ir. Ed wa,rd," said Joe, "which I didn't know I <lid, 

it was to think I should have been such a fool as ever to have any hope of her. 

She's as far out of my reach as-as Heaven is." 

" ,v ell, Joe, I hope that's not altogether beyond it,'' said Edward goocl­

hnmouredly. " Eh Z'' 
"Ah !" sighed Joe. "It's all very fine talking, sir. Proverbs are easily 

rnn.de in cold blood. But it can't be helped. Are you bound for our house, sir 'C' 

" Yes. As I am not quite strong yet, I shall stay there to-night, and ride 

home coolly in the morning.'' 

"If you 're in no particubr hurry,'' said Joe after a short silence, "::md will bear 

with t.he pace of this poor jade, I shall be glad to ride on with you to the vVarren, 

sir, and hold your horse when you dismount. It'll save you having to wa,lk from the 

.Maypole, there and back again. I can spare the time well, sir, for I am too soon_,, 

" And so am I," returned Ed ward, " though I was unconsciously riding 

fast just now, in c_ompliment I suppose to the pace of my thoughts, which were 

travelling post. "\Vo will keep together, Joe, willingly, and be as good company 

as may be. And cheer up: cheer up, think of the locksmith's daughter with a 

stout heart, and you shall win her yet." 

Joe shook his head; but there wa,s something so cheery in the buoyant 

hopeful manner ' of this speech, that his spirits rose under its influence, and 

communicated as it would socm some new impulse even to the grey ma,re, who, 

breaking from her sober amble into a gentle trot, emulated the pace of Edward 

Chester's horse, and appeared to flatter herself that he was doing his very best. 

It was a fine dry night, and the light of a young moon, which wa,s then just 

rising, shed around that peace :mcl tranquillity ,vhich gives to evening time its 

most delicious charm. Tho lengthened shadows of the trees, softened as if 

reflected in still wa,ter, throw their carpet on the pa.th the travellers pursued, 

and the light wind stirred yet more softly than before, as though it were 

soothing Nature in her sleep. By little and little they ceased talking, and rode 

on side by side in a pleasant silence. 

"The 1'Iaypole lights aro brilli:mt to-night," said Edward, as they rode 

along tho bne from which, while the intervening trees were bare of leaves, tliat 

hostelry was visible. 
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" Brilliant indeed, sir," returned Joe, rising in his stirrups to get a better 
view. " Lights in the large room, and a fire glimmering in the best bed­
chamber ? '1Vhy, what company can this be for, I wonder ! " 

"Some benighted horseman wending towards London, and deterred from 
going on to-night by the marvellous tales of my friend the highwayman, I suppose,'' said Ed ward. 

" He must be a horseman of good quality to have such accommodations. Your bed too, sir- ! " 

" No matter, Joe. Any other room will do for me. But come-there's nine '$triking. "',Ve may push on." 
They cantered forward at as brisk a pace as Joe's charger could attain, and 

presently stopped in the little copse where he had left her in the morning. 
Ed ward dismounted, gave his bridle to his companion, and wa,lked with a light step tO\vards the house. 

A female servant was waiting at a side gate in the garden-wall, and admitted 
him without delay. He hurried along the terrace-walk, and darted up a 
flight of broad steps leading into an old and gloomy hall, whose walls were 
ornamented with rusty suits of armour, antlers, weapons of the chase, and 
suchlike gamiture. Here he paused, but not long; for as he looked round, 
as if expecting the attendant to have followed, and wondering she had not 
done so, a lovely girl appeared, whose dark hair next moment rested on his 
breast. Almost at the same instant a heavy hand was laid upon her arm, 
Eclw:1rd felt himself thrust, away, and ~Ir. Haredale stood behveen them. 

--·--

' · ~ :··;~ 
., I P"'J 
,.;J=/ t ---~~~-,_- ::.-:,.... __ _ . -

I • 
I 

He regarded the young man sternly without removing his hat ; with one 
hand clasped his niece, and with the other, in which he held his riding-\vhip, 
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motioned him towards the door. The young man drew himself up, and 

returned his gaze. 
" This is well done of you, sir, to corrupt my servants, and enter my house 

unbidclen and in secret, like a thief!" said :Mr. Haredale. '' Leave it, sir, and 

return no more. 
,, 

" Miss Hareda,le's presencet returned the young man, " and your relation­

ship to her, give you a license which, if you are a brave man, you will not 

abuse. You have compelled me to this course, and the fault is yours-not 
. ,, 

mme. 
" It is neither generous, nor honourable, nor the act of a true man, sir," 

retorted the other, '· to tamper with the affections of a weak, trusting girl, 

while you shrink, in your unworthiness, from her guardian and protector, and 

dare not meet the light of day. ~lore than this I will not say to you, save that 

I forbid you this house, and require you to be gone." 
,; It is neither generous, nor honourable, nor the act of a true man to play 

the spy," said Edward. "Your words imply dishonour, and I reject them 

with the scorn they merit.,, 
"You will find/ said ~fr. Haredale, calmly, "your trusty go-between in 

waiting at the gate by which you entered. I have played no spy's part, sir. I 

chanced to see you pass the gate, and followed. You might have heard me 

knocking for admission, had you been less swift of foot, or lingered in the gar­

den. Please to withdraw. Your presence here is offensive to me and distress­

ful to my niece." As he said these words, he passed his arm about the waist 

of the terrified and weeping girl, and drew her closer to him ; and though the 

habitual severity of his manner was scarcely changed, there was yet apparent 

in the action an air of kindness and sympathy for her distress. 

'' Mr. Haredale," said Edward, '' your arm encircles her on whom I have 

set my every hope and thought, and to purchase one minute,s happiness for 

whom I would gladly lay down my life; this house is the casket that holds the 

precious jewel of my existence. Your niece has plighted her faith to me, and 

I have plighted mine to her. What have I done that you should hold me in 

this light esteem, and give me these discourteous wm:ds ~" 

'' You have done that, sirt answered :Mr. Haredale, '' which must be un­

done. You have tied a lover,s-knot here which must be cut asunder. Take 

good heed of what I say. Must. I cancel the bond between ye. I reject 

you, and all of your kith and kin-all the false, hollow, heartless stock.,' 

"High words, sir," said Edward scornfully. 

'' "\V orcls of purpose and meaning, as you will fin<l," replied the other. '' Lay 

them to heart.,, 
"Lay you then, these," said Edward. "Your cold and sullen temper, which 

chills every breast about you, which turns affection into fear, and changes duty 

into dread, has forced us on this secret course, repugnant to our nature and 

our wish, and far more foreign, sir, to us than you. I am not a false, a hollow. 

or a heartless man; the character is yours, who poorly venture on these inju­

rious terms, against, the truth, and under the shelter whereof I reminded you 
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You shall not cancel the bond between us. I will not abandon this 
I rely upon your niece's truth and honour, and set your influence at 
I leave her ,vith a confidence in her pure faith, which you will never 

and with no concern but that I do not leave her in some gentler 

\Vith that, he presrnd her cold hand to his lips, and once more encountering 
and returning .Mr. Haredale's steady look, ,vithdrew. 

A few words to Joe as he mounted his horse sufficiently explained what 
had passed, and renewed all that young gentleman's despondency with tenfold 
aggravation. They rode back to the I\Iaypole without exchanging a syllable, and arrived at the door with heavy hearts. 

Old John, who had peeped from behind the red curtain as they rode up 
shouting for Hugh, was out directly, and said with great importance as he hold the young man's stirrup, 

"He's comfortable in bed-the best bed. A thorough gentleman ; the 
smilingest, affablest gentleman I ever had to do with." 

'' "\Vho, \Villet? '' said Edward carelessly, as he dismounted. 
" Your worthy father, sir," replied J olm. " Your honourable, venerable father." 

""\Vhat does he mean?" snid Edward, looking with a mixture of ahrm and doubt at Joe. 

"\Vhat do you mean?" said Joe. '' Don't you see :Mr. Edward doesn ·t understand, father ? " 
"Why, didn't you know of it, sir?" said J olm, opening his eyes wide. 

"How very singular! Bless you, he's been here ever since noon to-day, and 
l\Ir. Hareclale has been having a long talk with him, and hasn't been gone an hour." 

" J\.1 y father, \V ill et ! " 
"Yes, sir, he told me so-a handsome, slim, upright gentleman, in green-ancl­

go1d. In your old room up yonder, sir. No doubt you can go in, sir," s::.id 
John, walking backwards into the road and looking up at the window. "He hasn't put out his candles yet, I see." 

Edward gbnced :it tho winclow also, ancl hastily murmuring that he had 
changed his mind-forgotten something-and must return to London, mounted 
his horse again and roclo away; leaving the vVillcts, father and son, looking at each other in mute astonishment. 
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CHAPTER THE FIFTEENTH. 

AT noon next day~ John ""\Villet's guest sat lingering over his breakfast in 
his own home, surrounded by a variety of comforts, which left the Maypole's 
highest flight and utmost stretch of accommodation at an infinite distance 
behind, and suggested comparisons very much to the disadvantage and 
disfavour of that venerable tavern. 

In the broad old-fashioned window-seat-as capacious as many modern sofas, 
and cushioned to serve the purpose of a luxurious settee-in the broad old­
fashioned window-seat of a roomy chamber, Mr. Chester lounged, very much 
at his ease, over a well-furnished breakfast-table. He had exchanged his 
riding-coat for a handsome morning-gown, his boots for slippers; had been at 
great pains to atone for the having been obliged to make his toilet when he 
rose without the aid of dressing-case and tiring equipage ; and, having 
gradually forgotten through these means the discomforts of an indifferent 
night and an early ride, was in a state of perfect complacency, indolence, and 
satisfaction. 

The situation in which he found himself, indeed, was particularly favourable 
to the growth of these feelings; for, not to mention the lazy influence of a late 
and lonely breakfast, with the additional sedative of a newspaper, there was an 
air of repose about his place of residence peculiar to itself, and which hangs 
about it, even in these times, ,vhen it is more bustling and busy than it was in 
days of yore. 

There are, still, worse places than the Temple, on a sultry day, for basking in 
the sun, or resting idly in the shade. There is yet a drowsiness in its courts, 
and a dreamy dulness in its trees and gardens; those who pace its lanes and 
squares may yet hear the echoes of their footsteps on the sounding stones, ancl 
read upon its gates, in passing from the tumult of the Strand or Fleet Street, 
' Who enters here leaves noise behind.' There is still the plash of falling 
water in fair Fountain Court, and there are yet nooks ancl corners where dun­
haunted students may look down from their dusty garrets, on a vagrant ray of 
sunlight patching the shade of the tall houses, and seldom troubled to reflect 3, 

passing stranger's form. There is yet, in the Temple, something of a clerkly 
monkish atmosphere, which public offices of law have not disturbed, and even 
legal firms have failed to scare away. In summer time, its pumps suggest to 
thirsty idlers, springs cooler, and more sparkling, and deeper than other wells ; 
and as they trace the spillings of full pitchers on the heated ground, they snuff 
the freshness, and, sighing, cast sad looks towards the Thames, and think of 
baths and boats, and saunter on, despondent. 

It was in a room in Paper Buildings-a row of goodly tenements, shaded in 
front by ancient trees, and looking, at the back, upon the Temple Gardens­
th:tt this, our idler, lounged; now taking up again the paper he had laid down 
a hundred times; now trifling with the fragments of his meal; now pulling 
forth his golden toothpick, and glancing leisurely about tho room, or out at 

VOL, nr.-54. c 
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window into the trim garden walks, where a few early loiterers were already 

pacing to and fro. Here a pair of lovers met to quarrel and make up ; there 

a dark-eyed nursery-maid had better eyes for Templars than her charge; on 

this hantl an ancient spinster, with her lapdog in a string, regarded both 

enormities with scornful sidelong looks; on that a weazen old gentleman, ogling 

the nursery-maid, looked with like scorn upon the spinster, and wondered she 

didn't know she w:1s no longer young. Apart from all these, on the river's 

margin, two or three couple of business-talkers walked slowly up and down in 

earnest conversation; and one young man sat thoughtfully on a bench, alone. 

"Ned is amazingly patient!,, said 1Ir. Chester, glancing at this last-named 

person as he set down his teacup and plied the golden toothpick, "immensely 

patient! He •was sitting yonder when I began to dress, and has scarcely 

changed his posture since. A most eccentric dog ! ,, · 

As he spoke, the figure rose, and came towards him with a rapid pace. 

"Really, as if he had heard me," said the father, resuming his newspaper 

with a yawn. " Dear Ned ! ,, 
Presently the room-door opened, and the young man entered; to whom his 

father gently waved his hand, and smiled. 

"Are you at leisure for a little conversation, sir t' said Edward. 

"Surely, Ned. I am always at leisure. You know my constitution.-Have 

you breakfasted ? " 

" Three hours ago." 
" "\Vhat a very early dog ! " cried his father, contemplating him from behind 

the toothpick, with a languid smile. 
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"The truth is," said Edward, bringing a chair forward, and seating himself 
near the table, '' that I slept but ill last night, and was glad to rise. The 
cause of my uneasiness cannot but be known to you, sir; and it is upon that, I 

wish to speak." 
"~Iy dear boy," returned his father, "confide in me, I beg. But you know 

my constitution-don't be prosy, Ned." 
" I will be plain, and brief," said Ed ward. 
"Don't say you will, my good fellow," returned his father, crossing his legs, 

"or you certainly will not. You are going to tell me--" 
" Plainly this, then," said the son, with an air of great concern, '' that I know 

where you were last night-from being on the spot, indeed-and whom you 
saw, and what your purpose was." 

" You don't say so ! " cried his father. " I am delighted to hear it. It 
saves us the worry, and terrible wear and tear of a long explanation, and 
is a great relief for both. At the very house ! Why didn't you come up ? I 
should have been charmed to see you." 

" I knew that what I had to say would be better said after a night's reflec­
tion, when both of us were cool," returned the son. 

" 'Fore Gad, Ned," rejoined the father, "I was cool enough last night. 
That detestable Maypole ! By some infernal contrivance of the builder, it 
holds the wind, and keeps it fresh. You remember the sharp east wind that 
blow so hard five weeks ago? I give you my honour it ,vas rampant in that 
old house last night, though out of doors there was a dead calm. But you 

. " were sa ymg--

'' I was about to say, Heaven knows how seriously and earnestly, that you 
have made me wretched, sir. Will you hear me gravely for a moment?" 

" .My dear Ned," said his father, " I will hear you with the patience of an 
anchorite. Oblige me with the milk." 

"I saw :Miss Haredale last night," Edward resumed, when he had complied 
with this request; "her uncle, in her presence, immediately after your inter­
view, and, as of course I know, in consequence of it, forbade me the house, and, 
with circumstances of indignity which are of your creation I am sure, com­
manded me to leave it on the instant." 

" For his manner of doing so, I give you my honour, Ned, I am not account­
able,'' said his father. " That you must excuse. He is a mere boor, a log, a 
brute, with no address in life.-Positively a fly in the jug. The first I have 
seen this year." 

Ed ward rose, and paced the room. His imperturbable parent sipped his tea. · 
"Father," said the young man, stopping at length before him, "we must 

not trifle in this matter. vVe must not deceive each other, or ourselves. Let 
me pursue the manly open part I wish to take, and do not repel me by this 
unkind indifference." 

" "\Vhether I am indifferent or no," returned the other, "I lea,ye you, my 
dear boy, to judge. A ride of twenty-five or thirty miles, through miry roads 
-n. 1Iaypolo dinner-a tete-a-tete with Haredale, which, va.nity n.p~rt, w~s 
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quite a Valentine and Orson business-a Maypole bed-a Maypole landlord, 
and a Maypole retinue of idiots and centaurs ;-whether the voluntary endur­
ance of these things looks like indifference, dear Ned, or like the excessive 
anxiety, and devotion, and all that sort of thing, of a parent, you shall 
determine for yourself,,, 

"I wish you to consider, sir," said Edward, "in what a cruel situation I am 
placed. Loving Miss Haredale as I do-" 

" My dear fellow,i' interrupted his father with a compassionate smile, " you 
do nothing of the kind. You don't know anything about it. There's no such 
thing, I assure you. Now, do take my word for it. You have good sense, 
Ned,-great good sense. I wonder you should be guilty of such amazing 
absurdities. You really surprise me.'' 

" I repeat," said his son firmly, " that I love her. You have interposed to 
part us, and have, to the extent I have just now told you of, succeeded. May 
I induce you, sir, in time, to think more favourably of our attachment, or is it 
your intention and your fixed design to hold us asunder if you can?" 

" My dear Ned,'' returned his father, taking a pinch of snuff and pushing 
his box towards him, " that is my purpose most undoubtedly." 

" The time that has elapsed,'' rejoined his son, " since I began to know her 
worth, has flown in such a dream that until now I have hardly once paused to 
reflect upon my true position. What is it? From my childhood I have been 
accustomed to luxury and idleness, and have been bred as though my fortune 
were large, and my expectations almost without a limit. The idea of wealth 
has been familiarised to me from my cradle. I have been taught to look 
upon those means, by which men raise themselves to riches and distinction, as 
being beyond my heeding, and beneath my care. I have been, as the phrase 
is, liberally educated, and am fit for nothing. I find myself at last wholly 
dependent upon you, with no resource but in your favour. In this momentous 
question of my life we do not, and it vwuld seem we never can, agree. I have 
shrunk instinctively alike from those to whom you have urged me to pay court, 
and from the motives of interest and gain which have rendered them in your 
eyes visible objects for my suit. If there never has been thus much plain­
speaking between us before, sir, the fault has not been mine, indeed. If I seem 
to speak too plainly now, it is, believe me father, in the hope that there may be 
a franker spirit, a worthier reliance, and a kinder confidence between us in 
time to come." 

'' My good fellow," said his smiling father, " you quite affect me. Go on, 
my dear Edward, I beg. But remember your promise. There is great earnest­
ness, vast candour, a manifest sincerity in all you say, but I fear I observe the 
faintest indications of a tendency to prose." 

'' I am very sorry, sir." 
" I am very sorry too, Ned, but you know that I cannot fix my mind for 

any long period upon one subject. If you'll come to the point a.t once, I'll 
imagine all that ought to go before, and conclude it said. Oblige mo with the 
milk again. Listening, invariably makes me feverish." 
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"What I would say then, tends to this," said Edward. " I cannot bear 
this absolute dependence, sir, even upon you. Time has been lost and oppor­
tunity thrown away, but I am yet a young man, and may retrieve it. Will 
you give me the means of devoting such abilities and energies as I possess, to 
some worthy pursuit? ,vm you let me try to make for myself an honourable 
path in iife? For any term you please to name-say for five years if you 
will-I will pledge myself to move no further in the matter of our difference 
without your full concurrence. During that period, I will endeavour earnestly 
and patiently, if ever man did, to open some prospect for myself, and free 
you from the burden you fear I should become if I married one whose worth 
and beauty are her chief endowments. Will you do this, sir~ At the expir­
ation of the term we agree upon, let us discuss this subject again. Till then, 
unless it is revived by you, let it never be renewed between us." 

" My dear Ned,n returned his father, laying down the newspaper at which 
he had been glancing carelessly, and throwing himself back in the window­
seat, " I believe you know how very much I dislike what are called family 
affairs, which are only fit for plebeian Christmas d:-tys, and have no manner of 
business with people of our condition. But as you are proceeding upon a mis­
take, Ned-altogether upon a mistake-I will conquer my repugnance to 
entering on such matters, and give you a perfectly plain and candid answer~ if 
you will do me the favour to shut the door.'' 

Edward having obeyed him, he took an elegant little knife from his pocket, 
and paring his nails, continued : 

" You have to thank me, Ned, for being of good family; for your mother, 
charming person as she was, and almost broken-hearted, and so forth, as she 
left me, when she was prematurely compelled to become immortal-ha,d nothing 
to boa.st of in that respect." . 

" Her father was at least an eminent lawyer, sir/' said Edward. 
" Quito right, Ned; perfectly so. He stood high at the bar, had a great · 

rn1me and great wealth, but having risen from nothing-I have always closed 
my eyes to the circumstance and steadily resisted its contemplation, but I fear 
his father dealt in pork, and that his business did once involve cow-heel and 
sausages-he wished to marry his daughter into a good family. He had his 
heart's desire, Ned. I was a younger son's younger son, and I married her. 
We each had our object, and gained it. She stepped at once into the politest 
and best circles, and I stepped into a fortune which I assure you was very 
necessary to my comfort-quite indispensable. Now, my good fellow, tha,t 
fortune is among the things tha.t have been. It is gone, Ned, and has boen 
gone-how old are you? I always forget." 

" Seven-aml-twenty, sir." 
" Are you indeed~" cried his father, raising his eyelids in a languishing 

surprise. " So much! Then I should say, Ned, that as nearly as I remem­
ber, its skirts vanished from human knowledge, about eighteen or nineteen 
years ago. It was about tlw,t time when I camo to live in these chambers 
(once your grandfather's, and bequeathed by tlrnt extremely respectable person 
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to me), and commenced to live upon an inconsiderable annuity and my past 
reputation.'' 

"You are jesting with me, sir," said Edward. 
" Not in the slightest degree, I assure yout returned his father with great 

composure. " These family topics are so extremely dry, that I am sorry to 
say they don't admit of any such relief. It is for that reason, and because they 
have an appearance of business, that I dislike them so very much. Well ! 
You know the rest. A son, Ned, unless he is old enough to be a companion­
that is to say, unless he is some two or three and twenty-is not the kind of 
thing to have about one. He is a restraint upon his father, his father is a 
restraint upon him, and they make each other mutually uncomfortable. There­
fore~ until within the last four years or so-I have a poor memory for dates, 
and if I mistake, you will correct me in your own mind-you pursued your 
studies at a distance, and picked up a great variety of accomplishments. 
Occasionally \Ye passed a week or two together here, and disconcerted each 
other as only such near relations can. At last you came home. I candidly 
teil you, my dear boy, that if you had been awkward and overgrown, I should 
have exported you to some distant part of the world." 

"I wish with all my soul you had, sir,i' said Edward. 
" No you don't, Ned," rejoined his father coolly; '~ you are mistaken, l 

assure you. I found you a handsome, prepossessing, elegant fellow, a,nd I 
threw you into the society I can still command. Having done that, my dear 
fellow, I consider that I have provided for you in life, and rely on your doing 
something to provide for me in return." 

" I do not understand your meaning, sir." 
" My meaning, Ned, is obvious-I observe another fly in the cream-jug, 

but have the goodness not to take it out as you did the first, for their walk 
when their legs are milky, is extremely ungraceful and disagreeable-my mean­
ing is, that you must do as I did; that you must marry well and make the 
most of yourself." 

" A mere fortune-hunter ! " cried the son, indignantly. 
" vYhat in the devil's name, Ned, would you be!" returned the father. 

"All men are fortune-hunters, are they not~ The law, the church, the court, 
the camp - see how they are all crowded with fortune-hunters, jostling 
each other in the pursuit. The Stock-exchange, the pulpit, the counting­
house, the royal drawing-room,, the senate,-what but fortune-hunters arc they 
filled with 1 A fortune-hunter ! Y cs. You are one; and you would be nothing 
else, my dea,r Ned, if you were the greatest courtier, lawyer, legislator, prelate, 
or merchant, in existence. If you are squeamish and moral, Ned, console 
yourself with the reflection that at the worst your fortune-hunting can make 
but one person miserable or unhappy. How many people do you suppose these 
other kinds of huntsmen crush in following their sport-hundreds at a step? 
Or thousands t 1 

The young man leant his he:1d upon his hand, and nrnde no answer. 
'' I a,lll quite charmed;' sa.id thu father rising, and walking slo,vly to and fro 
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-stopping now artd then to glance at himself in a mirror, or survey a picture 
through his glass, with the air of a connoisseur, "that we have had this con­
versation, N etl, unpromising as it was. It establishes a confidence between us 
which is quite delightful; and was certainly necessary, though how you can ever 
lrnve mistaken our position and designs, I confess I cannot understand. I 

conceived, until I found your fancy for this girl, that all these points were 

tacitly agreed upon between us.'' 
" I knew you were embarrassed, sir," returned the son, raising his head for 

a moment, and then falling into his former attitude, " but I had no idea we 

were the beggared wretches you describe. How could I suppose it, bred as I 
have been; witnessing the life you have always led; and the appearance you 

have always made?" 
'' My dear child," said the father-'' for you really talk so like a child that 

I must call you one-you were bred upon a careful principle; the very manner 
of your education, I assure you, maintained my credit surprisingly. A£ to the 
life I lead~ I must lead it, Ned. I must have these little refinements about me. 
I have always been used to them, and I cannot exist without them. They 
must surround me, you observe, and therefore they are here. With regard to 
our circumstances, Ned, you may set your mind at rest upon that score. They 
are desperate. Your own appearance is by no means despicable, and our joint 

pocket-money alone devours our income. That's the truth." 
"vVhy have I never known this before~ Why have you encouraged me, sir, 

to an expenditure and mode of life to which we have no right or title ~ " 
"My good fellow," returned his father more compassionately than ever, "if 

you made no appearance how could you possibly succeed in the pursuit for 
which I destined you? As to our mode of life, every man has a right to live 
in the best way he can; and to make himself as comfortable as he can, or he is 
an unnatural scoundrel. Our debts, I grant,· are very great, and therefore it 
the more behoves you, as a young man of principle and honour, to pay them off 
as speedily as possible." 

~, The villain's part,i' muttered Edward, "that I have unconsciously played! 
I to win the heart of Emma Haredale ! I would, for her sake, I had died first !'' 

'' I am glad you see, Ned,'' returned his father, "how perfectly self-evident 
it is, that nothing can be done in that quarter. But apart from this, and the 
necessity of your speedily bestowing yoursdf in another ( as you know you could 
to-morrow, if you chose), I wish you'd look upon it pleasantly. In a religious 
point of view alone, how could you ever think of uniting yourself to a catholic, 
unless she was amazingly rich? You who ought to be so very Protestant, coming 
of such a Protestant family as you do. Let us be moral, Ned, or we are nothing. 
Even if one could set that objection aside, which is impossible, we come to 
another which is quite conclusive. The very idea of marrying a girl whose 
father was killed, like meat! Good God, Ned, how disagreeable! Consider 
the impossibility of having any respect for your father-in-law under such un­
pleasant circumstances-think of his having been 'viewed' by jurors, and 'sat 
upon, by coroner::,, and of his very doubtful position in the family ever after-
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wards. It seems to me such an indelicate sort of thing that I really think the 
girl ought to have boen put to de[tth by the state to prevent its happening. 
But I tease you perhaps. You would rather be alone~ My dear Ned, most 
willingly. God bless you. I shall be going out presently, but we shall meet 
to-night, or if not to-night, certainly to-morrow. Take care of yourself in the 
mean time, for both our sakes. You are a person of great consequence to me, 
Ned-of vast consequence indeed. God bless you ! '' 

With these words, the father, who had been arranging his cravat in the 
glass, while he uttered them in a disconnected careless manner, withdrew, 
humming a tune as he went. The son, who had appeared so lost in thought as 
not to hear or understand them, remained quite still and silent. After the 
lapse of half an hour or so, the elder Chester, gaily dressed, went out. 'The 
younger still sat with his head resting on his hands, in what appeared to be a 
kind of stupor. 

CHAPTER THE SIXTEENTH. 

A SERIES of pictures representing the streets of London in the night, even at 
the comparatively recent dn,te of this taJe, would present to the eye something 
so very different in character from the reality which is witnessed in these times, 
that it would be difficult for the beholder to recognise his most familiar walks 
in the altered aspect of little more than half a century ago. 

They were, one and all, from the broadest and best to the narrowest and 
least frequented, very dark. The oil and cotton lamps, though regularly 
trimmed twice or thrice in the long \\·inter nights, burnt feebly at the best ; 
and at a late hour, when they were unassisted by the lamps and candles in the 
shops, cast but a narrow track of doubtful light upon the footway, leaving the 
projecting doors and house-fronts in the deepest gloom. Many of the courts 
and lanes were left in total darkness; those of the meaner sort, where one 
glimmering light twinkled for a score of houses, being favoured in no slight 
degree. Even in these places, the inhabitants had often good reason for extin­
guishing their lamp as soon as it was lighted~ and the watch being utterly 
inefficient and powerless to prevent them, they did so at their pleasure. Thus, 
in the lightest thoroughfares, there was at every turn some obscure and dan­
gerous spot whither a thief might fly for shelter, and few would care to follow; 
and the city being belted round by fields, green lanes, waste grounds, and 
lonely roads, dividing it at that time from the suburbs that have joined it 
since, escape, even where the pursuit was hot, was rendered easy. 

It is no wonder that with these favouring circumstances in full and con­
stant operation, street robberies, often accompanied by cruel wounds, and not 
unfrequently by loss of life, should have been of nightly occurrence in the very 
heart of London, or that quiet folks should have had great dread of traversing 
its streets after the shops ,vore closed. It was not unusual for those who 
wended homo ::done at midnight, to keep the middle of the road, the better to 
guard against surprise from lurking footpads ; few would venture to repair at 
a bte hour to Kentish Town 01· Hampstead, or even to Kensington er Chelsea, 
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unarmed and unattended ; while he who had been loudest and most valiant at 
tho supper-table or the tavern, and had but a mile or so to go, was glad to fee 
a link-boy to escort him home. 

There were many other characteristics-not quite so disagreeable-about 
the thoroughfares of London then, with which they had been long familiar. 
Some of the shops, especially those to the eastward of Temple Bar, still ad­
hered to the old practice of hanging out a sign ; and the creaking and swinging 
of these boards in their iron frames on windy nights, formed a strange and 
mournful concert for the ears of those who lay awake in bed or hurried through 
the streets. Long stands of hackney-chairs and groups of chairmen, compared 
with whom the coachmen of our day are gentle and polite, obstructed the WlLY 

and filled the air with clamour ; night-cellars, indicated by a little stream of 
light crossing the pavement, and stretching out half way into the road, and by 
the stifled roar of voices from below, yawned for the reception and entertain­
ment of the most abandoned of both sexes ; under every shed and bulk small 
groups of link-boys gamed away the earnings of the day; or one more weary 
than the rest, gave way to sleep, and let the fragment of his torch fall hissing 
on the puddled ground. 

Then there was the watch with staff and lanthorn crying the hour, and the 
kind of weather ; and those who woke up at his voice and turned them round .. 
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in becl, were glad to hear it rained, or snowed, or blew, or froze, for very 
comfort's snike. The eolitary passenger was startled by the chairmen's cry of 



22 MASTER HUMPHREY'S CLOCK. 

" By your leave there !" as two came trotting past him with their empty 
vehicle-carried backwards to show its being disengaged-and hurried to the 
nearest stand. Many a private chair too, inclosing some :fine lady, monstrously 
hooped and furbelowed, and preceded by running-footmen bearing flambeaux 
-for which extinguishers are yet suspended before the doors of a few houses 
of the better sort-made the way gay and light as it danced along, and darker 
and more dismal when it had passed. It was not unusual for these running 
gentry, who carried it with a very high hand, to quarrel in the servants, hall 
while waiting for their masters and mistresses; and, falling to blows either 
there or in the street without, to strew the place of skirmish with hair-powder, 
fragments of bag-wigs, and scattered nosegays. Gaming, the vice which ran 
so high among all classes (the fashion being of course set by the upper), was 
generally the cause of these disputes; for cards and dice were as openly used, 
and worked as much mischief, and yielded as much excitement below stairs, 
as above. ,vhile incidents like these, arising out of drums and masquerades 
and parties at quadrille, were passing at the west end of the town, heavy 
stage-coaches and scarce heavier waggons were lumbering slowly towards the 
city, the coachmen, guard, and passengers, armed to the teeth, and the coach 
-a day or so, perhaps, behind its time, but that was nothing-despoiled by 
highwaymen; who made no scruple to attack, alone and single-handed, a 
whole caravan of goods and men, and sometimes shot a passenger or two a,nd 
were sometimes shot themselves, just as the case might be. On the morrow, 
rumours of this new act of daring on the road yielded matter for a few hours, 
conversation through the town, and a Public Progress of some fine gentleman 
(half drunk) to Tyburn, dressed in the newest fashion and damning the ordi­
nary with unspeakable gallantry and grace, furnished to the populace, at once 
a pleasant excitement and a wholesome and profound example. 

Among all the dangerous characters who, in such a state of society, prowled 
and skulked in the metropolis at night, there was one man, from whom many 
as uncouth and :fierce as he, shrunk with an involuntary dread. "\Vho he was, 
or whence he came, was a question often asked, but which none could answer. 
His name was unknown, he had never been seen until within eight days or 
thereabouts, and was equally a stranger to the old ruffians, upon whose haunts 
he ventured fearlessly, as to the young. He could be no spy, for he never 
removed his slouched hat to look about him, entered into conversation with 
no man, heeded nothing that passed, listened to no discourse, regarded nobody 
that came or went. But so surely as the dead of night set in, so surely this 
man was in the midst of the loose concourse in the night-cellar where outcasts 
of every grade resorted ; and there he sat till morning. 

He was not only a spectre at their licentious feasts; a something in the 
midst of their revelry and riot that chilled and haunted them; but out of doors 
he was the same. Directly it was dark, he was abroad-never in company 
with any one, but always alone; never lingering or loitering, but always 
walking swiftly; a.nd looking ( so they said who had seen him) over his shoulder 
from time to time, and as he <lid so quickening his pace. In the fields, the 
lanes, the roads, in a.11 quarters of the town- cast, \Yest, north, and south-
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that man was seen gliding on, like a shadow. He was always hurrying away. 

Those who encountered him, saw him steal past, caught sight of the backward 

glance, and so lost him in the darkness. 

This constant restlessness and flitting to and fro, gave rise to strange stories. 

He was seen in such distant and remote places, at times so nearly tallying 

with each other, that some doubted whether there ,vere not two of them, or 

more-some, whether he had not unearthly means of travelling from spot to 

spot. The footpad hiding in a ditch had marked him passing like a ghost 

along its brink; the vagrant had met him on the dark high-road; the beggar 

had seen him pause upon the bridge to look down at the water, and then 

sweep on again ; they who dealt in bodies with the surgeons could swear he 

slept in churchyards, and that they had beheld him glide away among the 

tombs, on their approach. And as they told these stories t.o each other, one 

who had looked about him would pull his neighbour by the sleeve, and there 

he would be among them. 
At last, one man-he was of those whose commerce lay among the graves 

-resolved to question this strange companion. Next night, when he had eat 

his poor meal voraciously (he was accustomed to do that, they had observed, 

as though he had no other in the day), this fellow sat down at his elbow 

" A black night, master!" 

" It is a black night.'' 

" Blacker than last, though that was pitchy too. Didn't I pass you near 

the turnpike in the Oxford-road?" 

" It's like you may. I don't know." 

" Come, come, master," cried the fellow, urged on by the looks of his com­

rades, and slapping him on the shoulder; " be more companionable and com­

municative. Be more the gentleman in this good company. There are tales 

among us that you have sold yourself to the devil, and I know not what." 

" We all have, have we not r returned the stranger, looking up. " If we 

were fewer in number, perhaps he would give better wages.'' 

" It goes rather hard with you, indeed," said the fellow, as the stranger 

disclosed his haggard unwashed face, and torn clothes. '' What of that~ Be 

merry, master. A stave of a roaring song now-" 

" Sing you, if you desire to hear one," replied the other, shaking him 

roughly off; " and don't touch me, if you're a prudent man; I carry arms 

which go off easily-they have done so, before now-and make it dangerous 

for strangers who don't know the trick of them, to lay hands upon me." 

" Do you threaten?" said the fellow. 

" Yes," returned the other, rising and turning upon him, and looking 

fiercely round as if in apprehem:ion of a general attack. 

Ilis voice, and look, and bearing-all expressive of the wildest recklessness 

and desperation-daunted while they repelled the bystanders. Although in 

a very different sphere of action now, they were not without much of the effect 

they had wrought at the :Maypole Inn. 

" I am what you all are, and live as you all do," said the man sternly, after 

a short silence. " I am in hiding here like the rest, and if we were surp,rised 
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would perhaps do my part with the best of ye. If it's my humour to be left to 
myself, let me have it. Otherwise,''-and here he swore a tremendous oath­
" there'll be mischief done in this place, though there are odds of a score against me." 

A low murmur, having its origin perhaps in a dread of the man and the 
mystery that surrounded him, or perhaps in a sincere opinion on the part of 
some of those present, that it would be an inconvenient precedent to meddle 
too curiously with a gentleman's private affairs if he saw reason to conceal 
them, warned the fellow who had occasioned this discussion that he had best 
pursue it no further. After a short time, the strange man lay down upon a 
bench to sleep, and when they thought of him again, they found that he was gone. 

Next night, as soon as it was dark, he was abroad again and traversing the 
streets ; he was before the locksmith's house more than once, but the family 
were out, and it was close shut. This night he crossed London bridge and 
passed into Southwark. As he glided down a bye street, a woman with a 
little basket on her arm, turned into it at the other end. Directly he observed 
her, he sought the shelter of an archway, and stood aside until she had passed. 
Then he emerged cautiously from his hiding-place, and followed. 

She went into several shops to purchase various kinds of household necessa­
ries, and round every place at which she stopped he hovered like her evil spirit; 
following her when she reappeared. It was nigh eleven o'clock, and the pas­
sengers in the streets were thinning fast, when she turned, doubtless to go home. The phantom still followed her. 

She turned into the same bye street in which he had seen her first, which, 
being free from shops, and narrow, was extremely dark. She quickened her 
pace here, as though distrustful of being stopped, and robbed of such trifling 
property as she carried with her. He crept along on the other side of the 
road. Had she been gifted with the speed of wind, it seemed as if his terrible shadow would have tracked her down. 

At length the widow-for she it was-reached her own door, and, panting for 
breath, paused to take the key from her basket. In a flush and glow, ,vith the 
haste she had made, and the pleasure of being safe at home, she stoopo<l to 
draw it out, when, raising her head, she saw him standing silently beside her; the apparition of a dream. 

His hand was on her mouth, but that was needless, for her tongue clove to 
its roof, and her power of utterance was gone. " I have been looking for you 
many nights. Is the house empty ? Answer me. Is any one inside? 

She could only answer by a rattle in her throat. 
" :Make me a sign." 
She seemed to indicate that there was no one there. He took the koy, un­

locked the door, carried her in, and secured it carefully behind them. 
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CHAPTER THE SEVENTEENTH. 

I·r was a chilly night, and the fire in the widow's parlour had burnt low. 
Her strange companion placed her in a chair, and stooping down before the 
half-extinguished ashes, raked them together and fanned them with his hat. 
From time to time he glanced at her over his shoulder, as though to assure 
himself of her remaining quiet and making no effort to depart ; and that done, 
busied himself about the fire again. 

It was not without reason that he took these pains, for his dress was dank 
and drenched with wet, his jaws rattled with cold, and he shivered from head 
to foot. It had rained hard during the previous night ::ind for some hours in 
the morning, but since noon it had been fine. Wheresoever he had passed 
the hours of darkness, his condition sufficiently betokened that many of them 
had been spent beneath the open sky. Besmeared with mire; his saturated 
clothes clinging with a damp embrace about his limbs; his beard unshaven, 
his face unwashed, his meagre cheeks worn into deep hollows,-a more miserable 
wretch could hardly be, than this man who now cowered down upon the 
widow's hearth, and watched the struggling flame with bloodshot eyes. 

She had covered her face with her hands, fearing, as it seemed, to look 
towards him. So they remained for some short time in silence. Glancing 
round again, he asked at length : 

" Is this your house r' 
'' It is. Why, in the name of Heaven, do you darken it r 
" Give me meat and drink,'' he answered sullenly, "or I dare do more than 

that. The very marrow in my bones is cold, with wet and hunger. I must 
have warmth and food, and I will have them here." 

" You were the robber on the Chigwell road." 
" I was." 
" And nearly a murderer then." 
"The will was not wanting. There was one came upon me and raised 

the hue-and-cry, that ,itwould have gone hard with, but for his nimbleness. I 
made a thrust at him.,, 

" You thrust your sword at him !" cried the widow, looking upwards. 
"You hear this man! you hear and saw!~' 

He looked at her, as, with her head thrown back, and her hands tight 
clenched together, she uttered these words in an agony of appeal. Then, 
starting to his feet as she had done, he advanced towards her. 

" Beware !" she cried in a suppressed voice, whose firmness stopped him 
midway. " Do not so much as touch me with a finger, or you are lost; body 
and soul, you are lost." 

" Hear me," ho replied, menacing her with his hand. " I, that in the 
form of a man live the life of a hunted beast; that in the body am a spirit, 
a ghost upon the earth, a thing from which all creatures shrink, save those 
curst beings of another world, who will not leave mo ;-I am, in my despe-

voL. III.-55. D 
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ration of this night, past all fear but that of the hell in which I exist from 
day to day. Give the alarm, cry out, refuse to shelter me. I will not hurt you. 
But I will not be taken alive ; and so surely as you threaten me above your 
breath, I fall a dead man on this floor. The blood with which I sprinkle it, be 
on you and yours, in the name of the Evil Spirit that tempts men to their ruin !'' 

As he spoke, he took a pistol from his breast, and firmly clutched it in his 
hand. 

" Remove this man from me, good Heaven!" cried the widow. " In thy 
grace and mercy, give him one minute's penitence, and strike him dead!,, 

" It has no such purpose,i' he said, confronting her. " It is deaf. Give 
me to eat and drink, lest I do that, it cannot help my doing, and will not do 
for you.'' 

" ,vm you leave me, if I do thus much? \Vill you leave me and return no 
morer 

" I will promise nothing," he rejoined, seating himself at the table, "nothing 
but this-I ,vill execute my threat if you betray me.,, 

Sho rose at length, and going to a closet or pantry in the room, brought out 
some fragments of cold meat and bre:1d and put them on the table. He asked 
for brandy, and for water. These she produced likewise; and he ate and 
drank with tho voracity of a famished hound. All the time he was so engaged 
she kept :1t the uttermost distance of the chamber, and sat there shuddering, 
but with her face towards him. She never turned her back upon him once; 
:md :1lthough ,vhon she passed him ( as she was obliged to do in going to and 
from the cupboard) she gathered the skirts of her garment about her, as if even 
its touching his by chance were horrible to think of, st.ill, in the midst of all 
this dread and terror, she kept her face directed to his own, and watched his 
every movement. 

His repast ended-if that can be called one, which was a mere ravenous 
satisfying of the calls of hunger-he moved his chair towards the fire again, 
and w:1rming himself before the bbze which had now sprung brightly up, 
accosted her once more. 

'' I am an outcast, to whom a roof above his head is often an uncommon 
luxury, :1nd tho food a beggar would reject is delicate fare. You live here a,t 
your ease. Do you live alone r 

" I do nott she made answer with an effort. 
" Who dwells here besides f' 
" One-it is no matter who. You had best begone, or he may find you 

here. Why do you linger~" 
" For warmth," he replied, spreading out his h:mds before the fire. '' For 

warmth. You :1re rich, perhaps ~" 
"Very,i' she said faintly. '' Very rich. No doubt I am very rich." 
"At least you are not penniless. You have some money. You were making 

purchases to-night.'' 
" I have a little left. It is but a few shillings." 
'' Give mo your purse. You ha<l it in your hand at the door. Give it to me." 
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She stepped to the table and laid it down. He reached across, took it up, 

and told the contents into his hand. As he was counting them, she listened 

for a moment, and sprung towards him. 
" Take what there is, take all, take more if more were there, but go before 

it is too late. I have heard a wayward step without, I know full well. It will 

return directly. Begone.,, 
"\Vhat do vou mean~" ., 
"Do not stop to ask. I will not answer. Much as I dread to touch you, 

I would drag you to the door if I possessed the strength, rather than you should 

lose an instant. Miserable wretch! fly from this place.,, 

"If there are spies without, I am safer here," replied the man, standing 

aghast. "I will remain here, and will not fly till the danger is past.,' 

"It is too late!,, cried the widow, who had listened for the step, and not to 

him. '' Hark to that foot upon the ground. Do you tremble to hear it ! 
It is my son, my idiot son ! ,, 

As she said this \Yildly, there came a heavy knocking at the door. He 

looked at her, and she at him. 
"Let him come in," said the man, hoarsely. " I fear him less tlrnn the 

dark, houseless night. He knocks again. Let him come in ! " 

"The dread of this hour,', returned the widow, '' has been upon me all my 

life, and I will not. Evil will fall upon him, if you stand eye to eye. NI y 

blighted boy! Oh! all good angels who know the truth-hear a poor mother's 

pra,ycr, and spare my boy from lmO\vleclge of this man!" 

" Ho rattles :1t the shutters ! " cried the man. " He c:1lls vou. That voice 
~ 

and cry ! It was he who grappled with me in the road. vV as it he?" 

She had sunk upon her knees, and so knelt down, moving her lips, but 

uttering no sound. As he gazed upon her, uncertain what to do or where to 
turn, the shutters flew open. He had barely time to catch a, knife from the 

table, sheathe it in the loose sleeve of his coat, hide in the closet, and do all 

with the lightning's speed, when Barnaby tapped at the bare glass, and rn,ised 
the sash exultingly 

"\Vhy, \Yho can keep out Grip and me ! ,, he cried, thrusting in his head, 

and staring round the room. " Are you there, mother? How long you keep 
us from the fire and light.,, 

She stammered some excuse and tendered him her hand. But Barn:1hy 

sprung lightly in without assistance, and putting his arms about her neck, 

kissed her a hundreJ times. 

" \Ve have been afield, mother-leaping ditchee, scrambling through hedges, 

running down steep banks, up and away, and hurrying on. The wind has 

been blowing, and the i'ushes and young plants bowing and bending to it, lest 

it should do them harm, the cowards-and Grip-ha, ha ha !-brave Grip, who 

cares for nothing, and when tho wind rolls him over in tho dust, turns man­

fully to bite it-Grip, bold Grip, has quarrelled with every little bowing twig 

-thinking, he told me, that it mocked him-and has worried it like a bull­
dog. Ha ha ha ! " 
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The raven, m his little basket at his master's back, hearing this frequent 
mention of his name in a tone of exultation, expressed his sympathy by crow­
ing like a cock, and afterwards running over his various phrases of speech with 
such ra.pidity, and in so many varieties of hoarseness, that they sounded like 
the murmurs of a crowd of people. 

"He takes such care of me besides ! '' said Barnaby. " Such care, mother! 
He watches all the time I sleep, and when I shut my eyes, and make-believe 
to slumber, he practises new learning softly; but he keeps his eye on me the 
while, and if he sees me laugh, though never so little, stops directly. He won't 
surprise me till he's perfect." 

The raven crowed again in a rapturous manner which plainly said, " Those 
a.re certainly some of my characteristics, and I glory in them." In the mean­
time, Barnaby closed the window and secured it, and coming to the fire-place, 
prepared to sit down with his face to the closet. But his mother prevented 
this, by hastily taking that side herself, and motioning him towards the other. 

" How pale you are to-night ! " said Barnaby, leaning on his stick. " We 
have been cruel, Grip, and made her anxious ! ,, 

Anxious in good truth, and sick at heart ! The listener held the door of 
his hiding-place open with his hand, and closely watched her son. Grip-alive 
to everything his master was unconscious of-had his head out of the basket, 
and in return was watching him intently with his glistening eye. 
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" He flaps his wings," said Barnaby, turning almost quickly enough to catch 
the retreating form and closing door, "as if there were strangers here; but 
Grip is wiser than to fancy that. Jump then ! " 
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Accepting this invitation with a dignity peculiar to himself, the bird hopped 
up on his master's shoulder, from that to his extended hand, and so to the 
ground. Barnaby unstrapping the basket and putting it clown in a corner 
with the lid open, Grip's first care was to shut it down with all possible 
despatch, and then to stand upon it. Believing, no doubt, that he had now 
rendered it utterly impossible, and beyond the power of mortal man, to shut 
him up in it any more, he drew a great many corks in triumph, and uttered 
::ii corresponding number of hurrahs. 

,; Mother ! " said Barnaby, laying aside his hat and stick, and returning 
to the chair from which he had risen, " I'll tell you where we have been to-day, 
and what we have been doing,-shall I~" 

She took his hand in hers, and holding it, nodded the word she could not 
speak. 

"You mustn't tell," said Barnaby, holding up his finger, "for it's a secret, 
mind, and only known to me, and Grip, and Hugh. We had the dog with us, 
but he's not like Grip, clever as he is, and doesn't guess it yet, I'll wager.­
Why do you look behind me so ? " 

" Did I ! " she answered faintly. " I didn't know I did. Come nea,rer me.'' 
" You are frightened!'' said Barnaby, changing colour. " Mother-you 

don't see-" 
" See what f' 
" There's-there's none of this about, is there t' he answered in a whisper, 

drawing closer to her and clasping the mark upon his wrist. HI am afraid 
there is, somewhere. You make my hair stand on end, and my flesh creep. 
Why do you look like that? Is it in the room as I have seen it in my dretirns, 
dashing the ceiling and the walls with red? Tell me. Is it?'' 

He fell into a shivering fit as he put the question, and shutting out the light 
with his hands, sat shaking in every limb until it had passed away. After a 
time, he raised his head and looked about him. 

" Is it gone?" 
" There has been nothing here," rejoined his mother, soothing him. "No­

thing indeed, dear Barnaby. Look! You see there are but you and me." 
He gazed at her vacantly, and, becoming reassured by degrees, burst into a 

wild laugh. 
" But let us see," he said, thoughtfully. " Were we talking? "\Vas it you 

and me~ "\Vhere have we been?" 
" Nowhere but here." 
"Aye, but Hugh, and I," said Barnaby, "-that's it. l\1aypole Hugh, mid 

I, you know, and Grip-we have been lying in the forest, and among the trees 
by the road side, with a dark-lanthorn after night came on, and the dog in a 
noose ready to slip him when the man came by." 

" "\Vbat man~,, 
" The robber; him that the stars winked at. We have waited for him after 

dark these many nights, and we shall h:we him. I'd know him in a thousand. 
:Mother. see here ! 1'his is the man. Look!" 
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He twisted his handkerchief round his head, pulled his hat upon his brow, 
wrapped his coat about him, and stood up before her: so like the original ho 
counterfeited, that the dark figure peering out behind him might have passed 
for his own shadow. 

" Ha ha ha ! "\Ve shall have him," he cried, ridding himself of the sem­
blance as hastily as he had assumed it. " You shall see him, mother, bound 
hand and foot, and brought to London at a saddle-girth; and you shall hear of 
him at Tyburn Tree if we have luck. So Hugh says. You're pale again, and 
trembling. And \Yhy do you look behind me sot' 

'' It is nothing," she answered. " I am not quite well. Go you to bed, 
de:1r, and leave me here." 

" To bed ! " he answered. " I don't like bed. I like to lie before the fire, 
watching the prospects in the burning coals-the rivers, hills, and dells, in the 
deep, red sunset, and the wild faces. I am hungry too, and Grip has eaten 
nothing since broad noon. Let us to supper. Grip! To supper, lad!" 

The raven flapped his ,vings, and, croaking his satisfaction, hopped to the 
feet of his master, and there held his bill open, ready for snapping up such 
lumps of meat as he should throw him. Of these he received about a score in 
rapid succession, without the smallest discomposure. 

" That's all," said Barnaby. 
" J,fore ! " cried Grip. " .More ! ,. 
But it appearing for a certainty that no n1ore was to be had) he retreated 

with his store ; and disgorging the morsels one by one from his pouch, hid them 
in various corners--taking particular care, however, to avoid the closet, as 
being doubtful of the hidden man's propensities and power of resisting tempt­
ation. vVhen he had concluded these arrangements, he took a turn or bYo 
across the room \Yith an elaborate assumption of having nothing on his mincl 
(but with one eye hard upon his treasure all the time), and then, and not till 
then, began to drag it out, piece by piece, and eat it with the utmost relish. 

Barnaby, for his part, having pressed his mother to eat, in vain, mn.do a 
hearty supper too. Once, during the progress of his meal, ho wanted more 
bread from the closet and rose to get it. She hurriedly interposed to prevent 
him, and, summoning her utmost fortitude, passed iuto the recess, and brought 
it out herself. 

·' :Mother,,' said Barnaby, looking at her stedfastly as she sa,t clown beside 
him after doing so ; " is to-da,y my birthday~,, 

" To-day !" she answered. " Don't you recollect it \r.'.1s but a, \Yeck or so 
ago~ and that summer, autumn, and winter have to pass before it comes 

• 2,, agam. 
'' I remember that it has been so till now," said Barnaby. " But I think 

to•-clay must be my birt~day too, for all thn,t." 
She asked him why? '' I'll tell you why,'' he said. "I bavo always seen 

you-I didn't let you know it, but I have-on the evening of thait day grow 
Yory sad. I have seen you cry when Grip and I were most gbd ; and look 
frightened with no reason; and I have touched your hand, ancl felt that it 
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,va.s cold--:1.s it is now. Once, mother (on a birthday that was, also) Grip and 

I thouo·ht of this after we went up stairs to bed, and when it ,vas midnight, 
b 

'f 
striking one o'clock, we came down to your door to see 1 you ,vore well. 

y 011 ,voro on your knees. I forget what it was you said. Grip, what was it 

we heard her say that night f' 
'' I'm a devil !" rejoined the raven promptly. 

" No, no," sa,id Barnaby. "But you said something in a prayer; and when 

you rose and ,Yalked about, you looked (as you have done ever since, mother, 

towa,r<ls night on my birthday) just as you do now. I have found that out, 

you see, though I am silly. So I say you're wrong; and this must be my 

hirtl1day-my birthday, Grip!" 
Tho bird received this informa,tion with a crow of such duration as a cock, 

gifted with intelligence beyond all others of his kind, might usher in the longest 

day with. Thon, as if he had well considered the sentiment, ::md roga.rded it 

as apposite to birthd:tys, he cried, ~- Never say die!" a great ma,ny times, and 

flapped his wings for emphasis. 

The widow tried to make light of Barna bf s remark, and endeavoured to 

divert his attention to some now subject; too easy a task at ttll times, as she 

know. His supper done, Barnaby, regardless of her entreaties, stretched 

himself on the mat before the fire ; Grip perched upon his leg, and divided his 

time bot ween dozing in the grniteful warmth, and endeavouring ( as it presently 

appeared) to rcc:11 a new :wcomplishment he had been studying all day. 

A long and profound silence ensued, broken only by some change of position 

on the part of Barnaby, whose eyes were still wide open and intently fixed 

upon the fire; or by an effort of recollection on the part of Grip, who would 

cry in a low voice from time to time, " Polly put the kot-" and there stop 

short, forgetting the rema.inder, and go off in a doze again. 

After a long interval, Barnaby's breathing grew more deep and regubr, and 

his eyes were closed. But even then the unquiet spirit of tho raven inter­

posed. '' Polly put tho kot-" cried Grip, and his master was broad awake 

n.g:1m. 

At length B~trnaby slept sound] y ; Grncl the bird with his bill sunk upon his 

breaH, his breast itself puffed out into a comfortable alderman-like form, a,nd 

his bright eye growing smaller and smaller, really seemed to be subsiding into 

a state of repose. Now a.nd then he mutterocl in a sepulchral voice, "Polly put 

tho ket-" but very drowsily, and more like a drunken man than a reflecting 

rrtven. 
The widow, scarcely yonturing to breathe, rose from her scat. The man 

glided from the closet, ::rnd extinguished the candle. 

" -tle on," cried Grip, suddenly struck with an idea and very much 

excited. "-tlo on. Hurrah ! Polly put the ket-tlc on, we'll ::tll have tea; 

Polly put the ket-tle on, we,11 all haYe tea. Hurrah, hurrn,h, hurrah ! I'm a 

devil I'm n, devil, I'm a kct-tle on, Keep up your spirits, Never say die, Bow 

wow wow, I'm a devil, I'm a ket-tlc, I'm a- Polly put the ket-tle on we'll 

all liaYo tea,." 
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They stood rooted to the ground, as though it had been a voice from the grave. 

But even this failed to awaken the sleeper. He turned over towards the fire, 
his arm fell to the ground, and his head drooped heavily upon it. The widow 
a,nd her unwelcome visitor gazed at him and at each other for a moment, and then she motioned him towards the door. 

"Stay," he whispered. " You teach your son well." 
" I have taught him nothing that you heard to-night. Depart instantly, or I will rouse him." 
" You are free to do so. Shall I rouse him i " 
" You dare not do that." 
"I dare do anything, I have told you. He knows me well, it seems. At least I will know him." 
" Would you kill him in his sleep i" cried the widow, throwing herself between them. 

" Woman," he returned between his teeth, as he motioned her aside, " I 
would see him nearer, and I will. If you want one of us to kill the other, wake him." 

"\Vith that he advanced, and bending down over the prostrate form, softly 
turned back the head and looked into the face. The light of the fire was 
upon it, and its every lineament was revealed distinctly. He contemplated it for a brief space, and hastily uprose. 

" Observe," ho whispered in the widow's ear: " In him, of whose existence I was ignorant until to-night, I have you in my power. Be careful how you 
use me. Be careful how you use me. I am destitute and starving, and a wanderer upon the earth. I may take a sure and slow revenge." 

" There is some dreadful meaning in your words. I do not fathom it." 
" There is a meaning in them, and I see you fathom it to its very depth. 

You have anticipated it for years; you have told me as much. I leavo you to digest it. Do not forget my warning." 
He pointed, as he left her, to the slumbering form, and stealthily withdraw­

ing, made his way into tho street. She fell on her knees beside the sleeper, 
ancl remained like one stricken into stone, until the tears which fear had frozen so long, came tenderly to her relief. 

" Oh Thou,'' she cried, " who hast taught me such deep love for this one 
remnant of the promise of a happy life, out of whose affliction, oven, per­
haps tho comfort springs that he is ever a relying, loving child to me-never 
growing old or cold at heart, but needing my care and duty in his manly 
strength as in his cradle-time-help him, in his darkened walk through this sa.d world, or he is doomed, and my poor heart is broken!"_ 
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CHAPTER THE EIGHTEENTH. 

GLIDING along the silent etreets, and holding his course where they were 
darkest and most gloomy, the man who had left the widow's house crossed 
London Bridge, and arriving in the City, plunged into the back ways, lanes, 
and courts, between Cornhill and Smithfield ; with no more fixedness of pur­
pose than to lose himself among their windings, and baffie pursuit, if any one 

were dogging his steps. 
It was the dead time of the night, and all was quiet. Now and then a 

drowsy watchman's footsteps sounded on the pavement, or the lamp-lighter on 
his rounds went flashing past, leaving behind a little track of smoke mingled with 
glowing morsels of his hot red link. He hid himself even from these partakers 
of his lonely walk, and, shrinking in some arch or doorway while they passed, 
issued forth again when they were gone and so pursued his solitary way. 

To be shelterless and alone in the open country, hearing the wind moan and 
watching for day through the whole long weary night ; to listen to the falling 
rain, and crouch for warmth beneath the lee of some old barn or rick, or in 
the hollow of a tree; are dismal things-but not so dismal as the wandering up 
and down \Vhere shelter is, and beds and sleepers are by thousands ; a houseless 
rejected creature. To pace the echoing stones from hour to hour, counting 
the dull chimes oi the clocks; to watch the lights twinkling in chamber windows, 
to think what happy forgetfulness each house shuts in; that here are children 
coiled together in their beds, here youth, here age, here poverty, here wealth, 
all equal in their sleep, and all at rest; to have nothing in common with the 
slumbering world around, not even sleep, Heaven's gift to all its creatures, 
and be akin to nothing but despair; to feel, by the wretched contrast with 
everything on every hand, more utterly alone and cast away than in a track­
less desert;-this is a kind of suffering, on which the rivers of great cities close 
full many a time, and which the solitude in crowds alone awakens. 

The miserable man paced up and down the streets-so long, so wearisome, 
so liko each other-and often cast a wistful look towards the east, hoping 
to see the first faint streaks of day. But obdurate night had yet possession 
of the sky, and his disturbed and restless walk found no relief. 

One house in a back street was bright \vith the cheerful glare of lights ; 
there was the sound of music in it too, and the tread of dancers, and there 
were cheerful voices, and many a burst of laughter. To this place-to be 
near somethinQ' that was awake and glad-he returned aaain and aaain • and 

<.I b o , 

more than one of those who left it when the merriment was at its height, 
felt it a check upon their mirthful mood to see him flitting to and fro like an 

. uneasy ghost. At last the guests departed, one and all; and then the house 
was close shut up, and became as dull and silent as the rest. 

His wanderings brought him at one time to the city jail. Instead of 
hastening from it as a place of ill omen, and one he had cause to shun, he sat 
down on some steps hard by, and, resting his chin upon his hand, gazed 
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upon its rough and frowning walls as though even they became a refuge in 
his jaded eyes. Ho paced it round and round, came back to the same spot, 
and sat down again. He <lid this often, and once, with a hasty movement, 
crossed to where some men were watching in the prison lodge, and had his 
foot upon tho steps as though determined to accost them. But looking round, 
he saw that the day began to break, and failing in his purpose, turned 
and fled. 

He was soon in the quarter he had lately traversecl, and pacing to and fro 
again as he h:1d clone before. He was passing clown a mean street, when from 
an alley close at hand some shouts of revelry arose, and there came str:1ggling 
forth a dozen madcaps, whooping and calling to each other, who, parting 
noisily, took different ways and dispersed in smaller groups. 

Hoping that some low place of entertainment "·hich would afford him a 
safe refuge might be near at. hand, he turned into this court when they were 
all gone, and looked about for a half-opened door, or lighted ,vindow, or other 
indic:1tion of tho place whence they had come. It was so profoundly dark, 
however, and so ill-favoured, that he concluded they had but turned up there, 
missing their way, and were pouring out again when he observed them. ,Vith 
this impression, and finding there was no outlet but that by which he had 
entered, he was about to turn, when from a grating near his feet a sudden 
stream of light appeared, and the sound of talking came. He retreated into 
a doorway to see who these talkers were, and to listen to them. 

The light came to the level of the pavement as he did this, and a. man 
ascended, bearing in his hand a torch. This figure unlocked a,ncl held open 
the grating as for the passage of another, who presently appeared, in the form 
of a young man of small stature and uncommon self-importance, dressed in an 
obsolete and very gaudy fashion. 

" Good night, noble captain," said he ,Yith the torch. " Farewell, com­
mander. Good luck, illustrious general!'' 

In rettu·n to these compliments, the other bade him hold his tongue, and 
keep his noise to himself; and laid upon him nuny simibr injunctions, with 
groat fluency of speech and sternness of manner. 

" Commend me, captain, to tho stricken l\liggs," returned tho torch-bearer 
in a lower voice. " l\f y captain flies at higher game than l\1iggses. Ha, ha, h:1 ! 
~1y captain is an eagle, both as respects his eye and soaring wings. :My ca.pbin 
broaketh hearts as other bachelors break eggs at breakfast." 

" \Vhat a fool you are, Stagg!" said lVlr. Tappertit, stepping on tho paYe­
ment of the court, and brushing from his legs the dust he had contracted in 
his passage upward. 

" His precious limbs !" cried Stagg, cfasping one of his n.ncles. " Sha,11 a 
I\Iiggs aspire to these proportions! No, no, my ca,ptain. "\V c v.ill i1woiglo 
belies fair, and wed them in our secret cavern. "\Ve "·ill unite ourselves "·ith 
blooming beauties, captain." 

" rn tell you what, my buck," said Mr. Tappertit, releasing his leg, " I'll 
trouble you not to take liberties, and not to broach certain questions unless 
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certain questions are broached to you. Speak when you're spoke to on 
particular subjects, and not otherways. Hold the torch up till I've got to 

the end of the court, and then kennel yourself, do you hear f' 
,~ I hear you, noble captain.'' 
" Obey then," said 1'Ir. Tappertit haughtily. " Gentlemen, lead on !" 

,vith which word of command (addressed to an imaginary staff or retinue) he 

folded his arms, and w:1lked with surpassing dignity <lovm the court. 
His obsequious follower stood holding the torch above his head, and then 

the observer saw for the first time, from his place of concealment, that he was 
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blind. Some involuntary motion on his part caught the quick ear of tho blind 
man, before he was conscious of having moved an inch tow:1rds him, for he 
turned suddenly and cried, " Who's there r 

" A man," said the other, advancing. " A friend." 
" A stranger !" rejoined the blind man. " Strangers are not my friends. 

'\Vhat do you do there f" 
" I saw your company come out, and waited here till they were gone. I 

w:mt a lodging." 
" A lodging at this time ! '' returned Stagg, pointing towards the dawn as 

though he saw it. " Do you know the day is breaking f' 
" I know itt rejoined the other, "to my cost. I have been traversino- this 

• l t, 

n·on-nearted. town all night." 
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" You had better traverse it again," said the blind man, preparmg to 
descend, "till you find some lodgings suitable to your taste. I don't let any.,, 

" Stay !" cried the other, holding him by the arm. 
" rn beat this light about that hangdog fa.,ce of yours (for hangdog it is, if 

it answers to your voice), and rouse the neighbourhood besides, if you detain 
me,,, said the blind man. " Let me go. Do you hear f, 

" Do you hear p, returned the other, chinking a few shillings together, and 
hurriedly pressing them into his hand. " I beg nothing of you. I will pay 
for the shelter you give me. Death! Is it much to ask of such as you! 
I have come from the country, and desire to rest where there are none to 
question me. I am faint, exhausted, worn out, almost dead. Let me lie 
down, like a dog, before your fire. I ask no more than that. If you would 
be rid of me, I will depart to-morrow." 

" If a gentleman has been unfortunate on the road," muttered Stagg, yield­
ing to the other, who, pressing on him, had already gained a footing on the 
steps-" and can pay for his accommodation-,, 

~, I will pay you with all I have. I am just now past the want of food, God 
knows, and wish but to purchase shelter. What companion have you below~,, 

" None." 
" Then fasten your grate there, and show me the way. Quick ! " 
The blind man complied after a moment's hesitation, and they descended 

together. The dialogue had passed as hurriedly as the words could be spoken, 
and they stood in his wretched room before he had had time to recover from 
his first surprise. 

" May I see where that door leads to, and what is beyond t' said the man, 
glancing keenly round. " You will not mind that~" 

" I will show you myself. Follow me, or go before. Take your choice." 
He b~de him lead the way, a,nd, by the light of the torch which his con" 

ductor held up for the purpose, inspected all three cellars, narrowly. Assured 
that the blind man had spoken truth, and that ho lived there alone, the visitor 
returned with him to the first, in which a fire was burning, and flung himself 
with a deep groan upon the ground before it. 

His host pursued his usual occupation without seeming to heed him any 
further. But directly he fell asleep-and he noted his falling into a slumber, 
as readily as the keenest-sighted man could have done-he knelt down beside 
him, and passed his hand lightly but carefully over his face and person. 

His sleep was checkered with starts and moans, and sometimes with a 
muttered word or two. His hands were clenched, his brow bent, and his 
mouth firmly set. All this, the blind man accurately marked; and as if his 
curiosity were strongly awakened, and he had already some inkling of his 
mystery, he sat watching him, if the expression may be used, and listening, 
until it was broad day. 
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CHAPTER THE NINETEENTH. 

DoLLY V ARDEN's pretty little head was yet bewildered by various recollec­

tions of the party, and her bright eyes were yet dazzled by a crowd of image8, 

dancing before them like motes in the sunbeams, among which the effigy of 

one partner in particular did especially figure, the same being a young coach­

maker (a master in his own right) who had given her to understand, when he 

handed her into the chair at parting, that it was his fixed resolve to neglect 

his business from that time, and die slowly for the love of her-Dolly's head, 

and eyes, and thoughts, and seven senses, were all in a state of flutter and con­

fusion for which the party was accountable, although it was now three days 

old, when, as she was sitting listlessly at breakfast, reading all manner of for­

tunes (that is to say, of married and flourishing fortunes) in the grounds of 

her teacup, a step was heard in the workshop, and :Mr. Edward Chester was 

descried through the glass door, standing among the rusty locks and keys, 

like love among the roses-for which apt comparison the historian may by no 

means take any credit to himself, the same being the invention, in a sentimental 

mood, of the chaste and modest ~1:iggs, who, beholding him from the doorsteps 

she was then cleaning, did, in her maiden meditation, give utterance to the 

simile. 
The locksmith, who happened at the moment to have his eyes thrown upward 

and his head backward, in an intense communing with Toby, did not see his 

visitor, until Mrs. Varden, more watchful than the rest, lrnd desired Sim Tap­

pertit to open the glass door and give him admission-from which untoward 

circumstance the good lady argued (for she could deduce a precious moral from 

the most trifling event) that to take a draught of small ale in the morn­

ing was to observe a pernicious, irreligious, and Pagan custom, the relish 

whereof should be left to swine, and Satan, or at least to Po-pish persons, and 

should be shunned by the righteous as a work of sin and evil. She would no 

doubt have pursued her admonition much further, and would have founde<l on 

it a long list of precious precepts of inestimable value, but that tho young 

gentlom::m standing by in a somewhat uncomfortable and discomfited mannoi· 

while she read her spouse this lecture, occasioned her to bring it to a prema­

ture conclusion. 
" I'm sure you,11 excuse me sir," said Mrs. Y arden, rising and curtseying. 

"Varden is so very thoughtless, and needs so much reminding-Sim, bring a 

chair here." 
Mr. Tappertit obeyed, with a flourish implying that he did so, under 

protest. 
"And you can go, Sim,, said the locksmith. 

Mr. Ta.ppertit obeyed aga.in, still under protest; and betaking himself to the 
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workshop, began seriously to fear that he might find it necessary to poison his 
master, before his time was out. 

In the meantime, Edward returned suitable replies to Mrs. Varden,s courte­
sies, and that lady brightened up very much; so that when ho accepted a dish 
of tea from the fair hands of Dolly, she was perfectly agreeable. 

"I am sure if there,s anything we can do,-Varden, or I, or Dolly either,­
to serYe you, sir, at any time, you have only to say it, and it shall be done," 
said :Mrs. V. 

"I am much obliged to you, I am sure'' returned Edward. " You encou­
rage me to say that I have come here now, to beg your good offices." 

Mrs. Varden was delighted beyond measure. 
"It occurred to me that probably your fair daughter might be going to the 

\Varren, either to-day or to-morrow" said Ed,Yard, glancing at Dolly; "and if 
so, and you will allow her to take charge of this letter, :Ma'am, you ·will oblige 
me more than I ca,n tell you. The truth is, that while I am very anxious 
it should reach its destination, I have particular reasons for not trusting 
it to any other conveyance; so that without your help, I am wholly at 
a loss." 

"She was not going that way sir, either to-day, or to-morrow, nor indeed 
all next week," the lady graciously rejoined~ "but we shall be very glad to put 
ourselrns out of the way on your account, and if' you wish it, you may depend 
upon its going to-day. You might suppose" said Mrs. Varden, fro,Yning 
at her husband, "from Varden's sitting there so glum and silent, that he 
objected to this arrangement ; but you must not mind that, sir, if you please. 
It's his way at home. Out of doors, he can be cheerful and taJkative 

h 
,, 

enoug, 
Now, the fact was, that the unfortunate locksmith, blessing his stars to find 

his helpmRite in such good humour, had been sitting with a beaming face, 
hearing this discourse witl~ a joy past all expression. vVherefore this sudden 

attack quite took him by surprise. 
"J\'.Iy dear :Martha-" he said. 
"Oh yes, I dare say,, interrupted J\Irs. Varden, with a smile of mingled 

scorn and pleasantry. "Very dear ! "\Ve all know that." 
"No, but my good soul" said Gabriel, "you :ire quite mistaken. You are 

indeed. I was delighted to find you so kind and ready. I waited, my dear, 
anxiously, I assure you, to hear what you would say." 

"You ·waited anxiously," repeated :Mrs. V. "Yes! Thank you, Varden. 
You waited: as you always do, that I might bear the blame, if any came of it. 
But I am used to it/' said the lady with a kind of solemn titter, "and that's 
my comfort ! " 

'' I give you my word, Martha-" said Gabriel. 
" Let me give you my word, my dear," interposed his wife with a christian 

smile, "that such discussions as these between married people, are much better 
left alone. Therefore, if you please Varden, we'll drop the subject. I ha.ve 
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no wish to pursue it,. I could. I might say a great deal. But I would rather 
not. Pray don't say any more." 

" I don;t want to sa,y any more,i' rejoined the goaded locksmith. 
" "\'\~ ell then, don't/, said l\1rs. Varden. 
"Nor did I begin it l\Iarthn.t added the locksmith, good humouredly, '• I 

must say that.,, 
" You did not begin it, Varden ! ,, exclaimed his wife, opening her 

eyes very wide and looking round upon the company, as though she would 
say You hear this man! "You did not begin it, Varden ! But you shall . ' 
not sn.y I was out of temper. No, you did not begin it, oh dear no, 
not you, my dear ! ,, " ,v ell, well," said the locksmith. "That's settled then.,, 

"Oh yes," rejoined his wife, "quite. If you like to say Dolly began it, my 
dea.r, I shall not contradict you. I know my duty. I need know it, I am 
sure. I am often obliged to bear it in mind, when my inclination perhaps 
would be for the moment to forget it. Thank you, Varden.,, And so, with a 
mighty show of humility and forgiveness, she folded her hands, and looked 
round again, with a smile ,-vhich plainly said "If you desire to see the first and 
foremost among fema.le martyrs, here she is, on view ! " 

This little incident, illustratiYe though it was of Mrs. Varden's extraordinary 
sweetness and amiability, had so strong a tendency to check the conversation 
and to disconcert all parties but that excellent lady, that only a few mono­
syllables were uttered until Edward withdrew; which he presently did, thanking 
the lady of the house a great many times for her condescension, and whispering 
in Dolly's ear that he would call on the morrow, in case there should happen 
to be an answer to the note-which, indeed, she knew without his telling, as 
Barnaby and his friend Grip had dropped in on the previous night to prepare 
her for the visit \Yhich was then terminating. 

Gnibriel, who had attended Edward to the door, came bn,ck with his hands 
in his pockets; and, after fi<lgeting about the room in a very uneasy manner, and 
casting a great many sidelong looks at Mrs. Varden (who with the calmest 
countenance in the world was fiye fathoms deep in the Protestant 11:anual), 
inquired of Dolly how she meant to go. Dolly supposed by the stage-coach, 
and looked at her lady mother, who finding herself silently appealed to, dived 
down at least another fathom into the :Manual, and became unconscious of all 
earthly things. 

" rifortlw.-" said the locksmith. 
" I hear you, Y arden," said his wife, without rising to the surface. 
" I am sorry, my dear, you haYe such an objection to the Maypole and old 

John, for otherwa,ys as it's a very fine morning, and Saturdafs not a busy day 
with us, we might have all three gone to Chigwell in the chaise, and had quite 
a happy day of it.,, 

:i\Irs. Yarden immediately closed the Manual and burstinc, into tears, 
' 0 requested to be led up-stairs. 

" \Vhat is the nrntter now iv1artha? ,, inquired the locksmith. 
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To ,vhich 1Iartha rejoined "Oh! don't speak to me," and protested. in agony 

that if anybody had told her so, she wouldn't have believed it. 

'" But l\I artha" said Gabriel, putting himself in the way as she was moving 

off with the aid of Dolly's shoulder, "wouldn't have believed what i Tell me 

what's wrong now. Do tell me. Upon my soul I don't know. Do you 

know child i Damme ! " cried the locksmith, plucking at his wig in a kind of 

frenzy, "nobody does know, I verily believe, but :Miggs ! " 

" :Miggs," said :Mrs. Varden faintly, and with symptoms of approaching 

incoherence, " is attached to me, and that is sufficient to draw down hatred 

npon her in this house. She is a comfort to me, whatever she may be to 

others.'' 
" She's no comfort to me," cried Gabriel, made bold by despair. " She's 

the misery of my life. She's all the plagues of Egypt in one." 

" She's considered so, I have no doubt," said :Mrs. Varden. " I was 

prepared for that; it's natural; it's of a piece with the rest. \Vhen you 

taunt me as you do to my face, how can I wonder that you taunt her behind 

her bn.ck ! " And here the incoherence coming on very strong, :Mrs. Varden 

"·cpt, and laughed, and sobbed, and shivered, and hiccoughcd, and choaked; 

:tn<l said she knew it was very foolish but she couldn't help it; and that when 

~he was dead and gone, perhaps they would be sorry for it-which really under 

tho circumstances did not appear quite so probable as she seemed to think­

with a great deal more to the same effect. In a word, she passed with great 

decency through all the ceremonies incidental to such occasions; and being 

~-mpportecl up-stairs, was deposited in a highly spasmodic state on her own 

brd, w1iere ~Iiss ~Iiggs shortly afterwa.rcls flung herself upon the body. 

The philosophy of all this was, that :Mrs. Y arden wanted to go to Chig­

well:, tlmt she did not want to make· :1ny concession or explanation; th:1t 

she would only go on being implored and entreated so to do ; and that sho 

would accept no other terms. Accordingly, :1fter a vast amount of moaning 

a.nd crying up-stairs, and much damping of foreheads, and vinegaring of 

temples, and lmrtshorning of noses, ancl so forth ; and after most pathetic 

ndjurations from 1Iiggs, assisted by warm brandy-and-water not over-weak, and 

divers other cordials, also of a stimulating quality, administered at first in tea­

s,)ocnsful and afterwards in increasing doses, and of which :Miss Miggs herself 

partook as a preventive measure (for fainting is infectious) ; after all these 

remedies, and many more too numerous to mention, but not to take, had been 

applied; and many verbal consolations, moral, religious, and miscellaneous: 

had been superadcled thereto; the locksmith humbled himself, and the end 

was gained. 
" If it's only for the sake of peace and quietness, father," said Dolly, urging 

him to go up-stairs. 
" Oh, Doll, Doll," said her good-natured father. " If you ever have a 

husband of your own-" 
Dolly glanced at the gla~s. 
"-\Yell, when you have," said the locksmith, " never faint, my cbrling. 
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1'1ore domestic unhappiness has come of easy fainting, Doll, than from all the 
greater passions put together. Remember that, my dear, if you would be 
really happy, which you never can be, if your husband isn't. And a word in 
your ear, my precious. Never have a l\1iggs about you!'' 

With this advice he kissed his blooming daughter on the cheek, and slowly 
repaired to l\1rs. Varden's room; where that lady, lying all pale and languid 
on her couch, was refreshing herself with a sight of her last new bonnet, which 
Miggs, as a means of calming her scattered spirits, displayed to the best 
advantage at her bedside. 

" Here's master, mim," said Miggs. "Oh, what a happiness it is when man 
:1lld wife come round again ! Oh gracious, to think that him and her should 
ever have a word together!" In the energy of these sentiments, which were 
uttered as an apostrophe to the Heavens in general, Miss Miggs perched the 
bonnet on the top of her own head, and folding her hands, turned on her 
tears. 

" I can't help it," cried Miggs. " I couldn't, if I was to be drownded in 
'em. She has such a forgiving spirit ! She'll forget all that has passed, and 
go along with you, sir-Oh, if it was to the world's end, she'd go along with 
you." 

Mrs. Varden with a faint smile gently reproved her attendant for this 
enthusiasm, and reminded her a.t the same time that she was far too unwell 
to venture out that day. 

" Oh no, you're not, mim, indeed you're not," said Miggs; " I repeal to 
master; master knows you're not, mim. The hair, and motion of the shay, 
will do you good, mim, and you must not give way, you must not raly. She 
must keep up mustn't she, sir, for all our sakes ? I was a telling her that, just 
now. She must remember us, even if she forgets herself. Master will persuade 
you, mim, I'm sure. There's Miss Dolly's a going you know, and master, and 
you, and all so happy and so comfortable. Oh!" cried Miggs, turning on the 
tears again, previous to quitting the room in great emotion, '' I never see such 
a blessed one as she is for the forgiveness of her spirit, I never, never, never 
did. Nor more did master neither; no, nor no one-never r' 

For five minutes or thereabouts, Mrs. Varden remained mildly opposed to 
all her husband's prayers that she would oblige him by taking a day's pleasure, 
but relenting at length, she suffered herself to be persuaded, and granting him 
her free forgiveness (the merit whereof, she meekly said, rested with the 
~Ianual and not with her), desired that Miggs might come and help her dress. 
The handmaid attended promptly, and it is but justice to their joint exertions 
to record that, when the good lady came down-stairs in course of time, 
completely decked out for the journey, she really looked as if nothing had 
happened, and appeared in the very best health ima,ginable. 

As to Dolly, there she was again, the very pink and pattern of good looks, 
in a smart little cherry-coloured mantle, with a hood of the same drawn over 
her head, and upon the top of that hood, a little straw hat trimmed ,vith 
cherry-coloured ribbons, and worn the merest trifle on one side-just enough 
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in short to make it the wickedest and most provoking head-dress that ever 

ma.licious milliner devised. And not to speak of the manner in which these 

cherry-coloured decorations brightened her eyes, or vied ,vith her lips, or shed 

a, new bloom on her faee, she wore such a cruel little muff: and such a heart­

,·ending pair of shoes, and was so surrounded and hemmed in, as it were, by 

aggravations of all kinds, that when 1lr. Tappertit, holding the horse's head, 

saw her come out of the house alone, such impulses came over him to decoy 

her into the chaise and drive off like mad, that he would unquestionably have 

done it, but for certain uneasy doubts besetting him as to the shortest way to 

Gretna Green; whether it was up the street or down, or up the right-hand 

turning or the left ; and whether, supposing all the turnpikes to be carried by 

storm, the blacksmith in the end would marry them on credit; which by 

reason of his clericaJ office appeared, even to his excited imagination, so 

unlikely, that he hesitated. And while he stood hesitating, and looking post­

chaises-and-six at Dolly, out came his master and his mistress, and the 

constant Miggs, and the opportunity was gone for ever. For now the chaise 

creaked upon its springs, and :Mrs. Varden was inside; and now it creaked 

again, and more than ever, and the locksmith was inside ; and now it bounded 

once, as if its heart beat lightly, and Dolly v•rns inside; and now it ,vas gone 

and its place was empty, and he and that dreary 1liggs were standing in the 

street together. 
The hearty locksmith was in as good a humour as if nothing had occurred 

for the last twelve months to put him out of his way, Dolly ·was all smiles and 

graces, and 1lrs. V arclen was agreeable beyond all precedent. As they jogged 

through the streets talking of this thing and of that, who should be descried 

upon the pavement but that very coachmaker, looking so genteel that nobody 

would have believed he had ever had anything to do with a coach but riding 

in it, and bowing like any nobleman. To be sure Dolly was confused when 

she bowed again, and to be sure the cherry-coloured ribbons trembled a little 

when she mot his mournful eye, which seemed to say, 'I have kept my ,vord, 

I have begun, the business is going to the devil, and you're the cause of it.' 

There he stood, rooted to the ground : as Dolly said, like a statue; and as 

l\Jrs. Varden said, like a pump ; till they turned the corner: anrl when her 

father thought it was like his impudence, and her mother wondered what he 

meant by it, Dolly blushed again till her very hood ,vas pale. 

But on they went, not the less merrily for this, and there \Yas the locksmith 

in the incautious fulness of his heart " pulling-up'' at all manner cf places, 

and evincing a most intimate acquaintance with all the taverns on the roa<l, and 

all the landlords and all the hndladies, with whom, indeed, tho little harse was 

on equally friendly terms, for he kept on stopping of his o,Yn accord. Never 

were people so glad to see other people as these landlords and landb.clies ,Yere 

to behold :Mr. Varden and :Mrs. Varden and :Miss Varden; and wouldn't 

they get out, said one ; au<l they really must walk up-stairs ; said another, and 

she would take it ill and be quite certain they were proud if they "'oulcln't 

have a little taste of something, said a third ; and so on, tlrnt it really was 
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quite a Progress rather than a ride, and one continued scene of hospitality 

from beginning to end. It was pleasant enough to be held in such esteem, 

not to mention the refreshments ; so :Mrs. Varden said nothing at the time, 

and ,ms :111 affability and delight-but such a body of evidence as she collected 

against the unfortunate locksmith that day, to be used thereafter as occasion 

might require, never was got together for matrimonial purposes. 

J n course of time-and in course of a pretty long time too, for these agree­

able interruptions delayed them not a little,-they arrived upon the skirts of 

the Forest, and riding pleasantly on among the trees, came at last to the 

l\Iaypole, where the locksmith's cheerful " Yoho ! '' speedily brought to the 

porch old John, and after him young Joe, both of whom were so transfixed at 

sight of the ladies, that for a moment they were perfectly unable to give them 

any welcome, and could do nothing but stare. 
It was only for a moment, however, that Joe forgot himself, for speedily 

reviving he thrust his drO\vsy father aside-to Mr. \Villet's mighty and inex­

pressible indignation-and darting out, stood ready to help them to u,light. 

It was necessary for Dolly to get out first. Joe had her in his arms ;-yes, 

though for a space of time no longer than you could count one in, Joe had her 

in his arms. Here was a glimpse of happiness ! 

It would be difficult to describe what a flat and common-place a,ffair the 

helping l\Irs. Varden out afterwards was, but Joe did it, and did it too with 

the best grace in the world. Then old John, who, entertaining a dull and 

foggy sort of idea that l\!rs. Varden wasn't fond of him, had been in some 

doubt "·hother she might not have come for purposes of assault and battery, took 

courage, hoped she was well, and offered to conduct her into the house. This 

tender being amicably received, they marched in together; Joe and Dolly 

followed, arm-in-arm, (happiness again!) and Varden brought up the rear. 

Old John would have it that they must sit in the bar, and nobody objecting, 

into the bar they went. All bars :1re snug places, but the l\1aypole,s was the 

very snuggest, cosiest, and completest bar, that ever the wit of man devised. 

Such amazing bottles in old oaken pigeon-holes; such gleaming tankards dang­

ling from pegs at about the same inclination as thirsty men would hol<l them 

to their lips; such sturdy little Dutch kegs ranged in rows on shelves; so 

many lemons hanging in separate nets, and forming the fragrant grove already 

mentioned in this chronicle, suggestive, with goodly loaves of snowy sugar 

stowecl away hard by, of punch, idealised beyond all mortal knowledge; such 

closets, such presses, such drawers full of pipes, such places for putting things 

awa.y in hollow window-seats, a11 crammed to the throat with eatables, drink­

ables, or savoury condiments; lastly, and to crown all, as typical of the 

immense resources of the establishment, and its defiances to aJl visitors to cut 

and come again, such a stupendous cheese l 

It is a poor heart that never rejoices-it must have been the poorest, 

weakest, and most watery heart that over beat, which would not have warmed 

towards the 1.\Iaypole bar. l\Irs. Varden's did directly. She could no more 

have reproached John \Villet among those household gods, the kegs and 
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bottles, lemons, pipes, and cheese, than she could have stabbed him with his 
own bright carving-knife. The order for dinner too-it might have soothed 
a savage. " A bit of fish," said . John to the cook, " and some lamb 
chops (breaded, with plenty of ketchup), and a good salad, and a roast 
spring chicken, with a dish of sausages and mashed potatoes, or something of 
that sort." Something of that sort ! The resources of these inns ! To talk 

· carelessly about dishes, which in themselves were a first-rate holiday kind of 
dinner, suitable to one's wedding day, as something of that sort: meaning, if 
you can't get a spring chicken, any other trifle in the way of poultry will do­
such as a Peacock, perhaps ! The kitchen too, with its great broad c:1Vern­
ous chimney; the kitchen, where nothing in the way of cookery seemed 
impossible ; where you could believe in anything to eat, they chose to tell you 
of. l\1rs. Varden returned from the contemplation of these wonders to the 
bar again, with a head quite dizzy and bewildered. Her housekeeping 
capacity was not large enough to comprehend them. She was obliged to 
go to sleep. ,v aking was pain, in the midst of such immensity. 

Dolly in the meanwhile, whose gay heart and head ran upon other matters, 
passed out at the garden door, and glancing back now and then (but of course 
not wondering whether Joe saw her), tripped away by a path across the fields 
with which she was well acquainted, to discharge her mission at the ,v arren; 
and this deponent hath been informed and verily believes, that you might have 
seen many less pleasant objects than the cherry-coloured mantle and ribbons, 
as they went fluttering along the green meadows in the bright light of the 
day, like giddy things as they were. 

CHAPTER THE 'l'WENTIE'l'H. 

T1rn proud consciousness of her trust, and the great importance she derived 
from it,, might have advertised it to all the house if she had had to run the 
gauntlet of its inhabitants; but as Dolly had played in every dull room and 
passage many and many a time, when a child, and had ever since been the 
humble friend of Miss Haredale, whose foster-sister she was, she was as free . 
of the building as the young lady herself. So, using no greater precaution 
than holding her breath and walking on tiptoe as she passed the library door, 
she went straight to Emma's room as a prrvileged visitor. 

It was the liveliest room in the building. The chamber was sombre like 
the rest for tho matter of that, but the presence of youth and beauty would 
make a prison cheerful (saving alas ! that confinement ,vithors them), and 
lend some charms of their own to the gloomiest scene. Birds, flowers 
books, drawing, music, and a hundred such graceful tokens of feminine loves 
and cares, filled it with more of life and human sympathy than the whole 
house besides seemed made to hold. There was heart in tho room; and who 
that has a heart, ever fails to recognize the silent presence of another! 

Dolly had one undoubtedly, and it was not a tough one either, though there 
was a little mist of coquettishness about it, such as sometimes surrounds that 
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sun of life in its morning, and slightly dims its lustre. Thus, when Emma rose 
to greet her, and kissing her affectionately on the cheek, told her, in her quiet 
way, that she had been very unhappy, the tears stood in Dolly's eyes, and she 
felt more sorry than she could tell; but next moment she happened to raise 
them to the glass

1 
2und really there was something there so exceedingly agree­

able, that as she sighed, she smiled, and felt surprisingly consoled. 
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" I lrn.ve heard about it 1\IIiss," said Dolly, " and it's very sad indeed, but 
when things are at the worst they are sure to mend.'' 

'' But are you sure they are at the worst~" asked Emma with a smile. 
" "\Vhy, I don't see how they can very well be more unpromising than they 

are; I really don't," said Dolly. "And I bring something to begin with." 
" Not from Ed ward ~ " 
Dolly nodded and smiled, and feeling in her pockets (there were pockets in 

those days) with an affectation of not being able to find what she wanted, 
\Yhich greatly enhanced her importance, at length produced the letter. As 
Emma hastily broke the seal and became absorbed in its contents, Dolly's 
eyes, by one of those strange accidents for which there is no accounting, 
wandered to the glass a,gain. She could not help wondering whether the 
coachmaker suffered very much, and quite pitied the poor man. 

It was a long letter-a very long letter, written close on all four sides of the 
sheet of paper, and crossed afterwards ; but it was not a consolatory letter, for 
as Emma rearl it she stopped from time to time to put her handkerchief to her 
eyes. To be sure Dolly marvelled greatly to see her in so much distress, for to 
her thinking a love affair ought to be one of the best jokes, and the slyest, 
merriest kind of thing in life. But she set it down in her own mind that all 
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this came from Miss Haredale's being so constant, and that if she would only 

take on with some other young gentleman-just in the most innocent way 

possible, to keep her first loyer up to the mark-she would find herself 

inexpressibly comforted. 
" I am sure that's what I should do if it was me," thought Dolly. ~, To 

make one's sweethearts miserable is well enough and quite right, but to be 

mr.,do miserable one's self is a little too much ! '' 
How8ver it wouldn't do to say so, and therefore she sat looking on in silence. 

She needed a pretty c0nsiderable stretch of patience, for when the long letter 

had been read once all through it was read again, and when it had been read 

t\vice all through it was read again. During this tedious process, Dolly 

beguiled the time in the most improving manner that occurred to her, by curl­

ing her hair on her fingers, with the aid of the looking-glass before mentioned, 

and giYing it some killing twists. 
Everything has an end. Even young ladies in love cannot read their letters 

for ever. In course of time the packet was folded up, and it only remained 

to write the answer. 
But as this promised to be a work of time likewise, Emma said she vrnulcl 

put it off until after dinner, aml that Dolly must dine ,vith her. As Dolly 

had made up her mind to do so beforehand, she required very little pressing; 

and ,Yhen they had settled this point, they went to walk in the garden. 

They strolled up ancl down the terrace walks, talking incessantly-at least, 
Dolly never left off once-and making that quarter of the sad anJ. mournful 

house quite gay. Not that they talked loudly or laughed much, but they were 

both so very handsome, :.rn<l it was such a breezy day, a.nd their light dresses 

and clark curls appeared so free and joyous in their a1andonment, and Emma 

,vas so fair, and Dolly so rosy, and Emma so delicately sh:1ped, and Dolly so 

plump, aml-in short, there are no flowers for any garden like such flowers, let 

horticulturists say what they may, and both house and garden seemed to 

know it, and to brighten up sensibly. 
After this, came the dinner and the letter writing: and some more talking, 

in the course of which niiss Haredale took occasion to charge upon Dolly 

certain flirtish and inconstnint propensities, which accusations Dolly seemed to 

think very complimentary indeed, and to be mightily amused ,vith. Finding 

her quite incorrigible in this respect, Emma suffered her to depa,rt; but not 

before she had confided to her that important and never-sufficiently-to-be­

faken-care-of answer, and endowed her moreover with a pretty little brn.celet 

as a keepsake. Having clasped it on her arm, and again advised her half in 

j est ancl half in earnest to amend her roguish ways, for she knew· she was fond 

of Joo at heart (which Dolly stoutly denied, with n great many lrnughty pro­

testations that she hoped she could do better than that indeed ! and so forth), 

she bade her farewell; and after calling her back to give her more supple­

mentary messages for Edward, than anybody with tenfold thP- gravity of Dolly 

Varden could be reasonribly expected to remember, at length dismissed her. 

Dolly bn.de her good bye, and tripping lightly clown the stairs arrived at the 

dreaded iibr[l,ry door, and was about to pass it again on tiptoe, when it opened, 
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n,nd behold ! there stood Mr. Hared ale. Now, Dolly had from her childhood 

2.ssociate<l with this gentleman the idea of something grim and ghostly, and 

being at the moment conscience-stricken besides, the sight of him threw her 

into such a flurry that she could neither acknowledge his presence nor run a,Yay, 

so she gave a great start, and then with downcast eyes stood still and trembled. 

"Come here, girl'' said l\Ir. Haredale, taking her by the hand. " I want 

t.o speak to you." 
" If you please sir, I'm in a hurryt faltered Dolly, "and-and you have 

frightened me by coming so suddenly upon me sir-I would rather go sir, if 

you'll be so good as to let me." 
"Immediately,"saicl l\Ir. Haredale, who had by this time led her into the room 

and closed the door. "You shall go directly. You have just left Emma t' 
'· Yes sir, just this rninute.-Father's waiting for me sir, if you'll please to 

have the goodness--" 
"I kno,Y. I know," said :Mr. Haredale. "Answer me a question. What 

did you bring here to-day?" 
" Bring here, sir ? " faltered Dolly. 
" You will tell me the truth, I am sure. Yes." 
Dolly hesitated for a little while, and somewhat emboldened by his manner, 

said at last., "\V ell then sir. It was a letter." 
"From l\Ir. Edw[Lrd Chester, of course. And you are the bearer of the answerr 

Dolly hesitated again, and not being able to decide upon any other course 
of action, burst into tears. 

"You alarm yourself without cause," sa,id .Nir. Haredale. "Why are you 

so foolish? Surely you can answer me. You know that I have but to put the 

question to Emma and learn the truth directly. Have you the answer with you?" 

Dolly had what is popularly called a spirit of her own, and being now fi1irly 
at bay, made the best of it. 

" Yes sir," she rejoined, trembling and frightened a,s she was. " Yes sir, I 
ha.Ye. You may kill me if you please sir, but I won't give it. up. I'm very 
sorry,-but I "·on't. There sir." 

"I commend your firmness, and your plain-speaking," said Mr. Hared:ile. 

"Rest assured that I have as little desire to fake your letter as your life. You 
arc a very discreet messenger and a good girl.'' 

Not feeling quite certain, as she afterwards said, whether he might not be 

"coming over her" Yvith these compliments, Dolly kept as far from him as 

she could, cried again, and resolved to defend her pocket (for the lotter was 
there) to the la.st extremity. 

"I have some design" said 1\Ir. Haredale aJter a short silence, during which 

a smile, as he regarded her, had struggled through the gloom and melancholy 

that was natural to his face, "of providing a companion for my niece; for her 

life is a very lonely one. '\V ould you like the office? You are the oldest friend 
she has, and the best entitled to it." 

"I don't know sirt a.nswered Doll v, not sure but he was ba.nterinO' her· " I 
J M ' 

ca~•~ say._ I J.on't know wlmt they might ,vish at home. I couldn't give a~ 
opm10n Sll'." 
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"If your friends had no objection, would you have any?" said :Mr. Hare-, 

dale. " Come. There's a plain question; and easy to answer." 

"None at all that I know of sir," replied Dolly. '' I should be very glad to 

be near Miss Emma of course, and always am." 

"That's well" said :Mr. Haredale. "That is all I had to say. You are 

anxious to go. Don't let me detain you." 

Dolly didn't let him, nor did she wait for him to try, for the words had no 

sooner passed his lips than she was out of the room, out of the house, and in 

the fields again. 
The first thing to be done, of course, when she came to herself and con­

sidered what a flurry she had been in, was to cry afresh ; and the next thing, 

when she reflected how well she had got over it, was to laugh heartily. The 

tears once banished gave place to the smiles, and at last Dolly laughed so 

much that she was fain to lean against a tree, and give vent to her exultation. 

When she could laugh no longer, and was quite tired, she put her head-dress 

to rights, dried her eyes, looked back very merrily and triumphantly at the 

\Varren chimneys, which were just visible, and resumed her walk. 

The twilight had come on, and it was quickly growing dusk, but the path 

was so familiar to her from frequent traversing that she hardly thought of this, 

and certainly felt no uneasiness at being alone. :Moreover, there ,vas the bracelet 

to admire; and when she had given it a good rub, and held it out at arm's length, 

it sparkled and glittered so beautifully on her wrist, that to look at it in every 

point of view and with every possible turn of the arm, was quite an absorbing 

business. There was the letter, too, and it looked so mysterious and knowing, 

when she took it out of her pocket, and it held, as she knew, so much inside, 

that to turn it over and over, and think about it, an<l wonder how it began, and 

how it ended, and what it said all through, was another matter of constant occu• 

pation. Between the bracelet and the letter, there was quite enough to do without 

thinking of anything else; and admiring each by turns, Dolly went on gaily. 

As she passed through a wicket gate to where the path was narrow, and lay 

between two hedges garnished here aind there with trees, she heard a rustling 

close at hand, which brought her to a sudden stop. She listened. All "'as very 

quiet, and she went on again-not absolutely frightened, but a little quicker 

than before perhaps, and possibly not quite so much at her ease, for a check of 

that kind is startling. 
She had no sooner moved on again, than she was conscious of the same 

sound, which was like that of a person tramping stealthily among bushes and 

brushwood. Looking towards the spot whence it appeared to come, she almost 

fancied she could make out a crouching figure. She stopped again. All wai:l quiet 

as before. On she went once more-decidedly faster now-and tried to sing 

softly to herself. It must be the wind. 
But how came the wind to blow only when she walked, and cease when she 

stood still 1 She stopped involuntarily as she made the reflection, and the 

rustling noise stopped likewise. She was really frightened now, and was yet 

hesitating what to do, when the bushes crackled and snapped, and a man came 

plunging through them, close before her, 
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CHAPTER 'l'HE TWEN'£Y-FIRST. 

IT was for the moment an inexpressible relief to Dolly, to recognize in the 
person who forced himself into the path so abruptly, and now stood directly 
in her way, Hugh of the :Maypole, whose name she uttered in a tone of de­
lighted surprise that ca,me from her heairt. 

'' "\Vas it you ? ,, she sai<l, "how glad I am to see you! and how could you 
terrify me so ! " 

In answer to which, he said nothing at all, but stood quite still, looking at 
her. 

" Did you come to meet me?" asked Dolly. 
Hugh nodded, and muttered something to the effect that he had been wait-­

ing for her, and had expected her sooner. 

" I thought it likely they would send," sa,id Dolly, greatly re-assured by 
this. 
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" Nobody sent me," was his su11en answer. 
The rongh bearing of this fello,Y, and his 

" I caime of my own accord." 
wil<l3 uncouth appearance, had 

VOL. IlI.-57. F 
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often filled the girl with a vague apprehension even when other people were 
by, and had occasioned her to shrink from him involuntarily. The ha\'ing 
him for an unbidden companion in so solitary a pbce, with the darkness fast 
gathering about them, renewed and even increased the alarm she had felt :1t 
first. 

If his manner had been merely dogged and passively fierce, as usual, sho 
would have had no greater dislike to his company than she always felt-per­
haps, indeed, would have been rather glad to have had him at hand. But 
there was something of coarse bold admiration in his look, which terrified her 
very much. She glanced timidly towards him, uncertain whether to go for­
ward or retreat, and he stood gazing a,t her like a handsome satyr ; and so 
they remained for some short time without stirring or breaking silence. At 
length Dolly took courage, shot past him, and hurried on. 

'' '.Vhy do you spend so much breath in avoiding me?'' said Hugh. accom­
modating his pace to hers, and keeping close at her side. 

'' I wish to get hack as quickly as I can, and you walk too near me," answered 
Dolly. 

" Too near!'' said Hugh, stooping over her so that she could feel his breath 
upon her forehead. " \Vhy too near? You're always proud to me, mistress." 

" I am proud to no one. You mistake me/' answered Dolly. " Fall back, 
if you please, or go on." 

" N :1y, mistress," he rejoined, endeavouring to draw her arm through his. 
" I'll ,-ralk with you.'' 

She released herself, and clenching her little hand, struck him with right 
good ·will. At this, :Maypole Hugh burst into a roar of laughter, and passing 
his n,rm about her waist, held her in his strong grasp as easily as if she had 
been a. bird. 

" Ha ha ha! '.V ell clone mistress! Strike again. You shall beat my face, 
and te3,r my hair, and pluck my beard up by the roots, and welcome, for tho 
sake of your bright eyes. Strike again mistress. Do. Ha ha ha! I like it." 

'' Let me go," she cried, endeavouring with both her hands to push him cff. 
" Let me go this moment." 

" You had as good be kinder to me, Sweetlips," said Hugh. "You had, 
indeed. Come. Tell me now. Why are you always so proud~ I don't 
qtrnrrel with you for it. I love you when you're proud. H 11 ha ha ! You 
ca,n't hide your beauty from a poor fellow; that's a comfort ! " 

She gave him no answer, but as he bad not yet checked her progress, con­
tinued to press forward as rapidly as she could. At length, bebveen tho hurry 
she had mado, her terror, and the tightness of his embrace, her strength 
failed her, and she could go no further. 

" Hugh," cried the panting girl, "good Hugh; if you will leayo me I will 
give you anything-everything I have-and never tell one word of this to any 
living creature." 

'' You had best not," he answered. "Harkye, little dove, you hr1d best 
not. All a.bout here know me, and what I dare do if I have a, mind. If 
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ever vou n,re o·oinrt t,o tell, sto1) when the words are on your lips, arid think J b ~ 

of the mischief you'll bring, if you do, upon some innocent heads that you 
wouldn't wish to hurt a h(l,ir of. Bring trouble on me, and I'll bring trouble 
anrl something more on them in return. I c:1r0 no more for them than for 
so many dogs ; not so much-why should I ? I'd sooner kill a man than a 
dog any day. I've never been sorry for a man's death in all my life, and I have 
for a dog's." 

There was something so thoroughly savage in the manner of these expres~ 
sions, an(l the looks and gestures by which they were accompanied, tlrnt her 
great fear of him gave her new strength, :1nd enabled her by a sudden effort 
to extdc;1,te herself and run fleetly from him. But Hugh wa,s as nimble, 
strong, and swift of foot, as any man in broad England, and it was but a fruit­
less expenditure of energy, for he had her in his encircling arms a,gain before 
she had gone a hundred yards. 

"Softly, darling-gently-would you fly from rough Hugh, that loves you as 
well as any drawing-room galla,nt ~,, 

'' I would," she answered, struggling to free herself again. " I ·will. Help ! " 
"A fine for crying out," said Hugh. "Ha ha ha! A fine, pretty one, from 

your lips. I pay myself! Ha ha ha! ,, 
'' Help ! Help ! Help ! ,, As she shrieked with the utmost violence she 

could exert, a shout was heard in answer, and another, and another. 
" Tlrnnk Heayen ! " cried the girl in an ecstacy. "Joe, clear Joe, this \vay. 

Help ! " 
Her assailant paused, and stood irresolute for a moment, but the shouts 

drawing nearer and coming quick upon them, forced him to a speedy decision. 
He released her, whispered with a mena.cing look, " Tell him ; and see what 
follows!" and leaping the hedge, was gone in an instant. Dolly darted off, and 
fairly ran into Joe Willet's open arms. 

'' \Ylmt is the matter? are you hurt? what was it? who ,vas it? where is 
he? what was he like ! ,, with a great many encouraging expressions and 
assurances of safety, were the first words .Joe poured forth. But poor little 
Dolly was so breathless and terrified, that for some time she was quite 
unable to :1nswer him, and hung upon his shoulder, sobbing and crying as if 
her heart woul<l break. 

Joe had not the smaJlest objection to have her hanging on his shoulder ; no, 
nut the least, though it crushed the cherry-coloured ribbons sadly, and put the 
smart little hat out of all shape. But he couldn't bear to see her cry; it went 
to his very heart. He tried to console her, bent over her, whisperod to her­
some say kissed her, but that's a fable. At any rate he said all the i(ind and 
tender things he could think of, and Dolly let him go on and didn't interrupt 
him once, an<l it was a good ten minutes before she was able to rD,ise her head 
and th:rn k him. 

" "\Vlmt was it that frightened you?" said Joe. 
A man whose person was unknown to her had followed her, she answe.i.ed ; 

he beg:1n by begging, and wont on to threats of robbery, which ho was on the 
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point of carrying into execution, and would have execut,ed, but for J oo's 

timely aid. The hesitation and confusion with which she snid this, ,Joe attri­

buted to the fright she had sustained, and no suspicion of the truth occurred 

to him for a moment. 
" Stop when the words are on your lips.,, A hundred times that night, 

nnd very often afterwards, when the disclosure was rising to her tongue, Dolly 

thought of that, and repressed it. A deeply rooted dread of the man ; the 

conviction that his ferocious nature, once roused, would stop at nothing ; and 

the strong assurance that if she impe~LChed him, the full measure of his wrath 

and venge:mce would be wreaked on Joe, who had preserved her ; these were 

considerations she had not the courage to overcome, and inducements to secrecy 

too powerful for her to surmount. 

Joe, for his part, was a great deal too happy to inquire very curiously into 

the matter; and Dolly being yet too tremulous to walk "·ithout assistance, 

they went forward very slowly, and in his mind very pleasantly, until the NI:ay­

pole lights were near at hand, twinkling their cheerful welcome, when Dolly 

stopped suddenly and with a half scream exclaimed, 

'' The letter ! " 
"' ·\Vhat letter ? ,, cried Joe. 

'' That I was carrying-I had it in my hand. My bracelet too," she said, 

clasping her wrist. " I have lost them both." 

" Do you mean just now?,, said Joe. 

" Either I dropped them then, or they were taken from me," answered 

Dolly, vainly searching her pocket and rustling her dress. "They are gone, 

both gone. "\Vhat an unhappy girl I am!,, With these words poor Dolly, 

who to do her justice was quite as sorry for the loss of the letter as for her 

bracelet, fell a crying again, and bemoaned her fate most movingly. 

Joe tried to comfort her with the assurance that directly he had housed her 

safely in the .Maypole, he would return to the spot with a lantern (for it was 

now quite dark) and make strict search for the missing articles, which thero 

was great probability of his finding, as it was not likely that anybody had 

passed that wn.y since, and she was not conscious of their having been forcibly 

taken from her. Dolly thanked him very heartily for this offor, though with 

no great hope of his quest being successful ; and so, with many lamentations 

on her side, and many hopeful words on his, and much weakness on the part 

of Dolly and much tender supporting on the part of Joo, they reached the 

:Maypole bar at last, "·hero tho locksmith and his wife and old John were yet 

keeping high festival. 
l\Ir. Willet received the intelligence of Dolly's trouble with that surprising 

presence of mind and readiness of speech for which he was so eminently 

distinguished above all other men. 1\1:rs. Varden expressed her sympathy for 

her daughter's distress by scolding her roundly for being so late; and the 

honest locksmith divided himself between condoling with and kissing Dolly, 

and shaking hands heartily ·with Joe, whom he could not sufficiently praise or 

thank. 
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In reference to this la.tter point, old John was far from -agreeing with his 
friend; for besides that he by no means approved of an adventurous spirit in 
the abstract, it occurred to him that if his son :md heir had been seriously 
damaged in a scuffle, the consequences would assuredly have been expensive 
and inconvenient, and might perhaps have proved detrimental to the J\1aypole 
business. '\Vherefore, and because he looked with no favourn.blo eye upon 
young girls, but rather considered that they and the whole female sex were a 
kind of nonsensical mistake on the part of Nature, he took occasion to retire 
and shake his head in private at the boiler ; inspired by which silent oracle, he 
was moved to give Joe various stealthy nudges with his elbow, as a parental 
reproof and gentle admonition to mind his own business and not make a fool 
of himself. 

Joe, however, took down the lantern and lighted it; and arming himself 
with a stout stick, asked whether Hugh was in the stable. 

"He's lying asleep before the kitchen fire, sir," said Nlr. Willet. '' What do 
you want with him 1" 

" I want him to come with me to look after this bracelet and letter," 
answered Joe. " Halloa there ! Hugh ! " 

Dolly turned pale as death, and felt as if she must faint forthwith. After 
a few moments, Hugh came staggering in, stretching himself and yawning 
according to custom, and presenting every appearance of having been roused 
from a sound nap. 

"Here, sleepy-head," said Joe, giving him the lantern. "Carry this, and 
bring the dog, and that small cudgel of yours. And woe betide the fellow if 

h. " we come upon 1m. 
"vVhat fellow 1" growled Hugh, rubbing his eyes and shaking himself. 
" '\Vhat fellow ! '' returned Joe, who was in a state of great valour and 

bustle; " a fellow you ought to know of, and be more alive about. It's well 
for the like of you, lazy giant that you are, to be snoring your time away in 
chimney-corners, when honest men's daughters can't cross even our quiet 
meadows at nightfall without being set upon by footpads, and frightened out 
of their precious lives/' 

"They never rob me" cried Hugh with a laugh. "I have got nothing to lose. 
But I'd ;is lief knock them at head as any other men. How many are there t' 

"Only one" said Dolly faintly, for everybody looked at her. 
"And what was he like, mistress 1" said Hugh with a glance at young 

\Villet, so slight and momentary that the scowl it conveyed was lost on all 
but her. "About my height t' 

"Not-not so tall,'' Dolly replied, scarce knowing what she said. 
"His dress" said Hugh, looking at her keenly, "like-like any of ours 

now? I know all the people hereabouts, and maybe could give a guess at the 
ma.n, if I had anything to guide me.'' 

Dolly faltered and turned paler yet; then :.mswered thait he was wrapped 
in a loose coat and had his face hidden by a handkerchief, and that she could 
give no other description of him. 
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"You wouldn't know him if you saw him then, belike ?'' snid Hugh with a 
malicious grin. 

" I should not" answered Dolly, bursting into tears again. " I don't wish 
to see him. I can't bear to think of him. I can't talk about him :mv more. 

" 
Don't go to look for these things, Mr. Joe, pray don't. I entreat you not to 
go with that man." 

H Not to go with me !1' cried Hugh. "I'm too rough for them all. They're 

all afraid of me. Why, bless you mistress, I've the tenderest heart alive. I 
love all the ladies ma'am" said Hugh, turning to the locksmith's wife. 

l\1rs. Varden opined that if he did, he ought to be ashamed of himself; 
such sentiments being more consistent (so she argued) with a benighted :Mus­
sulrnan or wild Islander than with a stanch Protestant. Arguing from this 
imperfect state of his morals, Mrs. Varden further opined that he had never 
studied the :Manual. Hugh admitting that he never had, and moreover that 

he couldn't read, 1frs. Varden declared with much severity, that he ought to 
be oven more ashamed of himself than before, and strongly recommended him 

to save up his pocket-money for the purchase of one, and further to teach 
himself the contents with all convenient diligence. She was still pursuing this 
train of discourse, when Hugh, somewhat unceremoniously and irreverently, 

followed his young master out, and left her to edify the rest of the company. 
This she proceeded to do, and finding that Mr. Willet's eyes were fixed upon 
her with an appearance of deep attention, gradually addressed the whole of 
her discourse to him, whom she entertained with a moral and theologic.Ll lec­
ture of considerable length, in the convict.ion that great workings were taking 
place in his spirit. The simple truth was, however, that Mr. \Villet, although 
his eyes were wide open and he saw a woman before him whose head by long 
and steady looking at seemed to grow bigger and bigger until it filled the 
whole bar, ·was to all other intents and purposes fast asleep; and so sat leaning 
back in his chair with his hands in his pockets until his son's return caused 

him to wake up with a deep sigh, and a faint impression that he had been 
dreaming about pickled pork and greens-a vision of his slumbers which was 
no doubt referable to the circumstance of Mrs. Varden's having frequently 
pronounced the word " Grace" with much emphasis ; which word, entering 
the portals of 1\1.r. vVillet's brain as they stood ajar, and coupling itself with 
the words " before meat," which wore there ranging about, did in time suggest 
a particular kind of moat together with that description of vegetable which 
is usually its companion. 

Tho search was wholly unsuccessful. Joe had groped along the path a 
dozen times, an<l among tho grass, and in the dry ditch, and in the hodge, but 
all in vain. Dolly, who was qu1to inconsolable for her loss~ wrote a note to 
Miss Haredale giving her tho same [Lecount of it that she had given at the 
Maypole, which Joe undertook to deliver as soon as tho family were stirring 
next day. 'That done, they sat down to tea in the bar, where there was an 

uncommon display of buttered toast, and-in order that they might not grow 
faint for want of sustenance, and might have a decent lrnlting-placo or half-
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way house behveen dinner and supper-a few savoury trifles in the shape of 
grea.t rashers of broiled ham, which being well cured, done to a turn, and 
smoking hot, sent forth a tempting and delicious fragrance. 

:Mrs. Varden was seldom very Protestant at meals, unless it happened that 
they were under-done, or over-done, or indeed that anything occurred to put 
her out of humour. Her spirits rose considerably on beholding these goodly 
preparations, and from the nothingness of good works, she passed to the 
somethingness of ham and toast with great cheerfulness. Nay, under the 
influence of these wholesome stimulants, she sharply reproved her daughter for 
being low and despondent (which she considered an una,cceptable frame of 
mind) and remarked, as she held her own plate for a fresh supply, that it 
would be ,rnll for Dolly who pined over the loss of a toy and a sheet of paper, 
if she would reflect upon the voluntary sacrifices of the missionaries in foreign 
pads "·ho Jiyed chiefly on salads. 

The proceedings of such a da.y occasion various fluctuations in the human 
thermometer, and especia.lly in instruments so sensitively and delicately con­
structed as l\1rs. V a.rden. Thus, at dinner :Mrs. V. stood at summer heat ; 
genial, smiling, :incl delightful. After dinner, in the sunshine of the wine, 
she went up :it least half-a-dozen degrees, and was perfectly enchanting. As 
its effect subsided, she fell rapidly, went to sleep for an hour or so at tempe­
rate, and woke :it something below freezing. Now she was at summer heat 
aga.in, in the shade; and when tea was over, and old John, producing a bottle 
of cordial from one of the oaken cases, insisted on her sipping two glasses 
thereof in slow succession, she stood steadily at ninety for one hour and a 
q!rn,rter. Profiting by experienee, the locksmith took advantage of this genial 
weather to smoke his pipe in the porch, and in consequence of this prudent 
111::magement, he was fully prepared, when the glass went clown again, to start 
home,Yards directly. 

The horse was accordin~ly put in, and the chaise brought round to the door. 
Joe, who would on no account be dissuaded from escorting them until they had 
passed the most dre:1ry and solitary part of the road, led out the grey mare at 
the same time; and having helped Dolly into her seat (more happiness!) 
sprnng gaily into the saddle. Then, after many good nights, and admonitions 
to ,nap up, and glancing of lights, and handing in of cloaks and shawls, the 
chaise rolled :i,ya,y, and Joe trotted beside it-on Dolly's side, no doubt, and 
pretty close to the wheel too. 

CHAPTER THE TWENTY-SECOND. 

IT was a, fine bright night, and foi· all her lowne~s of spirits Dolly kept 
looking up nit the stars in a, ma,nner so bewitching ( and she knew it!) that Joe 
wa,s clean out of his senses, a,nd pla,inly showed that if ever a man were-not 
to s:ty over head and ears, but over the Monument and the top of Saint Paul's 
in _ lov_c, that mun was himself. The road \Yas a very good one ; not at all 
a Joltmg road, or an uneven one; and yet Dolly held the side of the chaise 
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with one little hand, all the way. If there had been an executioner behind 

him ,Yith an uplifted axe ready to chop off bis head if he touched that 

hand, .Joe couldn't have helped doing it. From putting his own hand upon it 

as if by chance, and taking it awn,y :1gain after a minute or so, he got to riding 

along without taking it off at all; as if he, the escort, were bound to clo that 

as an important part of his duty, and hacl come out for the purpose. The most 

curious circumstance about this little incident was, that Dolly didn't seem to 

know of it. She looked SQ innocent and unconscious when she turned her eyes 

on Joe, that it was quite provoking. 

She talked though; talked about her fright, and about Joe's coming up to 

rescue her, and about her gratitude, and about her fear that she might not 

have thanked him enough, and about their always being friends from that time 

forth-and about all that sort of thiug. And when Joe said, not friends he 

hoped, Dolly was quite surprised, and sn,id not enemies she hoped; and when 

Joe said, couldn't they be something much better than either, Dolly all of a 

sudden found out a star which was brighter than all the other stars, and 

beggecl to cali his attention to the same, and was ten thousand times more 

innocent and unconscious than ever. 

In this manner they travelled along, talking very little above a whisper, 

and wishing the road could be stretched out to some dozen times its natural 

length-at least that was Joe's desire-when, as they were getting clear of the 

forest and emerging on the more frequented road, they heard behind them the 

sound of a, horse's feet at a round trot, which growing rapidly louder a8 it 

drew nearer, elicited a scream from ~Irs. Varden, and the cry "a friend!" 

from the rider, who now came panting up, and checked his horse beside them. 

"This man aga,in ! '' cried Dolly, shuddering. 

"Hugh ! " sa,id Joe. " vVhat errand are you upon?" 

" I come to ride back ,,rith you," he answered, glancing covertly at the 

locksmith's daughter. "He sent me." 

":My father!" said poor Joe; a<lding under his breath, with a very 

unfilial apostrophe, " "'i,Vill he never think me man enough to take care of 

myself!" 
"Ay ! " returned Hugh to the first part of the inquiry. "The roads are 

not safe just now he says, and you'd better have a companion.'' 

" Ride on then," said Joe. " I'm not going to turn yet.'' 

Hugh complied, and they went. on again. It ,va.s his whim or humour to 

ride immediately before the chaise, and from this position he constantly 

turned his head, and looked back. Dolly felt that he looked at her, but she 

averted her eyes and feared to raise them once, so great was the dread with 

which ho had inspired her. 
This interruption, and the consequent wakefulness of ~frs. Varden, who had 

been nodding in her sleep up to this point, except for a minute or two at a 

time, when she roused herself to scold the locksmith for audaciou ly taking hold 

of her to prevent her nodding herself out of the chaise, put a restraint upon the 

,vhispered conversation, and made it difficult of resumption. Indeed, before 
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they ha,d gone another mile, Gabriel stopped at his wife's desire, and tlrnt good 
lady protested she would not hear of Joe's going a step further on :1ny account 
wlrntever. It was in vain for Joe to protest on the other hand that he was by 
no means tired, and would turn back presently, and would see them safely past 
such :1nd such a point, and so forth. :Mrs. Varden was obdura,te, and being so 
was not to be overcome by mortal agency. 

" Good night-if I must say itt s:tid Joe, sorrowfully. 
" Good nightt said Dolly. She would have added, " Tako care of that man, 

and pray don't trust him," but he had turned his horse's head, and was stand­
ing close to them. She had therefore nothing for it but to suffer Joe to give 
her hand a gentle squeeze, and when the chaise had gone on for some distance, 
to look back and wave it, as ho still lingered on the spot where they had 
parted, with the tall dark figure of Hugh beside him. 

"\Vhat she thought about, going home ; and whether the coa.chmaker held as 
favourable a place in her meditations as he had occupied in the morning, is un­
known. They reached home at last-at fast, for it was a long way, made none 
the shorter by :Mrs. Varden's grumbling. :Miggs hearing the sound of wheels 
was at the door immediately. 

" Here they are, Simmun ! Here they are P' cried }/.[iggs, clapping her 
hands, and iEsuing forth to help her mistress to alight. "Bring n. chair, 
Simmun. Now, an't you the better for it, mim? Don't you feel 1i1ore yourself 
tlrnn you would have done if you'd have stopped at home? Oh, gracious! how 
cold you are ! Goodness me, sir, she's a perfect heap of ice." 

" I can't help it, my good girl. You had better take her in to the fire," 
said the locksmith. 

" l\Iastcr sounds unfeeling, mim," said Miggs, in a tone of commiseration, 
"but such is not his intentions, I'm sure. After what he hus seen of you this 
day, I never will believe but that he has a deal more affection in his heart than 
to speak unkind. Come in and sit yourself down by the fire; there's a good 
dear-do." 

:Mrs. Varden complied. The locksmith followed with his hands in his 
pockets, and l\Ir. Tappertit trundled off with the chaise to a neighbouring 
stable. 

4
' .Martha, my dear," said the locksmith, when they reached the parlour, 

"if you'll look to Dolly yourself, or let somebody else do it, perhaps it will be 
only kind and reasonable. She has been frightened, you know, and is not at all 
well to-night." 

In fact, Dolly had thrown herself upon the sofa, quite regardless of :i,ll the 
little finery of which she had been so proud in the morning, and with her face 
buried in her hands was crying very much. 

At first sight of this phenomenon (for Dolly was by no means accustomed to 
disphys of this sort, rather learning from her mother's example to avoid them 
as much as possible) 1Irs. Yarclen expressed her belief that never was any 
"·oma.n so be et as she; that her life was a continued scene of trial; that when­
ever she was disposed. to be well and cheerful, so sure were the people around 
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her to throw, by some means or other, a damp upon her spirits ; and that, as 
she had enjoyed herself that day, and Heaven knew it was very seldom she did 
enjoy herself, so she was now to pay the penalty. To all such propositions 
l\1iggs assented freely. Poor Dolly, however, grew none the better for these 
restoratives, but rather worse, indeed; and seeing that she was really ill, both 
.l\1 rs. V arclcn and :Miggs were moved to compassion, and tended her m 
earnest. 

But even then, their very kindness shaped itself into their usual course of 
policy, and though Dolly was in a swoon, it was rendered clear to the mea,nest 
capacity, that .l\frs. Varden was the sufferer. Thus when Dolly began to get a 
little better, and passed into that stage in which matrons hold that remon­
strance and argument may be successfully applied, her mother represented to 
her, with tears in her eyes, that if she had been flurried and worried that day, 
she must remember it ,vas the common lot of humanity, and in especial of 
womankind, who through the whole of their existence must expect no less, 
~.,nd were bound to make up their minds to meek endurance and patient 
resignation. 1,1rs. Varden entre:1tecl her to remember that one of these 
days she would, in all probability, have to do violence to her feelings so far 
as to be married; and that marriage, as she might see every day of her 
life (and truly she did) was a state requiring great fortitude and forbearance. 
She represented to her in lively colours, that if she (Mrs. V .) had not, in steering 
her course through this vale of tears, been supported by a strong principle of 
duty which aione uphold and prevented her from drooping, she must haYe 
been in her grave many years ago; in which case she desired to know what 
would have become of that erra,nt spirit (menning the locksmith), of whose eye 
she was the very apple, a,nd in whose path she was, as it were, a shining light 
and guiding star? 

:Miss l\1iggs also put in her word to the same effect. She said that 
indeed and indeed :i\liss Dolly might take pattern by her blessed mother, 
who, she always had said, and always would say, though she were to be hanged, 
drawn, and quartered for it next minute, was the mildest, amiablest, for­
givingcst-spirited, longest-sufferingest female as ever she could lrnve believed; 
the mere narration of whose excellencies had worked such a wholesome 
change in the mind of her own sister-in-law, that, whereas, before, she and 
her husband livecl like cat and dog, and ·were in the habit of exchanging 
brass candlesticks, pot-lids, flat-irons, and other such strong resentments, 
they wore now the happiest and affectionatest couple upon earth; as could be 
proved any day on application at GolJen Lion Court, number twenty-sivin, 
second bell-handle on the right-hand post. After glancing at herself as a 
comparatively worthless vessel, but still as one of some desert, she besought 
hur to be::tr in mind that her aforesaid dear and only mother was of a ,.,..eakly 
constitution and ex.citable temperament, who had constantly to sustain affiic­
tions in domestic life, compared with which thieves and robbers were as 
nothing, a.ncl yet never sunk dmvn or gave way to despair or wrath, but, in 
prize-fighting phr~seology, always came up to time with a cheerful conn-
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tenancc, and went in to win as if nothing had happened. When lWiggs had 
finished her solo, her mistress struck in again, and the two together performed 
a duet to the same purpose; the burden being, that Mrs. Varden was per­
secuted perfection, :mcl .Mr. Varden, as the representative of mankind in 
that apartment, a cre:iture of vicious and brutal habits, utterly insensible 
to the blessings he enjoyed. Of so refined a character, indeed, was their 
talent of assault under the ma.sk of sympathy. that when Dolly, recovering, 
embraced her father tenderly, as in vindication of his goodness, 1Irs. Varden 
expressed her solemn hope that this would be a lesson to him for the 
remainder of his life, and that he ,~ould do some little justice to a woman's 
nature ever afterwards-in which aspiration :Miss :Miggs, by divers sniffs 
and coughs, more significant tlmn the longest or:1tion, expressed her entire 
concurrence. 

But the great joy of l\1iggs's heart was, tha,t she not only picked up a full 
account of what had happened, but had the exquisite delight of conveying it to 
:Mr. Tappertit for his jealousy and torture. For tlrn,t gentleman, on account 
of Dolly's indisposition, had been requested to take his supper in the workshop, 
:md it was conveyed thither by Miss lVIiggs's own fair hands. 

'
4 Oh, Simmun !" said the young lady, '' such goings on to-day ! Oh, gra,­

cious me, Simmun !" 
11r. T~tppertit, who was not in the best of humours, and who disliked :Miss 

1'.Iiggs more when she laid her hand on her heart and panted for breath than 
::i.t any other time, as her deficiency of outline was most apparent under such 
circumstances, eyed her over in his loftiest style, and deigned to express no 
curiosity whatever. 

-' I nover heard the like, nor nobody else," pursued Miggs. 
interfering with her. ,vhat people can see in her to make 
while to do so, that's the joke-he, he, he !" 

,~ The idea of 

it worth their 

Finding there was a lady in the case, Mr. Tappertit haughtily requested his 
fair friend to be more explicit, and demanded to know what she meant by 
" her." 

" ,vhy, that Dolly," s::1id l\Iiggs, with an extremely sharp emphasis on tho 
name. '' But, oh upon my word and honour, young Joseph vVillet is a brave 
one; and he do deserve her, that he do." 

" ,Voman !" sll.icl 1lr. Tappcrtit, jumping off the counter on which h<9 was 
seated ; " beware !" 

"l\Iy stars, Sirnmun P' cried lviiggs, in affected astonishment. "You 
frighten me to death ! \Vhat's the matter~,, 

4

' There are strings," said l\Ir. Tappertit, flourishing his bread-ancl--che~sc 
knife in the air, "in the huma,n heart that had bettor not be wibrated. That's 
what's tho ma.tter." 

" Oh, Yery well-if You're in a huff," cried I\Iio·o-s, turnina awn,v 
J nb b 'J • 

'· Huff or no huff," said l\Ir. Tappertit, detaining her by tho ,,Tist. ""\1/hat 
do you mean, Jezebel? ,Vhat were you going to say? Answer me!" 

Notwithstanding this uncivil exhorta,tion, l\Iiggs ·gladly di<l as sho was re-
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quired; and told him how that their young mistress, being alone in tho meadows 
after dark, had been attacked by three or four tall men, who would have 
certainly borne her away and perhaps murdered her, but for the timely arrival 
of Joseph '\Villet, who with his own single hand put them all to flight, and 
rescued her; to the lasting admiration of his fello,v-creatures generally, and to 
the eternal love and gratitude of Dolly Varden. 

"Very gooJ," said :Mr. Tappertit, fetching a long breath when the tale was 
told, and rubbing his hair up till it stood stiff and straight on end all over his 
head. " His days are numbered." 

" Oh, Simmun !" 
"I tell you," said the 'prentice, " his days are numbered. Leave me. Get 

along with you." 
l\1iggs departed at his bidding, but less because of his bidding than because 

she desired to chuckle in secret. \Vhen she had given vent to her satisfaction, 
she returned to the parlour; where the locksmith, stimulated by quietness and 
Toby, had become talkative, and was disposed to take a cheerful review of the 
occurrences of the day. But .Mrs. Varden, whose practical religion (as is not 
uncommon) was usually of the retrospective order, cut him short by declaiming 
on the sinfulness of such junkottings, and holding that it was high time to go 
to bed. To bed therefore she withdre,v, with an aspect as grim and gloomy as 
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that of the :Maypole's own state couch; and to bed the rest of the cst::tLlish­
ment soon afterwards repu,ircd. 



CHAPTER THE TWENTY-THIRD. 

"\VILIG HT had given place to night some hours, and it was 
high noon in those quarters of the town in which "the world" 
condescended to dwell-the world being then, as now, of 
very limited dimensions and easily lodged-when Mr. Chester 
reclined upon a sofa in his dressing-room in the Temple, 
entertaining himself with a book. 

He was dressing, as it seemed, by easy stages, and having 
performed half the journey was taking a long rest. Completely attired as to his 
legs and feet in the trimmest fashion of the day, he had yet the remainder of his 
toilet to perform. The coat was stretched, like a refined scarecrow, on its sepa­
rate horse; the waistcoat was displayed to the best advantage ; the various orna­
mental articles of dress were severally set out in most alluring order ; and yet 
he lay dangling his legs between the sofa and the ground, as intent upon his 
book as if there were nothing but bed before him. 

"Upon my honour," he said, at length raising his eyes to the ceiling with 
the air of a man who was reflecting seriously on what he had read; "upon my 
honour, the most masterly composition, the most delicate thoughts, the finest 
cocle of morality, and the most gentlemanly sentiments in the universe! Al1 
Ned, Ned, if you would but form your mind by such precepts, we should 
have but one common feeling on every subject that could possibly arise 
between us ! " 

This apostrophe was addressed, like the rest of his remarks, to empty air: 
for Edward was not present, and the father was quite alone. 
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"My Lord Chesterfield,,, he said, pressing his hand tenderly upon the book 
as he laid it down, " if I could but have profited by your genius soon enough 
to have formed my son on the model you have left to all wise fathers, both he 
and I would have been rich men. Shakspeare was undoubtedly very fine 
in his way; Milton good, though prosy; Lord Bacon deep, and decidedly 
knowing; but the writer who should be his country's pride, is my Lord 
Chesterfield." 

He became thoughtful again, and the toothpick was in requisition. 
H I thought I was tolerably accomplished as a, man of the world," he con­

tinued, ,~ I flattered myself that I was pretty well versed in all those little arts 
and graces which distinguish men of the world from boors and peasants, and 
sep::trate their character from those intensely vulgar sentiments which are 
called the national character. Apart from any na.tural prepossession in my 
own favour) believed I was. Still, in every page of this enlightened writer, I find 
some mLptivating hypocrisy which has never occurred to me before, or some 
superlative piece of selfishness to which I was utterly a stranger. I should quite 
blush for myself before this stupendous creature, if, remembering his precepts, 
one might blush at anything. An amazing man ! a nobleman indeed ! any 
King or Queen ma,y make a Lord, but only the Devil himself-and the Graces 
-c:1n make a Chesterfield.,' 

nfen who are thoroughly false and hollow, seldom try to hide those vices 
from themselves; and yet in the very act of avowing them, they lay claim to 
the virtues they feign most to despise. "For," say thsy, "this is honesty, 
this is truth. All mankind are like us, but they have not the candour to avow 
it." The more they affect to deny the existence of any sincerity in the world, 
the more they would be thought to possess it in its boldest shape; and this 
is an unconscious compliment to Truth on the part of these philosophers, which 
will turn the laugh against them to the Day of Judgment. 

Mr. Chester, having extolled his favourite author as above recited, took up 
the book again in the excess of his admiration and was composing himself for a 
further perusal of its sublime morality, when he was disturbed by a noise at 
the outer door; occasioned as it seemed by the endeavours of his servant to 
obstruct the entrance of some unwelcome visitor. 

"A late hour for an importunate creditor," he said, raising his eyebrows 
with as indolent an expression of v;,ronder as if the noise were in the street, and 
one with which he had not the smallest personal concern. "Much after their 
accustomed time. The usual pretence I suppose. No doubt a heavy payment 
to make up to-morrow. Poor fellow, he loses time, and time is money as the 
good proverb says-I never found it out though. ,v ell. "\Vhat now~ You 
know I am not at home." 

" A man, Sir,,, replied the servant, who was to the full as cool and negligent 
in his wa,y as his master, "has brought home the riding-whip you lost the 
other day. I told him you were out, but he said he was to wait while I Lrought 
it in, and wouldn't go till I <lid." 

" Ho was quite right," returned his master, '· and you're a blockhead,, 
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possessing no judgment or discretion wha,tever. Tell him to come in, and see 
that he rubs his shoes for exactly five minutes first." 

The man laid the whip on a chair, and withdrew. The master, who had only 
heard his foot upon the ground and had not taken the trouble to turn round 
and look at him, shut his book, and pursued the train of ideas his entrance had 

disturbed. 
" If time were money," he said, handling his snuff-box, " I would compound 

with my creditors, and give them-let me see-how much a day i There's 
my nap aJter dinner-an hour-they're extremely welcome to that, and to 
make the most of it. In the morning, between my breakfast and the paper, I 
could spare them another hour; in the evening before dinner, say another. 
Three hours a day. They might pay themselves in calls, with interest, in 
twelve months. I think I shall propose it to them. Ah, my centaur, are you 

there 1" 
" Here I am," replied Hugh, striding in, followed by a dog, as rough and 

sullen as himself; "and trouble enough I've had to get here. What do you 
ask me to come for, and keep me out when I do come~,, 

"My good fellow," returned the other, raising his head a little from the 
cushion and carelessly surveying him from top to toe, " I am delighted to see 
you, and to have, in your being here, the very best proof that you are not kept 
out. How are you t' 

"I'm well enough," said Hugh impatiently. 
" You look a perfect marvel of health. Sit down." 
"I'd rather stand/' said Hugh. 
"Please yourself, my good fellow,'' returned Mr. Chester r1smg, slowly 

pulling off the loose robe he wore, and sitting down before the dressing-glass. 
" Please yourself by all means." 

Having said this in the politest and blandest tone possible, he went on dress­
ing, and took no further notice of his guest, who stood in the same spot as 
uncertain what to do next, eyeing him sulkily from time to time. 

" Are you going to speak to me, master~,, he said, after a long silence. 
"l\1y v.rorthy creature,i' returned l\1r. Chester, "you are a little ruffled 

and out of humour. I'll wait till you\·e quite yourself again. I am in no 
hurry." 

This behaviour had its intended effect. It humbled and abashed the man, 
and made him still more irresolute and uncertain. Hard words he could have 
returned, violence ho would have repaid with interest ; but this cool, compla­
cent, contemptuous, self-possessed reception, caused him to feel his inferiority 
moro completely than the most elaborate arguments. Everything contributed 
to this effect. His own rough speech, contrasted with the soft persuasive 
accents of the other; his rude bearing, and Mr. Chester's polished manner; 
the disorder and negligence of his ragged dress, and the elegant attire he saw 
before him ; with all the unaccustomed luxuries and comforts of the room, and 
the silence that gave him leisure to observe these things, and feel how ill at 
ease they made him ; all these influences, which have too often some effect on 
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tutored minds and become of almost resistless power when brought to bear 
on such a mind as his, quelled Hugh completely. He moved by little and 
little nearer to 11:r. Chester~s chair, and glancing over his shoulder at the 
reflection of his face in the glass, as if seeking for some encouragement in its 
expression, said at length, with a rough attempt at conciliation, 

'' Are you going to speak to me, master, or am I to go away t' 
"Speak you," said 1Ir. Chester, '' speak you, good fellow. I have spoken, 

have I not? I am waiting for you." 
'' \Vhy, look'ee sir,i' returned Hugh with increased embarrassment, "am I 

the man that you privately left your whip with before you rode away from the 
Maypole, and told to bring it back whenever he might want to see you on a 
certain subject?" 

'' No doubt the same, or you have a twin brother," said 11r. Chester, glanc­
ing at the reflection of his anxious face; '' which is not probable, I should say.' 

'' Then I have come sir," said Hugh, "and I have brought it back, and 
something else along with it. A letter sir, it is, that I took from the person 
who had charge of it." As he spoke, he laid upon the dressing-table, Dolly's 
last epistle. The very letter that had cost her so much trouble. 

'' Did you obtain this by force, my good fellow?" said Mr. Chester, casting 
his eye upon it without the least perceptible surprise or pleasure. 

'' Not quite," said Hugh. '' Partly.'' 
'' ,Vho was the messenger from whom you took it?" 
"A woman. One Varden's daughter." 
"Oh indeed!" said 1Ir. Chester, gaily. "What else did you take from hed" 
'' ,Vhat else?" 
"Yes," said the other, in a drawling manner, for he was fixing a very small 

patch of sticking-plaster on a very small pimple near the corner of his mouth. 
" ,Vhat else ~ " 

" "\ V ell-a kiss," replied H-:.igh, after some hesitation. 
'' And what else ~" 
'' Nothing." 
"I think," said :Mr. Chester, in the same easy tone, and smiling twice or 

thrice to try if the patch adhered-'' I think there was something else. I 
have heard a trifle of jewellery spoken of-a mere trifle-a thing of such little 
value, indeed, that you may have forgotten it. Do you remember anything of 
the kind-such as a bracelet now, for instance ? " 

Hugh with a muttered oath thrust his hand into his breast, and drawing the 
bracelet forth, wrapped in a scrap of hay, was about to lay it on the table 
likewise, ,vhen his patron stopped his hand and bade him put it up again. 

'' You took that for yourself, my excellent friend," he said, "and may keep 
it. I am neither a thief, nor a receiver. Don't show it to me. You had 
better hide it again, and lose no time. Don't let me see where you put it 
either," he added, turning a,Yay his head. 

" You're not a receiver ! " said Hugh bluntly, despite the increasing awe in 
which he held him. ""\Vhat do you call that, master~'' striking the letter with 
his heavy hand. 
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"I call that quite another thing," said :Mr. Chester coolly. "I shall prove 

it presently, as you will see. You are thirsty, I suppose?" 

Hugh drew his sleeve across his lips, and gruffly answered yes. 

'' Step to that closet, and bring me a bottle you will see there, and a glass." 

He obeyed. His patron followed him with his eyes, and when his back was 

turned, smiled as he had never done when he stood beside the· mirror. On 

his return he filled the glass, and bade him drink. That dram despatched, he 

poured him out another, and another. 
" How many can you bear ? " he said, filling the glass again. 

"As many as you like to give me. Pour on. Fill high. A bumper with a 

bead in the middle ! Give me enough of this," he added. as he tossed it down 

his hairy throat, "and I'll do murder if you ask me ! '' 

"As I don't mean to ask you, and you might possibly do it without being 

invited if you went on much further," said Mr. Chester with great composure, 

'' we will stop, if agreeable to you my good friend, at the next glass.-You 

were drinking before you came here." 

'' I always am when I can get itt cried Hugh boisterously, waving the empty 

glass above his head, and throwing himself into a rude dancing attitude. " I 
always am. Why not? Ha ha ha! What's so good to me as this? What 

ever has been? What else has kept away the cold on bitter nights, and driven 

hunger off in starving times? What else has given me the strength and courage 

of a man, when men would have left me to die, a puny child ? I should never 

have had a man's heart but for this. I should have died in a ditch. Where's 

he who when I was a weak and sickly wretch, with trembling legs and fading 

sight, bade me cheer up, as this did ? I never knew him ; not I. I drink to the 

drink, master. Ha ha ha ! " 
"You are an exceedingly cheerful young man," said Mr. Chester, putting 

on his cravat with great deliberation, aind slightly moving his head from side to 

side to settle his chin in its proper place. " Quite a boon companion." 

'' Do you see this hand, master," said Hugh, "and this arm?,, baring the 

brawny limb to the elbow. "It was once mere skin and bone, and would havo 

been dust in some poor church-yard by this time, but for the drink." 

"You may cover it," said Mr. Chester, '' it's sufficiently real in your sleeve." 

"I should never have been spirited up to take a kiss from the proud 

little beauty, master, but for the drink," cried Hugh. "Ha ha ha ! It was 

a good one. As sweet as honey-suckle I warrant you. I thank the drink 

for it. I'll drink to the drink again, master. Fill me one more. Come. One 

more!" 
" You are such a promising fellow,~, said his patron, putting on his waistcoat 

with great nicety, and taking no heed of this request, '' that I must caution 

you against having too many impulses from the drink, and getting hung before 

your time. vVhat's your age i" 
'' I don't know." 
"At any rate," said Mr. Chester, "you are young enough to escape what I 

may call a natural death for some years to come. How can you trust yourself 
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in my hands on so short an acquaintance, with a halter round your neck. What a confiding naturo yours must be!,, 
Hugh fell back a pace or two and surveyed him with a look of mingled terror, indjgnation, and surprise. Regarding himself in the glass with the same complacency as before, and speaking as smoothly as if he were discussing some pleasant chit-chat of the town, his patron went on : 
"Robbery on the king's highway, my young friend, is a very dangerous and ticklish occupation. It is pleasant, I have no doubt, while it lasts ; but like many other pleasures in this transitory world, it seldom lasts long. And really if, in the ingenuousness of youth, you open your heart so readily on the subject, I am afraid your career will be an extremely short one." 
"How's this?" said Hugh, "What do you talk of, master? Who was it set me on?" 

" \Vho ~ ,, said Mr. Chester, wheeling sharply round, and looking full at him for the first time. " I didn't hear you. Who was it ? " 
Hugh faltered, and muttered something which was not audible. 
'' Who was it? I am curious to know," said Mr. Chester, with surpassing affability. "Somo rustic beauty perhaps? But be cautious, my good friend. They are not always to be trusted. Do take my advice now, and be careful of yourself." \Vith these words he turned to the glass again, and went on with his toilet. 

Hugh would have answered him that he, the questioner himself, had set him on, but the words stuck in his throat. The consummate art with which his patron had led him to this point, and managed the whole conversation, per­fectly baffled him. He did not doubt that if he had made the retort which was on his lips when Mr. Chester turned round and questioned him so keenly, he would str:iightway have given him into custody and had him dragged before a justice with the stolen property upon him; in which case it was as certain he would have been hung as it was that he had been born. The ascendancy which it was the purpose of the man of tho ,vorld to establish over this savage instru­ment, was gained from that time. Hugh's submission was complete. He dreaded him beyond description; and felt that accident and artifice had spun a web about him, which at a touch from such a master-hand as his, would bind him to the gallows. 
\Vith these thoughts passing through his mind, and yet wondering at tho very same time how ho who came there rioting in the confidence of this man ( as he thought), should be so soon and so thoroughly subdued, .Hugh stood cowering before him, regarding him uneasily from time to time, while ho finished dressing. \Vhen he had dono so, ho took up the letter, broke the seal, and throwing himself back in his chair, read it lei1mrely through. 
'' Very neatly worded upon my life ! Quite a woman's letter, full of what peo­ple call tenderness, and disinterestedness, and heart, and all that sort of thing ! " 
As he spoke, he twisted it up, and glancing lazily round at Hugh as though he would say " You seo this?" held it in the flame of the candle. \Vhen it was in a full blaze, he tossed it into the grate, and there it smouldered away. 
"It was directed to my son," he said, turning to Hugh, "and you did quite 
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right to bring it here. I opened it on my own responsibility, and you see what 
I have done with it. Take this, for your trouble." 

Hugh stepped forward to receive the piece of money he held out to him. As 
he put it in his hand, he added : 

"If you should happen to find anything else of this sort, or to pick up any 
kind of information you may think I would like to have, bring it here will you, 
my good fellow i" 

This was said with a smile which implied-or Hugh thought it did-" fail 
to do so at your peril!" He answered that he would. 

" And don't,,, said his patron, with an air of the very kindest pa.tronage, 
" don't be at all downcast or uneasy respecting that little rashness we have been 
speaking of. Your neck is as safe in my hands, my good fellow, as though a baby's 
fingers clasped it, I assure you.-Take another glass. You are quieter now.,, 

Hugh accepted it from his hand, and looking stealthily at his smiling fa,ce, 
drank the contents in silence. 

"Don,t you,-ha ha !-don,t you drink to the drink any more?" said :Mr. 
Chester, in his most winning manner. 

"To you, sir," was the sullen answer, with something approaching to a bow. 
" I drink to you.,, 

" Thank you. God bless you. By the bye, what is your name, my good 
soul! You are called Hugh, I know, of course-your other name t, 

"I have no other name." 
"A very strange fellow! Do you mean that you never knew one, or that you 

don't choose to tell it? Which~" 
"rd tell it if I could," said Hugh, quickly. " I can't. I have been always 

called Hugh; nothing more. I never knew, nor saw, nor thought about a 
father; and I was a boy of six-that,s not very old-when they hung my 
mother up at Tyburn for a couple of thousand men to stare at. They might 
have let her live. She was poor enough.,, 

"How very sad!" exclaimed his pat,ron, with a condescending smile. " I 
have no doubt she was an exceedingly fine woman." 

"You see that dog of mine 1" said Hugh, abruptly. 
" Faithful, I dare say~" rejoined his patron, looking at him through his 

glass; "and immensely clever? Virtuous and gifted animals, whether man or 
beast, always are so very hideous.'' 

" Such a dog as that, and one of the same breed, was the only living thing 
except me tha,t howled that day," said Hugh. "Ont of the two thousand 
odd-there was a larger crowd for its being a woman-the dog and I alone had 
any pity. If he'd have been a man, he'd have been glad to be quit of her, for 
she had been forced to keep him lean and half-starved ; but being a clog, and not 
having a man's sense, he was sorry." 

"It was dull of the brute, certainly,,, said l\1r. Chester," and very like a brute." 
Hugh made no rejoinder, but whistling to his dog, who sprung up at the 

sound and came jumping and sporting about him, bade his sympathising friend 
good night. 
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" Good night," he returned. " Remember ; you're safe wi.th me-quite 
safe. So long as you deserve it, my good fellow, as I hope you always 
will, you have a friend in me, on whose silence you may rely. Now do be care­
ful of yourself, pray do, and consider what jeopardy you might have stood in. 
Good night ! bless you ! " 

Hugh truckled before the hidden meaning of these words as much as such 
a being could, and crept out of the door so submissively and subserviently­
with an air, in short, so different from that with which he had entered-that 
bis patron on being left alone, smiled more than ever. 

"And yet," he said, as he took a pinch of snuff', '~ I do not like their having 
hanged his mother. The fellow has 31 fine eye, and I am sure she was handsome. 
But very probably she was coarse-red-nosed perhaps, and had clumsy feet. 
Aye. It was all for the best, no doubt.,, 

With this comforting reflection, he put on his coat, took a farewell glance at 
the glass, and summoned his man, who promptly attended, followed by a chair 
and its two bearers. 

'' Foh ! " said Mr. Chester. "The very atmosphere that centaur has 
breathed, seems tainted with the cart and ladder. Here, Peak. Bring some 
scent and sprinkle the floor ; and take away the chair he sat upon, and air it ; 
and dash a little of that mixture upon me. I am stifled ! " 

The man obeyed; and the room and its master being both purified, nothing 
remained for :Mr. Chester but to demand his hat, to fold it jauntily under his 
arm, to take his seat in the chair and be carried off; humming a fashionable 
tune. 
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CHAPTER THE TWENTY.FOURTH. 

How the accomplished gentleman spent the evening in the midst of' a dazzling 

and brilliant circle; how he enchanted all those with whom he mingled by tho 

grace of his deportment, the politeness of his manner, the vivacity of his con­

versation, and the sweetness of his voice; how it was observed in every corner, 

that Chester was a man of' that happy disposition that nothing ruffled him, 

that he was one on whom the world's cares and errors sat lightly as his dress, 

and in whose smiling face a calm and tranquil mind was constantly reflected; 

how honest men, who by instinct knew him better, bowed down before him 

nevertheless, deferred to his every word, and courted his favourable notice; 

how people, who really had good in them, went with the stream, and fawned 

and flattered, and approved, and despised themselves while they did so, and yet 

had not the courage to resist; how, in short, he was one of those who are received 

and cherished in society (as the phrase is) by scores who individually would 

shrink from and be repelled by the object of their lavish regard; are things of 

course, which will suggest themselves. }Watter so common-place needs but a 

passing glance, and there an end. 
The despisers of mankind-apart from the mere fools and mimics, of that 

creed-are of two sorts. They who believe their merit neglected and unappre­

ciated, make up one class; they who receive adulation and flattery, knowing 

their own worthlessness, compose the other. Be sure that the coldest-hearted 

misanthropes are ever of this last order. 
Mr. Chester sat up in bed next morning, sipping his coffee, and remembering 

with a kind of contemptuous satisfaction how he ha<l shone last night, and how 

he had been caressed and courted, when his servant brought in a very small 

scrap of dirty paper, tightly sealed in two places, on the inside whereof was 
inscribed in pretty large text these words. '' A friend. Desiring of a con­
ference. Immediate. Private. Burn it when you've read it." 

" Where in the name of the Gunpowder Plot did you pick up this t' said 
his master. 

It was given him by a person then waiting at the door, the man replied. 
"With a cloak and dagger i" said Mr. Chester. 

"\Vith nothing more threatening about him, it appeared, than a leather apron 

and a dirty face. " Let him come in." In he came-Mr. Tappertit; with his 

hair still on end, and a great lock in his hand, which he put clown on the floor in 

the middle of the chamber as if he were about to go through some performances 
in which it was a necessary agent. 

"Sir," said Mr. Tappertit with a low bow, "I thank you for this condescen­
sion, and am glad to see you. Pardon the menial office in which I am engaged 

sir, and extend your sympathies to one, who, humble as his appearance is, has 
inn'ard workings far above his station.,' 
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l\1r. Chester held the bed-curtain farther back, and looked at him with a 
vague impression that he was some maniac, who had not only broken open tho 
door of his place of confinement, but had brought away the lock. Mr. Tapper­
tit bowed again, and displayed his legs to the best advantage. 

" You have heard sir," said Mr. Tappertit, laying his hand upon his breast, 
"of G. Varden Locksmith and bell-hanger and repairs neatly executed in town 
and country, Clerkenwell, London?" 

" ·vvhat then?" asked :Mr. Chester. 
" I am his 'prentice, sir." 
" ,vhat then ? " 
"Ahem!" said Mr. Tappertit. "Would you permit me to shut the door 

sir, and will you further, sir, give me your honour bright, that what passes 
between us is in the strictest confidence t' 

Mr. Chester laid himself calmly down in bed again, and turning a perfectly 
undisturbed face towards the strange apparition, which had by this time closed 
the door, begged him to speak out, and to be as rational as he could, without 
putting himself to any very great personal inconvenience. 

"In the first place sir," said Mr. Tappertit, producing a small pocket­
handkerchief, and shaking it out of the folds, " as I have not a card about me 
(for the envy of ma.sters debases u~ below that level) allow me to offer the 
best substitute that circumstances will admit of. If you will take that in 
your own hand, sir, and cast your eye on the right-hand corner," said 
Mr. Tappertit, offering it with a graceful air, "you will meet with my 
credentials." 

" Thank you," answered Mr. Chester, politely accepting it, and turning to 
some blood-red characters at one end. " 'Four. Simon Tappertit. One., 
Is that the--'' 

"Without the numbers, sir, that is my name," replied the 'prentice. "Thoy 
are merely intended as directions to the washerwoman, and have no connec­
tion with myself or family. Your name, sir," eaid Mr. Tappertit, looking very 
hard at his njghtcap, " is Chester, I suppose? You needn't pull it off, 
sir, thank you. I observe E. C. from here. We will take the rest for 
granted." 

"Pray, Mr. Tappertit," said Mr. Chester, "has that complicated piece of 
ironmongery which you hn.ve done me the favour to bring with you, any 
immediate connexion with the business we are to discuss?" 

"It has not, sir," rejoined the 'prentice. " It's going to be fitted on :1 
ware'us door in Thames Street." 

"Perhaps, as that is the case," said Mr. Chester, "and as it has a stronger 
flavour of oil than I usually refresh my bedroom with, you will oblige me so 
far as to put it outside tho door~ " 

'' By all means, sir," said Mr. Tappertit, suiting the action to the word. 
"You'll excuse my mentioning it, I hope?" 
"Don't apologise, sir, I beg. And now, if you please, to business." 
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During the whole of this dialogue, Mr. Chester had suffered nothing but his 

smile of unvn,rying serenity and politeness to appear upon his face. Sim 

Tappertit, who had far too good an opinion of himself to suspect that anybody 

could be phying upon him, thought within himself that this was something 

like the respect to which he was entitled, and drew a comparison from this 

courteous demeanour of a stranger, by no means favourable to the worthy 

locksmith. 
"From what passes in our house," said Mr. Tappertit, " I am aware, sir, 

thn,t your son keeps company with a young fady against your inclinn,tions. Sir, 

your son has not used me well." 

"l\1r. Tappertit," said the other, "you grieve me beyond description.'' 

'' Thank you, sir/ replied the 'prentice. "I'm glad to hear you say so. 

H e's very proud, sir, is your son; very haughty.'' 

" I a,m afraid he is haughty," said Mr. Chester. "Do you know I wn,s 

really afraid of that before; and you confirm me ? " 

" To recount the menial offices I've had to do for your son, sirt said lvir . 

Tappertit; "the chairs I've had to hand him, the coaches I've had to call for 

him, the numerous degrading duties, wholly unconnected with my indenters, 

that I've had to do for him, would fill a family Bible. Besides which, sir, he 

is but a young man himself, and I do not consider 'thank'ee Sim,' a proper 

form of address on those occasions." 

" Mr. Tappertit, your wisdom is beyond your years. Pray go on." 

" I thank you for your good opinion, sir," said Sim, much gratified, " and 

will endeavour so to do. Now sir, on this account ( and perhaps for anothor 

reason or two which I needn't go into) I am on your side. And what I tell 

you is this-that as long as our people go backwards and forwards, to 

and fro, up and down, to that there jolly old Maypole, lettering, and 

messaging, and fetching and carrying, you couldn't help your son keeping 

company with that young lady by deputy,-not if he was minded night 

and day by all the Horse Guards, and every man of 'em in the very fullest 

uniform." 

1\lr. Tappertit stopped to take breath after this, and then started fresh 

agam. 

" Now, sir, I am a coming to the point. You will inquire of me, ' how is this 

to be prevented?' I'll t ell you how. If an honest, civil, smiling gentleman 

like you-" 

'' 1\Ir. Tappertit-really-" 

" No, no, I'm serious/' r ejoined the 'prentice, "I am, upon my soul. If an 

honest, civil, smiling gentleman like you, was to talk but ten minutes to our 

old woman-thn,t's 1\1rs. Varden-and flatter her up a bit, you\l gain her over 

for ever. Then there's this point got-that her daughter Dolly/-here a flush 

came over 1\'.Ir. Tapportit's face-'' wouldn't be allowed to be a go-between 

from that time forward; and till that point's got, there's nothing over will 

prevent her. l\fincl that." 
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"Mr. Tappertit, your knowledge of human nature-'' 
" Wait a minute," said Sim, folding his arms with a dreadful calmness. " Now I come to THE point. Sir, there is a villain at that Maypole, a monster in human shape, a vagabond of the deepest dye, that unless you get rid of, and have kidnapped and carried off at the very least-nothing less will do-will marry your son to that young woman, as certainly and surely as if he was the Archbishop of Canterbury himself. He will, sir, for the hatred and malice that he bears to you; let alone the pleasure of doing a bad action, which to him is its own reward. If you knew how this chap, this Joseph Willet-that's his name-comes backwards and forwards to our house, libelling, and denoun­cing, and threatening you, and how I shudder when I hear him, you'd hate him worse than I do,-worse than I do sir," said :Mr. Tappertit wildly, putting his hair up straighter, and making a crunching noise with his teeth; "if sich a thing is possible." 

"A little private vengeance in this, l\1r. Tappertit?" 
"Private vengeance, sir, or public sentiment, or both combined-destroy him,'' said Mr. Tappertit. "Miggs says so too. l\1iggs and me both say so. We can't bea:r the plotting and undermining that takes place. Our souls recoil from it. Barnaby Rudge and l\1rs. Rudge are in it likewise ; but the villain, Joseph "'\Villet, is the ringleader. Their plottings and schemes are known to me and Miggs. If you want information of 'em, apply to us. Put Joseph Willet down, sir. Destroy him. Crush him. And be happy." With these words, .iYir. Tappertit, who seemed to expect no reply, and to hold it as a necessary consequence of his eloquence that his hearer should be utterly stunned, dumb-foundered, and overwhelmed, folded his arms so that the palm of each hand rested on the opposite shoulder, and disappeared after the manner of those mysterious ,varners of whom he had read in cheap story-books. 

" That fellow," said Mr. Chester, relaxing his face when he was fairly gone, "is good practice. I have some command of my features, beyond all doubt. He fully confirms what I suspected, though ; and blunt tools are sometimes found of use, where sharper instruments would fail. I fear I may be obliged to make great havoc among these worthy people. A troublesome necessity! I quite feel for them." 
,vith that he fell into a quiet slumber :-subsided into such a gentle, pleasant sleep, that it was quite infantine. 
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CHAP'rER THE TWEN'rY-FIFTH. 

LEAVING the favoured, and well-received, and flattered of the world; him of 
the world most worldly, who never compromised himself by an ungentlemanly 
action and was never guilty of a manly one; to lie smilingly asleep-for even 
sleep, working but little change in his dissembling face, became with him a 
piece of cold, conventional hypocrisy-we follow in the steps of two slow 
travellers on foot, making towards Chigwell. 

Barnaby and his mother. Grip in their company, of course. 
The widow, to whom each painful mile seemed longer than the last, toiled 

wearily along; while Barnaby, yielding to every inconstant impulse, fluttered 
here and them, now leaving her far behind, now lingering far behind him­
self, now darting into some by-lane or path and leaving her to pursue 
her way alone, until he stealthily emerged again and came upon her with 
a, wild shout of. meniment, as his wayward and capricious nature prompted. 
Now he would call to her foom the topmost branch of some high tree by 
the roadside; now, using his tall staff as a leaping-pole, come flying o,,er 
ditch or hedge or five-barred gate ; now run with surprising swiftness 
for a mile or more on the straight road, and halting, sport upon a patch 
of grass with Grip till she came up. These were his delights ; and when 
his p~tient mother heard his merry voice, or looked into his flushed and 
healthy face, she would not have abated them by one sad word or murmur, 
though each had been to her a source of suffering i11 the same degree as it 
,vas to him of pleasure. 

It is something to look upon enjoyment, so that it be free and wild and i11 
the face of nature, though it is but the enjoyment of an idiot. It is something 
to know that Heaven has left the capacity of gladness in such a creature's 
breast; it is something to be assured that, however lightly men may crush 
tlrnt faculty in their fellows, the Great Creator of mankind impa"ds it even to 
his despised and slighted work. "\Vho would not rather see a poor idiot happy 
in the sunlight, than a wise man pining in a darkened ja,il ! 

Ye men of gloom and austerity, who paint the face of Infinite Benevolence 
with an eternal frown ; read in the Everlasting Book, wide open to your 
view, tho lesson it would teach. Its pictures are not in black and sori1bre 
hues, but bright. and glowing tints; its music-save when yo drown it-is not 
in sighs and groans, but songs and cheerful sounds. Listen to the million 
.wices in the summer air, and find one dismal as your own. Remember, if ye 
can, the sense of hope and pleasure which every glad return of day awakens 
in the breast of all your kind who have not changed their nature; and lear1i 
soµ1e wisdom even from the witless, when their hearts arc lifted up they 
know not why, by all the mirth and happiness it brings. 

YOli. ru. - 59. n 
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The widow's breast was full of care, was laden heavily with secret dread 
and sorrow; but her boy's gaiety of hPart gladdened her, and beguiled the 
long journey. Som·etimes he would bid her lean upon his arm, and 
would keep beside her steadily for a short distance; but it was more his 
nature to be rambling to and fro, and she better liked to see him free 
and ha.ppy, even than to have him near her, because she loved him better than 
herself. 

She had quitted the place to which they were travelling, directly after 
the event which had change<l her whole existence; and for two-and­
twenty years had never had courage to revisit it. It was her native 
village. How many recollections crowded on her mind when it appeared 
in sight! 

Two-and-twenty years. Her boy's whole life and history. The last time 
she looked back upon those roofs among the trees, she carried him in her 
arms, an infant. How often since that time had she sat beside him night and 
<lay, watching for the dawn of mind that never ca.me ; how had she feared, 
and doubted, and yet hoped, long after conviction forced itself upon her ! 
The little stratagems she ha<l devised to try him, the little tokens he had 
given in his childish w;:i,y-not of dullness but of something infinitely 
"·orso, so ghastly and unchilcl-like in its cunning-came back as vividly 
as if but yesterday had intervened. The room in which they used to 
be ; the spot in which his cradle stood ; he, old and elfin-like in face, 
but over clear to her, gazing at her with a wild and vacant eye, and croon­
ing some uncouth song as she sat by and rocked him ; every circumstance 
of his infancy came thronging back, and the most trivial, perhaps, the most 
distinct! y. 

His older childhood, too ; the strange imaginings ho had ; his terror 
of certain senseless things-familiar objects he endowed with life ; the slow 
and gradual breaking out of that one horror, in which, before his birth, 
his darkened intellect began; how, in the midst of all, she had found 
some hope and comfort in his being unlike another child, and had gone on 
almost believing in the slow development of his mind until he grew a man, 
and then his childhood was complete and lasting ; one after another, all 
these old thoughts sprung up within her, strong after their long slumber and 
bitterer than ever. 

She took his arm and they hurried through the village street. It 
was the same as it was wont to be in old times, yet different too, and 
wore another air. The change was in herself, not it; but she never 
thought of that, and wondered at its alteration, and where it lay, and what 
it was. 

The people all knew Barnaby, and the children of the place came flocking 
round him-as she remembered to have clone with their fathers and mothers 
round some silly beggarman, when a child herself. None of them knew her ; 
they passed each well-remembered house, and yard, and homestead ; and 
striking into the fields, were soon alone again. 
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The "\V arren was the encl of their journey. Mr. Haredalo was ,v~tlking in 

the garden, and seeing them as they passed the iron-gate, unlocked it, and 

bade them enter that way. 
"At length you have mustered heart to visit the old place," he said to the 

widow. , "I am glad you luwe.,, 

"For the first time, a,nd the last, sir," she replied. 

"The first for many years, but not the last t' 
" The very last.,, 
" You mean,', said l\Jr. Hareda.le, regarding her with some surprise, "that 

having made this effort, you are resolved not to persevere and are determined 

to relapse~ This is unworthy of you. I have often told you, you should 

return here. You would be happier here than elsewhere, I know. As to 

Barnaby, it's quite his home." 
" And Grip,s,ii said Barnaby, holding the basket open. The ra,ven 

hopped gravely out, :ind perching on his shoulder and addressing him­

self to Nir. Haredale, cried-as a hint, perhaps, that some temperate 

refreshment would be acceptable-" Polly put the ket-tle on, we'll all have 
tea ! ,, 

"Hear me, ~1ary,ii said 11:r. Haredale kindly, as he motioned her to walk 

with him towards the house. "Your life has been an example of patience and 

fortitude, except in this one particular which has often given me great pain. 

It is enough to know that you were cruelly involved in the cahmity which 

deprived me of an only brother, and Emma of her father, without being obliged 

to suppose (as I sometimes am) that you associate us with the author of our 

joint misfortunes." 
"Associate you with him, sir! ,, she cried. 

" Indeed," said :i\fr. Haredale, "I think you do. I almost believe that 

because your husband was bound by so many ties to our rehtion, and died in 

his service and defence, you have come in some sort to connect us with his 
murder.,, 

"Alas ! ,, she answered. " You little know my heart, sir. You little know 
the truth ! '' 

"It is natural you should do so; it is very probable you may, without 

being conscious of it," said Mr. Haredale, speaking more to himself than 

her. " "'\Ve are a fallen house. Money, dispensed with the most lavish 

hand, would be a poor recompense for sufferings like yours; and thinly 

scattered by h:mds so pinched and tied as ours, it becomes a miserable 

mockery. I feel it so, Goel knows," he added, hastily. ""'\Vhy should I wonder 
if she does ! " 

" You do me wrong, dear sir, indeed," she rejoined with great 

earnestness; " and yet when you come to hear what I desire your leave 
to say-" 

" I shall find my doubts confirmed i ,, he said, observing that she faltered 
and became confused. " \V ell ! '' 
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I-Ie quickened his pace for a few steps, but fell back again to her side, and said : 

'· And have you come all this way at last, solely to speak to me i '' 
She answered, " Yes." 
"A curse," he muttered, "upon the wretched state of us proud beggars, 

from whom the poor and rich are equally at a distance ; the one being forced 
to treat us with a show of cold respect ; the other condescending to us in 
their every deed and word, and keeping more aloof, the nearer they approach 
us.-""\Vhy, if it were pain to you (as it must have been) to break for this 
slight purpo.c:1e the chain of habit forged through two-and-twenty years, could 
you not let me know your wish, and beg me come to you ? '' 

" There was not time, sir/' she rejoined. " I took my resolution but last 
night, and taking it, felt that I must not lose a day-a day ! an hour-in having speech with you." 

They had by this time reached the house. Ivir. Haredale paused for a 
moment, and looked at her as if surprised by the energy of her manner. 
Observing, however, that she took no heed of him, but glanced up, shudooring, 
at the old walls ,,·ith which such horrors were connected in her mind, he led 
her by a private stair into his library, ,vhere Emma was seated in a window .teading. 

The young lady, seeing -n·ho approached, hastily rose and laid aside her book, 
and with many kind "·ords, and not without tears, gave her a warm and earnest 
welcome. But the widow shrunk from her embrace as though she feared her, and sunk down trembling on a chair. 

"It is the return to this place after so long an absence," said Emma, gently. 
"Pray ring, dear uncle-or stay-Barnaby ·will run himself and ask for \Vine-'' 

" Not for the world,'' she cried. "It would have another taste-I could not 
touch it. I waint but a minute's rest. Nothing but that.'' 

.Miss Haredale stood beside her clmir, regarding her witli silent pity. She 
remained for a little time quite still; then rose and turned to :Mr. Haredale, 
who had sat down in his easy chair, and was contempbting her with fixed attention. 

Tho taJe connected with the mansion borne in mind, it seemed, as has been 
already saicl, the chosen theatre for such a deed as it lrnd kno-wn. The room in 
which this group were now assembled-hard by the very chamber where tho a.ct 
\Yas done-dull, dark, and sombre; hea,vy with worm-ea.ten books; deadened 
and shut in by faded hangings, muffling every sound; shadowed mournfully by 
trees whose rustling boughs gave ever and anon a spectral knocking at the 
gbss ; wore, beyond all others in the house, a ghostly, gloomy a.ir. X or were 
the group assembled there, unfitting tenants of the spot. The ,vidow, with her 
marked and startling face and downcast eyes; i\Ir. Hareclale stern and 
despondent ever; his niece beside him, like, yet most unlike, the picture of her 
father, which gazed reproa.chfully down upon them from the blackened wall ; 
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Barnaby, with his vacant look and restless eye; were all in keeping with the 

place, and actors in the legend. Nay, the very raven, who had hopped upon 

the table and with the air of some old necromancer appeared to be profoundly 

studying a great folio volume that lay open on a desk, was strictly in unison 

with the rest, and looked like the embodied spirit of evil biding his time of 
mischief. 

" I scarcely know," said the ,-ridow, breaking silence, "how to begin. You 
will think my mind disordered.,, 

'' The whole tenor of your quiet and reproachlcss life since you were last 
here,,, returned .l\Ir. Haredale, mildly, "shall bear witness for you. ,vhy do 

you fear to awaken such a suspicion~ You do not speak to strangers. You 

have not to claim our interest or consideration for the first time. Be more 

yourself. Take heart. Any advice or assistance that I cart give you, you 

know is yours of right, and freely yours." 

"\Vhat if I came, sir," she rejoined, "I, who have but one other friend on 

earth, to reject your :iid from this moment, and to say that henceforth I launch 

myself upon tho world, alone and unassisted, to sink or swim as Heaven may 
<lccree ! " 

'' You would ha,ve, if you came to me for such a purpose," said Mr. Haredale 

calmly, '' some reason to assign for conduct so extraordinary, which-if one 

may enterbin the possibility of anything so wild and strano-c-would have its 
. b 

wmght, of course.,, 

" Tb.at, sir,i' she answered, " is the misery of my distress. 

reason whatcYer. :My own bare word is all that I ca,n offer. 
I can give no 

It is my duty, 
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my imperative and bounden duty. If I did not discharge it, I should be a base and guilty wretch. Having said that, my lips are sealed, and I can say no more.'~ 

As though she felt relieved at having said so much, and had nerved herself to the remainder of her task, she spoke from this time with a firmer voice and heightened courage. 

"Heaven is my witness, as my own heart is-and yours, dear young lady, will speak for me, I know-that I have lived, since that time we all have bitter reason to remember, in unch:mging devotion, and gr:1titude to this family. Heaven is my witness that go where I may, I shall preserve those feelings unimpaired. And it is my witness, too, that they alone impel me to the course I must take, and from which nothing now shall turn me, as I hope for mercy." 

" These are str:1nge riddles," said l\rlr. Haredale. 
"In this world, sir," she replied, '' they may, perhaps, never be expfained. In another, the Truth will be discovered in its own good time. And may that time," she added in a low voice, " be far distant ! '' 
'' Let me be sure," said .l\1r. Haredale, "that I understand you, for I am doubtful of my own senses. Do you mean that you are resolved voluntarily to deprive yourself of those means of support you have received from us so long -that you are determined to resign the annuity we settled on you twenty years ago-to leave house, and home, and goods, and begin life anew-and this, for some secret reason or monstrous fancy which is incapable of explanation, which only now exists, and has been dormant all this time? In the name of God, under what delusion are you labouring ? ,, 

"As I am deeply thankful," she made answer, "for the kindness of those, alive and dead, who have owned this house ; and as I would not have its roof fall down and crush me, or its very walls drip blood, my name being spoken in their hearing; I never will again subsist upon their bounty, or let it help me to subsistence. You do not know,'' she added, suddenly, "to what uses it may be applied; into what hands it may pass. I do, and I renounce it." " Surely," said :Mr. Haredale, "its uses rest with you.n 
" They did. They rest with me no longer. It may be-it is-<levoted to purposes that mock the dead in their graves. It never can prosper with me. It will bring some other heavy judgment on the head of my dear son, whose innocence will suffer for his mother's guilt." 
" "\Vhat words are these!" cried lVlr. Haredale, regarding her with wonder. '' Among what associates have you fallen? Into what guilt have you ever been betrayed?" 
" I am guilty, and yet innocent ; wrong, yet right ; good in intention, though constrained to shield and aid the bad. Ask me no more questions, sir ; but believe that I am ra,ther to be pitied than condemned. I must leave my house to-morrow, for while I stay there, it is haunted. :My future dwelling, if r am to live in peace, must be a secret. If my poor boy should ever stray this way, do not tempt him to disclose it or have him wc.1,tched when he returns; for if 
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we a.re hunted, we must fly ::igain. And now this load is off my mind, I 
beseech you-and you, dear :Miss Haredale, too-to trust me if you can, and 
think of me kindly as you have been used to do. If I die and cannot tell 
my secret even then (for that may come to pass), it will sit the lighter on 
my breast in that hour for this day's work; and on that day, and every day 
until it comes, J will pray for and thank you both, and trouble you no 
more." 

,vith that, she would have left them, but they detained her, and with many 
soothing words and kind entreaties besought her to consider what she did, 
and above all to repose more freely upon thorn, and say what weighed so 
sorely on her mind. Finding her <leaf to their persuasions, :Mr. H:1redale 
suggested, as a last resource, that she should confide in Emma, of whom, as a 
young person and one of her own sex, she might stand in less dre~d than of 
himself. From this proposa,l, however, she recoiled with the same indescribable 
repugnance she had manifested when they met. The utmost tlmt could be 
wrung from her was, a promise that she would receive Mr. Haredale at her 
own house next evening, and in the mea,n time re-consider her determina­
tion and their dissuasicms-though any change on her part, as she told 
them, was quite hopeless. This condition made at last,, they reluctantly 
suffered her to depart, sincfl she would neither oat nor drink within the 
house; and she, and Barnaby, and Grip, :iccordingly went out as they had 
come, by the private stair and garden gate ; seeing and being seen of no one 
by tho way. 

It wa.s remarkable in the raven tlrn,t during the whole interview he had 
kept his eye on his book with exactly the air of a very sly human rascal, who, 
under the mask of pretending to read hard, was listening to evel'ything. 
He still appeared to have the conversation very strongly in his mind, for 
although, when they were alone again, he issued orders for the instant 
preparation of innumerable kettles for purposes of tea, he ,Yas thoughtful, 
and rather seemed to do so from an abstract sense of duty, than with 
any regard to making himself agreeable, or being what is commonly called good 
company. 

They were to return by the coach. As t,here was an interval of full two 
hours before it started, and they needed rest and some refreshment, Barnaby 
begged hard for a, visit to the iia.ypole. But his mother, who had no wish to 
be recognized by any of those "·ho had known her long ago, an<l who feared 
besides that 1\1:r. Hareclale might, on second thoughts, despatch some messenger 
to that place of entertainment in quest of her, proposed to wait in the church­
yard instead. As it was easy for Barnaby to buy and carry thither such humble 
vian<ls as they required, he cheerfully assented, and in the churchyard they sat 
dmrn to take their frugal dinner. 

Here again, tho raven was in a highly reflective state; walking up and down 
when he ha.d dined, with an air of elderly complacency which was strongly 
suggestive of his having his hands under his coa.t-tails; and appearing to road 
the tombstones with a very critica.l taste. Sometimes, after a long in;;pection 
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of an epitaph, he would strop his beak upon the grave to which it referred, 
and cry in his hoarse tones, "I'm a devil, I'm a devil, I'm a devil P' but 
whether he addressed his observations to any supposed person below, or merely threw them off as a general remark, is matter of uncertainty. 

It was a quiet pretty spot, but a sad one for Barnaby's mother ; for 11r. 
Reuben Haredale lay there, and near the vault in which his ashes rested, 
was a stone to the memory of her own husband, with a brief inscription 
recording how and when he had lost his life. She sat here, thoughtful and 
::tpart, until their time was out, and the distant horn told that the coach was commg. 

Barnaby, who had been sleeping on the grass, sprung up quickly at the 
sound ; and Grip, who appeared to understand it equally well, walked into his 
basket straightway, entreating society in general (as though he intended a 
kind of satire upon them in connexion with churchyards) never to say 
die on any terms. They were soon on the coach-top and rolling along the road. 

It went round by the M:a.ypole, :1nd stopped at the door. Jae was from 
home, and Hugh came sluggishly out to hand up the parcel that it called for. 
There was no fear of old John coming out. They could see him from the 
COD.ch-roof fast asleep in his cosey bar. It was a part of John's character. 

He made a point of going to sleep at tho coach's time. Ho despised gad­
ding about; ho looked upon coaches as things that ought to be indicted; as 
disturbers of the prace of mankind; as restless, bustling, busy, horn-blowing 
contrivances, quite beneath tho dignity of men, and only suited to giddy girls 
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that did nothing but chattei· and go a-shopping. " We know nothing about 

coaches here, sir," John would say, if any unlucky stranger made inquiry 

touching the offensive vehicles; "we don't book for 'em; we'd rather not; 

they're more trouble than thefre worth, with their noise and rattle. If you 

like to wait for 'em you can; but we don't know anything about 'em; they may 

call and they may not-there's a carrier-he was looked upon as quite good 

enough for us, when I was a boy." 
She dropped her veil as Hugh climbed up, and while he hung behind, and 

talked to Barnaby in whispers. But neither he nor any other person spoke to 

her, or noticed her, or had any curiosity about her ; and so, an alien, she visited 

and left the village where she had been born, and had lived a merry child, a 

comely girl, a happy wife-where she had known all her enjoyment of life, 

and had entered on its hardest sorrows. 

CHAPTER THE TWENTY-SIXTH. 

" AND you're no-t surprised to hear this, Varden~" said Mr. Haredale. 

" vVell ! You and she have always been the best friends, and you should 

understand he1· if anybody does." 
"I ask your pardon, sir," rejoined the locksmith. " I didn't say I under­

stood her. I wouldn't have the presumption to say that of any woman. It's 

not so easily done. But I am not so much surprised, sir, as you expected me 

to be, certain! y ." 
'' May I ask why not, my good friend i,. 
"I have seen, sir," returned the locksmith with evident relucta,nce, "I have 

seen in connexion with her, something that has filled me with diiStrust and 

uneasiness. She has made bad friends ; how, or when, I don,t know; but that 

her house is a refuge for one robber and cut-throat at least, I am certain. 
There, sir! Now ifs out." 

" Varden ! ,, 

" My own eyes, sir, are my witnesses, and for her sake I would be willingly 

half-blind, if I conlcl but have the pleasure of mistrusting 'em. I have kept 

the secret till now, and it will go no further than yourself, I know ; but I tell 

you that with my own eyes-broad awake-I saw, in the passage of her house 

one evening after dark, the highwayman who robbed and wounded Mr. Edward 
Chester, and on the same night threatened me." 

" And you made no effort to detain him~" said Mr. Haredale quickly. 

"Sir," returned the locksmith, " she herself prevented me-held me, with 

all her strength, and hung about me until he had got clear off." And having 

gone so fo,r, he related circumstantially all that had passed upon the night in 
question. 

This dialogue was held in a low tone in the locksmith's little parlour, into 

which honest Gabriel had shown his visitor on his arrival. Mr. Haredale had 

called upon him to entreat his company to the widow's, that he might have 



'I 

It 

11 
I 

82 MASTER HUMPHREY'S CLOCK. 

the assistance of his persuasion and influence; and out of this circumstance 
the conversation had arisen. 

" I forbore," said Gabriel, "from repeating one word of this to anybody, as 
it could do her no good and might do her great harm. I thought and hoped, 
to say the truth, that she would come to me, and talk to me about it, and tell 
me how it was; but though I have purposely put myself in her ,vay more tlrnn 
once or twice, she has never touched upon the subject-except by a look. And 
indeed," said the good-natured locksmith, " there was a good deal in the look, 
more than could h:1ve been put into a great many words. It said among other 
matters ' Don't ask me anything' so imploringly, that I didn't ask her any­
thing. You'll think me an old fool I know, sir. If it's any relief to call me 
one, pray do." 

" I am greatly disturbed by what you tell me," said 1v1r. Haredale, after a 
silence. " ,vhat meaning do you attach to it ~ " 

The locksmith shook his head: and looked doubtfully out of window at the 
failing light. 

" She cannot have married again," said Mr. H:1iredale. 
" Not without our knowledge surely, sir.'' 
" She may have done so, in the fear that it would lead, if known, to some 

objection or estrangement. Suppose she married inca,utiously-it is not im­
probable, for her existence has been a lonely and monotonous one for many 
years-and the man turned out a ruffian, she would be anxious to screen him, 
and yet would revolt from his crimes. This might be. It bea,rs strongly on 
the whole drift of her discourse yesterday, and would quite explain her conduct. 
Do you suppose Barnaby is privy to these circumstances?" 

"Quite impossible to sa,y, sir,'' returned the locksmith, shaking his head again: 
" and next to impossible to find out from him. If what you suppose is ren.lly 
the case, I tremble for the lad-a notable person, sir, to put to bad uses-" 

"It is not possible, Varden," said ~Ir. HarednJe, in a still lower tone of voice 
than he had spoken yet, " that v,re have been blinded and deceived by this 
woman from the beginning? It is not possible that this connexion was formed 
in her husband's lifetime, and led to his and my brother's --" 

" Good God, sir," cried Gabriel, interrupting him, " don't enterbin such 
dark thoughts for a moment. Five-and-twenty years ago, where \Y:lS there 
a girl like her? A gay, handsome, laughing, bright-eyed damsel! Think 
what she was, sir. It makes my heart ache now, even now, though I'm an old 
man with a woman for a daughter, to think ,vhat she was, and what she is. 

· vVe all change, but thaes vl'ith Time; Time does his work honestly, and I 
don't mind him. A fig for Time, sir. U so him well, and he's a hearty fell°''"' 
and scorns to have you at a disadvantage. But care and suffering (and those 
have changed her) are devils, sir-secret, stealthy, un<lermining devils-who 
tread dovm the brightest flowers in Eden, and do more havoc in a month than 
Time does in a yea,r. Picture to yourself for one minute what Mary was 
before they went to work with her fresh heart and face-do her that justice­
and say whether such a thing is possible." 
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"You're a gootl fellmv, Varden," said lVIr. Hareda1e, "and nre quite right. 

' I have brooded on that subject so long, that every breath of suspicion carries 

me back to it. You are quite right." 

" It isn't, sir," cried the locksmith with brightened eyes, ~nd sturdy, honest 

voice; " it isn't because I courted her before Rudge, and failed, that I say she 

was too good for him. She would hase been as much too good for me. But 

she was too good for him; he wasn't free and frank enough for her. I don't 

reproach his memory with it, poor fellow; I only. want to put her before you 

as she really was. For myself, I'll keep her olcl picture in my mind ; and 

thinking of that, and what has altered her, I'll stand her friend, and try to win 

her back to peace. And damme, sir,~' cried Gabriel, " \vith your pardon for 

the ,vord, I'd do the same if she had married fifty highwaymen in a twelve­

month; and think it in the Protestant Manua,l too, though Martha said it 

wasn't, tooth and nail, till doomsday! " 

If the dark little parlour had been filled with a dense fog, which, clearing 

away in an instant, left it all radiance and brightness, it could not have been 

more suddenly cheered than by this outbreak on the part of the hearty lock­

smith. In a voice nearly as full and round as his own, :Mr. Haredale cried 

" '-Yell said! "and bade him come away without more parley. The locksmith 

complied right willingly; and both getting into a hackney-coach which was 

waiting at the door, drove off straightw[Ly. 

They alighted at the street corner, and dismissing their conveyance, walked 

to the house. To their first knock at the door there was no response. A 

second met with the like result. But in answer to the third, which was of 
a more vigorous kind, the parlour window-sash was gently raised, and a musical 

voice cried : 
" Haredale, my dear fellow, I am extremely glad to see you. How very 

much you have improved in your appearance since our last meeting! I never 

saw you looking better. How do you do?" 

l\Ir. Haredale turned his eyes towards the casement whence the voice pro­

ceede<l1 though there was no need to do so, to recognize the speaker, and lVIr. 

Chester waived his hand, and smiled a courteous welcome. 

" The door will be opened immediately," he said. " There is nobody b~t 

a very <libpidated female to perform such offices. You will excuse her infirmi­

ties? If she were in a more elevated station of society, she would be gouty. 

Being but a hewer of wood and drawer of water, she is rheumatic. My dear 

Harodalc, these are natural class distinctions, depend upon it." 

Mr. Harcdale, whose face resumed its lowering and distrustful look the 

moment he heard the voice, inclined his head stiffly, and turned his back upon 

the speaker. 

"Not opened yet ! '' said l\Ir. Chester. "Dear me! I hope the aged soul 

has not caught her foot in some unlucky cobweb by the way. She is there at 

last ! Como in, I beg ! " 
1Ir. Harcdale entered, followed by the locksmith. Turning with a look of 

great astonishment to the old woman who had opened the door, he inquired for 
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Mrs. Rudge-for Barnaby. They were both gone, she replied, wagging her 
ancient head, for good. There was a gentleman in the parlour, who perhaps could tell them more. That \Yas all she knew." 

H Pray, sir," said Mr. H.aredale, presenting himself before this new tenant, '' where is the person whom I came here to see t' 
"11y dear friend,'' he returned, "I have not the least idea." 
" Your trifling is ill-timed," retorted the other in a suppressed tone and 

voice, "and its subject ill-chosen. Reserve it for those who are your friends, 
and do not expend it on me. I lay no claim to the distinction, and have the self-denial to reject it." 

'' ~Jy dear, good sir," said l\Ir. Chester, "you are heated with walking. Sit down, I beg. Our friend is-" 
" Is but a plain honest man," returned ivir. Haredale, "and quite unworthy of vour notice." ., 

" Gabriel Varden by name, sir," said the locksmith bluntly. 
" A worthy English yeoman !" said 1Ir. Chester. "A most worthy yeoman, 

of whom I have frequently heard my son Ned-darling fellow-speak, and 
have often wished to see. Varden, my good friend, I am glad to know you. 
You wonder now," he said, turning languidly to Mr. Hareclale, "to see me here. N°'v, I am sure you do." 

:Mr. Haredale glanced at him-not fondly or admiringly-smiled, and held his peace. 

"The mystery is solved in a moment," sa.id }tlr. Chester; "in a moment. 
\Vill you step aside with me one instant. You remember our little compact 
in reference to Ned, and your dear niece, Haredale ? You remember the 
list of assistants in their innocent intrigue? You remember these two people 
being among them i My dear fellow, congratulate yourself, and me. I havo bought them off.n 

" You have done what?'' said l\1r. Hare<lale. 
" Bought them off," returned his smiling friend. " I have found it necessary 

to take some active steps towards setting this boy and girl attachment quite 
at rest, and have begun by removing these two agents. You are surprised~ 
"\Vho can withstand the influence of a little money! They \Yanted it, and have 
been bought off. \Ve have nothing more to fear from them. They are gone." 

" Gone ! " echoed Mr. Haredale. " \Vhere ? " 
,< 11y dear fellow-and you must permit me to say again, that you never 

looked so young; so positively boyish as you do to-night-tho Lord kno11s 
where ; I believe Columbus himself wouldn't find them. Between you and me 
they have their hidden reasons, but upon that point I ha--ve pledged myself to 
secrecy. She appointed to see you here to-night I know, but found it incon­
venient, and couldn't wait. Here is tho key of tho door. I am afraid you'll 
find it inconveniently largo; but as the tenement is yours, your good-nature will excuse that, Haredale, I am certain! '' 
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CHAPTER THE TWENTY-SEVENTH. 

:MR. HAREDALE ~tood in the widow's parlour with the door-key in his hand, 
gazing by turns at ~'1r . Chester and at Gabriel V ~rden, and occ~sionni11y 
glancing downward at the key as in the hope that of its own accord it would 
unlock the mystery; until lVIr. Chester, putting on his hat and gloves, and 
8,.veetly inquiring whether they were walking in the same direction, recalled 
him to himself. 

"No," he said. "Our roads diverge-widely, as you know. For the present, 
I shall remain here." 

" Y 0~1 vvill be hipped, Haredale ; you will be miserable, melancholy, utterly 
wretched,'' returned the other. "It is a place of the very last description for 
a, man of your temper. I know it will make you very miserable." 

"Let it," said :Mr. Haredale, sitting down; "and thrive upon the though~ 
Good night ! " 

Feigning to be wholly unconscious of the abrupt wave of the hand which 
rendered this farewell tantamount to a dismissal, Mr. Chester retorted with a 
bland and heartfelt benediction, and inquired of Gabriel in what direction he 
was gomg. 

'' Yours, sir, would be too much honour for the like of me," replied the lock­
smith, hei::itating. 

"I wish you to remain here a little while, Varden," said Mr. Haredale 
without looking towa.rds them. " I have a word or two to say to you." 

"I will not intrude upon your conference another moment," said Mr. Chester 
with inconceivable politeness. " May it be satisfactory to you both! God 
bless you !" So saying, and bestowing upon the locksmith a most refulgent 
smile, he left them. 

" A deplorably constituted creature, that rugged person," he said, as he 
walked a.long the street ; " he is an atrocity that carries its own punishment 
along with it-a bear that gnaws himself. And here is one of the inestimable 
advantages of having a perfect command over one's inclinations. I have been 
tempted in these two short interviews, to draw upon that fellow, fifty times. 
Five men in six would have yielded to the impulse. By suppressing mine, I 
wound him deeper and more keenly than if I were the best swordsman in all 
Europe, and he the worst. You are the wise man's very last resource," he said, 
tapping -the hilt of his weapon ; " we can but appeal to you when all else is said 
and done. To come to you before, and thereby spare our adversaries so much, 
is a barbarian mode of warfare, quite unworthy any man with the remotest 
pretensions to delicacy of feeling, or refinement." 

He smiled so very pleasantly as he communed with himself after this manner, 
that a beggar was emboldened to follow him for alms, and to dog his footsteps 
for some distance. He was gratified by the circumstance, feeling it compli­
mentary to his power of feature, and as ~ reward suffered the man to follow him 
until he oalled a chair, when he graciously dismissed him with a fervent blessing. 
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"vVhich is as easy as cursingt he wisely added, as he took his seat, "and 
more becoming to the face.-To Clerkenwell, my good creatures, if you please P' 
The chairmen were rendered quite vivacious by having such a courteous burden, 
and to C1erkenwell they went at a fair round trot. 

Alighting at a certain point he had indicated to them upon the road, and 
paying them something less than they had expected from a fare of such gentle 
speech, he turned into the street in which the locksmith dvrnlt, and presently 
stood beneath the shadow of the Golden Key. Mr. Tappertit, who was hard 
at work by lamp-light, in a corner of th8 workshop, remained unconscious of 
his presence until a hand upon his shoulder made him start and turn his head. 

" lndustry,i' said .Mr. Chester, "is the soul of business, and the key-stone of 
prosperity. Mr. Tappertit, I shall expect you to invite me to dinner when 
you are Lord Mayor of London." 

"Sir,'' returned the 'prentice, laying down bis hammer, and rubbing his nose 
on the back of a very sooty hand, " I scorn the Lord Ma,yor and everything 
that belongs to him. "\.Ve must have another state of society, sir, before you 
catch me being Lord Mayor. How de do sir?,, 

"The better, Mr. Tappertit, for looking into your ingenuous face once more. 
I hope you are ,,,ell." 

" I am as well, sir," said Sim, standing up to get nearer to his e:1r, and 
whispering hoarsely, "as any man can be under the aggrawations to which I 
am exposed. l\lly life's a burden to me. If it wa,sn't for wengeance, I'd pla,y 
at pitch and toss with it on the losing hazard." 

" Is Mrs. Varden at home?" said Mr. Chester. 
'' Sir,'' returned Sim, eyeing him over with a. look of concentrated expression, 

-" she is. Did you wish to see her?" 
Mr. Chester nodded. 
"Then come this way, sir," said Sim, w1pmg his face upon his apron. 

" Follow me, sir.-W ould you permit me to whisper in your ear, one half a 
second?" 

'' By all means." 
:Mr. Tappertit raised himself on tiptoe, applied his lips to .Mr. Chester's ear~ 

drew back his head \vithout saying anything, looked hard at him, :1pplied them 
to his ear again, again drew back: and finally whispered-" The na,me is J osoph 
"\Villet. Hush ! I say no more." 

Having said that much, he beckoned the visitor with a mysterious aspect to 
follow him to the parlour door, where he announced him in the voice of a gentle­
man-usher. " Mr. Chester.'' 

"And not :Mr. Ed'dard, mind,~' said Sim, looking into the door again and 
adding this by way of postscript in his own person; "it's his father." 

'' But do not let his father," said .Mr. Chester, advancing hat in hand, as he 
observed the effect of this last explann.tory announcement, " do not let his 
father be any check or restraint on your domestic occupations, 1\Iiss Varden." 

''Oh! Now! There ! An't I always a saying it ! " exclaimed Miggs, 
clapping her hands. " If he an't been and took Misiss for her own daughter. 
·yv ell, 8he do look like it, tlrnt she do. Ony think of that, mim ! " 
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"Is it possible" s:iid :Mr. Chester in his softest tones, '' that this 1s lVIrs. 
Y :uden ! I a,m amazed. That is not your daughter, .Mrs Varden? No, no. 
"'\T • " 
1. our sister. 

"l\Iy cbughter, indeed sirt returned Mrs. V., blushing with greatjuvenility. 
'' Ah, Mrs. V a,rden ! " cried the visitor. "Ah, ma'am-humanity is indeed 

a happy lot, "·hen we c:1n repeat ourselves in others, and still be young as they. 

You must allow me to salute you-the custom of the country, my clear madam­
your cbughter too." 

Dolly showed some reluctance to perform this ceremony, but was sharply 
reproved by .Mrs. Varden, who insisted on her undergoing it tha.t minute. 

For pride, she said with great severity, was one of tho seven deadly sins, and 
humility and lowliness of heart were virtues. '\Vherefore she desired that 

Dolly would be kissed immediately, on pain of her just displea.sure; a.t the 
sa.me time giving her to understand tha.t whatever she S[LW her mother do, she 

might safely do herself, without being at the trouble of :my reasoning or 
reflection on the subject-which, indeed, was offensiYe and undutiful, and in 
direct contrayention of the church catechism. 

Thus admonished, Dolly complied, though by no means willingly; for there 
was a broad, bold look of admiration in :Mr. Chester's face, refined a•nd polished 
though it sought to be, which distressed her very much. As she stood with 
downcast eyes, not. liking to look up a.nd meet his, he gazed upon her with an 
approving air, and then turned to her mother. 

'' l\ly friend Gabriel (whose acquaintance I only made this very evening) 
should be a happy man, :Mrs. Varden." 

"Ah!" sighed l\lrs. V., shaking her head. 
" Ah!" echoed l\liggs. 
"Is that the case?" said :Mr. Chester, compassionately. "Dear me!" 
" :Master hl'Ls no intentions sir," murmured lVliggs as she sidled up to him, 

"but to be as grateful as his natur will let him, for everythink he owns which 
it is in his powers to appreciate. But we never sir"-said l\1iggs, looking side­
ways at l\Irs. Varden, and interlarding her discourse with a sigh-" we never 
know the full value of some wines and fig-trees till we lose 'em. So much the 
worse sir, for them as has the slighting of 'em on their consciences when they're 
gone to be in full blow elsewhere." And :Miss Miggs cast up her eyes to 
signify where that might be. 

As nirs. Varden distinctly heard, and was intended to hear, all that l\1iggs 
said, and as these words appeared to convey in metaphorical terms a presage 
or foreboding that she would at some early period droop beneath her trials 
and take an easy flight towards the stars, she immediately began to languish, 
and taking a volume of the l\1anual from a neighbouring table, leant her 
arm upon it as though she were Hope and that lier Anchor. Mr. Chester 
perceiving this, and seeing how the volume was lettered on the back, took it 
gently from her hand, and turned the fluttering leaves. 

"My favourite book, dear madam. How often, how very often in his early 
life-before he can rcmember"-(this cbuse was strictly true) "have I deduced 
little easy moral lP.ssons from its pages, for my dear 3011 Ned ! You know Ned?" 
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::\Ir.s. Varden had that honour, and a fine affable young gentleman he was. 
"You're a mother, :Mrs. Varden" said Mr. Chester, taking a pinch of snuff, 

"and you know what I, as a father, feel, when he is praised. He gives me some 
uneasiness-much uneasiness-he,s of a roving nature, ma'am-from flower to 
flower-from sweet to sweet-but his is the butterfly time of life, and we must 
not be hard upon such trifling.,, 

He gbnced at Dolly. She was attending evidently to what he said. Just 
what he desired ! 

"The only thing I object to in this little trait of Ned's, is," said :Mr. Chester, 
"-and the mention of his name reminds me, by the way, that I am about to 
beg the favour of a minute's talk with you alone-the only thing I object to 
in it, is, that it does partake of insincerity. Now, however I may attempt 
to disguise the fact from myself in my affection for Ned, still I always revert 
to this-that if we are not sincere, we are nothing. Nothing upon earth. Let 
us be sincere, my dear madam-" 

"-and Protestant," murmured l\Irs. Varden. 
" -and Protestant above all things. Let us be sincere and Protestant, 

strictly moral, strictly just (though always with a leaning towards mercy), 
strictly honest, and strictly true, and we gain-it is a slight point, certainly, 
but still it is something tangible; we throw up a groundwork and foundation, 
so to spr-ak, of goodness, on which we may afterwards erect some worthy 
superstructure." 

Now, to be sure, Mrs. Varden thought, here is a perfect character. Here 
is a meek, righteous, thorough-going Christian, who, having mastered all these 
qualities, so difficult of attainment ; who, having dropped a pinch of salt on the 
tails of all the cardinal virtues, and caught them every one ; makes light of their 
possession, and pants for more morality. For the good woman never doubted 
( as many good men and women never do), that this slighting kind of profes­
sion, this setting so little store by great matters, this seeming to say " I am 
not proud, I am what you hear, but I consider myself no better than other 
people ; let us change the subject, pray ,,_was perfectly genuine and true. 
He so contrived it, and said it in that way that it appeared to have been forced 
from him, and its effect was marvellous. 

A ware of the impression ho had made-few men were quicker than he at 
such discoveries-1Ir. Chester followed up the blow by propounding certain 
virtuous maxims, somewhat vague and general in their nature, doubtless, and 
occasionally partaking of the cha,racter of truisms, worn a little out at elbow, 
but delivered in so charming a voice and with such uncommon serenity and 
peace of mind, that they answered as well as the best. Nor is tl1is to be 
wondered at ; for as hollow vessels produce a far more music,Ll sound in falling 
than those which are substantial, so it will oftentimes bo found that sentiments 
which have nothing in them make the loudest ringing in the world, and aro 
the most relished. 

Mr. Chester, with the volume gently extended in one hand, and with the 
other planted lightly on his bre:.st, talked to them in the most delicious 
manner possible; and quite enchanted all his hearers, notwithstamling their 
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conflicting interests and thoughts. Even Dolly, who, between his keen regards 
and her eyeing over by Mr. Tappertit, was put quite out of countenance, could 
not help owning within herself that he was the sweetest-spoken gentleman she 
had ever seen. Even Miss Miggs, who was divided between admiration of 
Mr. Chester and a mortal jealousy of her young mistress, had su:ffici.13nt leisure 
to be propitiated. Even Mr. Tappertit, though occupied as we have seen in 

gazing at his heart's delight, could not wholly divert his thoughts from the 
voice of the other charmer. Mrs. Varden, to her own private thinking, had 
never been so improved in all her life; and when Mr. Chester, rising and 
craving permission to speak with her apart, took her by the hand and led her 
at arm's length up stairs to the best sitting-room, she almost deemed him 
something more than human. 

" Dear madam,,, he said, pressing her hand delicately to his lips ; '' be 
seated." 

:Mrs. Varden called up quite a courtly air, and became seated. 
"You guess my object?" said Mr. Chester, drawing a chair towards her. 

" You divine my purpose? I am an affectionate parent, my dear :Mrs. 
Varden." 

" ,...,1 t I . ,, 'd M V 1- 1a am sure you are sn·, sa1 rs. . 
~, Thank you,i' returned Mr. Chester, tapping his snuff-box lid. " Heavy 

moral responsibilities rest with parents, Mrs. Varden.,' 
}i'.Irs. Varden slightly raised her hands, shook her head, and looked at the 

~round as though she saw stra,ight through the globe, out at the other end, and 
mto the immensity of space beyond. 
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" I may co11fide in you," said Mr. Chester, "without reserve. I love rny son, 
ma'am, dearly; and loving him as I do, I would save him from working certajn 
misery. You know of his attachment to Miss Haredale. You have abetted 
him in it, and very kind of you it was to do so. I am deeply obliged to you­
most <leeply obliged to you-for your interest in his behalf; but my dear 
ma'am, it is a mistaken one, I do assure you." 

:Mrs. Varden stammered that she was sorry-
" Sorry, my dear ma'am," he interposed. "Never be sorry for what is so 

very amiable, so very good in intention, so perfectly like yourself. But there 
are grave and weighty reasons, pressing family considerations, and apart even 
from these, points of religious difference, which interpose themselves, and 
render their union impossible; utterly im-possible. I should have men­
tioned these circumstances to your husband; but he has-you will excuse my 
saying this so freely-he has not your quickness of apprehension or depth of 
moral sense. "'\Vhat an extremely airy house this is, and how beautifully kept! 
For one like myself-a widower so long-these tokens of female care and 
superintendence have inexpressible charms." 

.Mrs. Varden began to think (she scarcely knew why) that the young lvir. 
Chester must be in the wrong, and the old Mr. Chester must be in the 
right. 

":My son Ned,i' resumed her tempter with his most winning air, "has had, 
I am told, your lovely daughter's aicl, and your open-hearted husband's." 

"-Much more than mine sirt said Mrs Varden; " a great deal more. 1 
have often had my doubts. It's a-" 

"A bad example," suggested Mr. Chester. "It is. No doubt it is. Your 
d:mghter is at that age when to set before her an encouragement for young 
persons to rebel against their parents on this most important point, is parti­
cularly injudicious. You are quite right. I ought to have thought of that 
myself, but it escaped r:1e, I confess-so far superior are your sex to ours, 
dear madam, in point of penetration and sagacity." 

JVIrs. Varden looked as wise as if she had really said something to deserve 
this compliment-firmly believed she had, in short-and her faith in her own 
shrewdness increased considerably. 

"My dear ma'am," said l\Ir. Chester, "you embolden me t,o be plain with 
you. My son and I are at variance on this point. The young lady and her 
natural guardian differ upon it, also. And the closing point is, that my son is 
bound by his duty to me, by his honour, by every solemn tie and obligation, to 
m:1rry some one else." 

"Engaged to marry another lady!,, quoth :Mrs. Varden, holding up her 
hands. 

"My dear madam, brought up, educated, and trn,ined, expressly for that 
purpose. Expressly for that purpose.-Miss Haredale, I am told, is a very 
charming creature. 

" I am her foster-mother, and should know-the best young lady in the 
world," said l\Irs. Varden. 
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"I have not the smallest doubt of it. I am sure she is. And you, who have 

stood in that tender relation towards her, are bound to consult her happiness. 
Now, can I-as I have said to Haredale, who quite ::igrees-c:m I possibly 
stn.nd by, ::ind suffer hor to throw herself away (although she is of a catholic 
family), upon a young fellow who, as yet, has no heart at all? It is no imputa­
tion upon him to say he has not, because young men who have plunged <leeply 
into the frivolities and conventionalities of society, very seldom have. Their 
hearts never grow, my dear ma'am, till after thirty. I don't believe, no, I do 
not believe, that I had any heart myself when I was Ned's age.'' 

"Oh sir," said l'virs. Varden, ~, I think you must have had. It's impossible 
that you, who have so much now, can ever have been without any." 

"I hope," he answered, shrugging his shoulders meekly, "I have a little; I 
hope, a very little-Heaven kno,,·s ! But to return to Ned; I have no doubt 
you thought, and therefore interfered benevolently in his behalf, that I objected 
to :Miss Haredale. How very natural! My dear madam, I object to him-to 
him-emphatically to Ned himself." 

J\1rs. Varden was perfectly aghast at the disclosure. 
"He has, if he honourably fulfils this solemn obligation of which I have told 

you-and he must be honourable, dear lVIrs. Varden, or he is no son of mine­
a fortune within his reach. He is of most expensive, ruinously expensive 
habits; and if, in a moment of caprice and wilfulness, he were to marry this 
young lady, and so deprive himself of the means of gratifying the tastes to 
which he has been so long accustomed, he would-my dear madam, he would 
break the gentle creature's heart. Mrs. Varden, my good lady, my dear soul, 
I put it to you-is such a sacrifice to be endured? Is the female heart a thing 
to be trifled with in this way i Ask your own, my dear madam. Ask your 
own, I beseech you." 

'' Truly,,, thought Mrs. Varden, "this gentleman is a saint. But," she added 
aloud, and not unnaturally, "if you take Miss Emma~s lover away, sir, what 
becomes of the poor thing's heart, then~" 

"Tho very point," said ~1r. Chester, not at all abashed, "to which I wished 
to lead you. A marriage with my son, whom I should be compelled to disown, 
would be followed by yea,rs of misery; they would be separated, my dear madam, 
in a twelvemonth. To break off this attachment, which is more fancied than real, 
as you and I know Yery well, will cost the dear girl but a few tears, and she is 
happy again. Take the case of your own daughter, the young lady down stairs, 
who is your breathing image"-.Mrs. Varden coughed and simpered-" there 
is a young man, (I am sorry to say, a dissolute fellow, of very indifferent cha­
racter,) of whom I have heard Ned speak-Bullet was it-Pullet-Mullet-" 

"There is a young man of the name of Joseph ,villet, sir," said Mrs. 
Varden, folding her hands loftily. 

"That's he,i' cried l\1r. Chester. "Suppose this Joseph "\-Villet now, were to 
ispiro to the affections of your charming daughter, and were to engage them." 

"It would be like his impudence," interposed Mrs. Varden, bridling, "to 
dare to think of such a thing ! " 
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"My dear madam, that's the whole case. I know it would be like his im­
pudence. It is like Ned's impudence to do as he has done; but you would not 
on that account, or because of a few tears from your beautiful <laughter, refrain 
from checking their inclinations in their birth. I meant to have reasoned thus 
with your husband when I saw him at ::.Vlrs. Rudge's this evening-" 

" ::\Iy husband," said Mrs. Varden, interposing with emotion, "would be a 
great deal better at home than going to :Mrs. Rudge' s so often. I don't know 
what he does there. I don't see what occasion he has to busy himself in her 

ff: . 11 . " a airs at a , sir. 
"If I don't appear to express my concurrence in those last sentiments of 

yours," returned :J\1r. Chester, " quite so strongly as you might desire, it is 
because his being there, my dear madam, and not proving conversational, led 
me hither, and procured me the happiness of this interview with one,in whom the 
whole management, conduct, and prosperity of her family are centred, I . ,, 
perceive. 

\Yith that ho took J\1rs. Varden's hand again, and having pressed it to his 
lips with the high-flown gallantry of the day-a litt.le burlesqued to render it 
the more striking in the good ladis unaccustomed eyes-proceeded in the 
same strain of mingled sophistry, cajolery, and flattery, to entreat that her 
utmost influence might be exerted to restrain her husband and daughter from 
any further promotion of Edward's suit to Miss Haredale, and from aiding or 
abetting either party in any way. J\Irs. Varden was but a woman, and had her 
share of vanity, obstinacy, and love of power. She entered into a secret treaty 
of alliance, offensive and defensive, with her insinuating visitor; and really did 
believe, as many others would have done who saw and heard him, that in so 
doing she furthered the ends of truth, justice, and morality, in a very uncommon 
degree. 

Overjoyed by the success of hisnegotinition, and mightily amused within himself, 
1\Ir. Chester conducted her down stairs in the same state as before; and having 
repeated the previous ceremony of salutation, which also as before compre­
hended Dolly, took his leave ; first completing the conquest of J\Iiss l\Iiggs's 
heart, by inquiring if" this young lady" would light him to the door. 

'· Oh, mirn," said Miggs, returning with the candle. "Oh gracious me, mim, 
there's a gentleman! ,v as there ever such an angel to talk as he is-and such 
a sweet-looking man ! So upright and noble, that he seems to despise the very 
ground he walks on; and yet so mild and condescending, that he seems to say 
• but I will take notice on it too.' And to think of his taking you for J\Iiss Dolly, 
and l\Iiss Dolly for your sister-Oh, my goodness me, if I was master wouldn't 
I be jealous of him ! " 

l\Irs. Varden reproved her handmaid for this vain-speaking ; but very gently 
and mildly-quite smilingly indeed-remarking that she was a foolish, giddy, 
light-headed girl, whose spirits carried her beyond all bounds, and who didn't 
mean half she said, or she would be quite angry with her. 

"For my part," said Dolly, in a thoughtful manner, '' I half believe Mr. 
Chester is something like ~Iiggs in tha,t respect. For all his politeness and 
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pleasant speaking, 1 aill pretty sure he was making game of us, more than 

once." 
"lf you venture to say such a thing again, and to speak ill of people behind 

their backs in my presence, Miss," said Mrs.Varden, "I shall insist upon your 

taking a candle and going to bed directly. How dare you, Dolly 1 rm asto­

nished at you. The rudeness of your whole behaviour this evening has been 

disgraceful. Did anybody ever hear," cried the enraged matron, bursting into 

tears, "of a daughter telling her own mother she has been made game of!" 

What a very uncertain temper Mrs. V arden's was ! 

CHAPTER THE 'l'WENTY-EIGHTH. 

REPAIRrnG to a noted coffee-house in Covent Garden when he left the lock­

smith's, :Mr. Chester sat long over a late dinner, entertaining himself exceed­

ingly with the whimsical recollection of his recent proceedings, and congratulating 

himself very much on his great cleverness. Influenced by these thoughts, his 

face wore an expression so benign and tranquil, that the waiter in immediate 

a,ttendance upon him felt he could almost have died in his defence, and settled 

in his own mind (until the receipt of the bill, and a very small fee for very 

great trouble disabused it of the idea) that such an apostolic customer was 

worth half-a-dozen of the ordinary run of visitors, at least. 

A visit to the gaming-table-not as a heated, anxious venturer, but one 

whom it was quite a treat to see staking his two or three pieces in deference 

to the follies of society, and smiling with equal benevolence on winners and 

losers-made it late before he reached home. It was his custom to bid his 

servant go to bed at his own time unless he had orders to the contrary, and 

to leave a cand1e on the common stair. There was a lamp on the landing by 

which he could always light it when he came home late, and having a key of 

the door about him he could enter and go to bed at his pleasure. 

He opened the glass of the dull lamp, whose wick, burnt up and swollen like 

a drunkard's nose, came flying off in little carbuncles at the candle's touch, and 

scattering hot sparks about rendered it matter of some difficulty to kindle the 

lazy taper ; when a noise, as of a man snoring deeply some steps higher up, 

caused him to pause and listen. It was the heavy breathing of a sleeper, 

close at hand. Some fellow had lain down on the open staircase, and was 

slumbering soundly. Having lighted the candle at length and opened his own 

door, he softiy ascended, holding the taper high above his head, and peering 

cautiously about; curious to see what kin<l of man had chosen so comfortless 
a shelter for his lodging. 

\Vith his head upon the landing and his great limbs flunO' over half a dozen 
• 0 

stair , as carelessly as though he were a dead man whom drunken bearers had 

thrown down by chance, there la.y Hugh, face uppermost, his long hair <lroop­

ing like some wild weed upon his wooden pillow, and his huo·e chest heaving 

with the sounds which so unwontedly disturbed the place arnJ°l10ur. 
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He who came upon him so unexpectedly was about to break his re~t by 
thrusting him with his foot, when, glancing at his upturned face, he arrested 
himself in the very action, and stooping down and shading the candle with his 
hand, examined his features closely. Close as his first inspection was, it did 
not suffice, for he passed the light, still carefully shaded as before, across and 
across his face, and yet observed him with a searching eye. 

While he was thus engaged, the sleeper, without any starting or turning 
round, awoke. There was a kind of fascination in meeting his steady gaze so 
suddenly, which took from the other the presence of mind to ,vithclraw his 
eyes, and forced him, as it were, to meet his look. So they remained sbring at 
each other, until :iv1r. Chester at last broke silence, and asked him in :t low 
voice, why he lay sleeping there. 

'' I thought,'' said Hugh, struggling into a sitting posture and gazing at him 
intently, still, "that you ,vere a part of my dream. It was a curious one. I 
hope it may never come true, master." 

" ,vh:1t makes you shiver ? " 
'' The-the cold, I suppose," he growled, as he shook himself, and rose. " I 

hardly know where I am yet.'' 
"Do you know me?" said Mr. Chester. 
"Ay. I know you," he answered. "I was dreaming of you-we're not 

where I thought we were. That's a comfort." 
He looked round him as he spoke, and in partieufar looked above his head, 

as though he half expected to be standing under some object which had lmd 
existence in his dream. Then he rubbed his eyes and shook himself again, and 
followed his conductor into his own rooms. 

Mr. Chester lighted the candles which stood upon his dressing-table, and 
wheeling an easy chair towards the fire, which was yet burning, stirred up a 
chf.'erful blaze, sat down before it, and bade his uncouth visitor "Come here," 
and draw his boots off. 

''You have been drinking again, my fine fellow," he said, as Hugh went 
down on one knee, and did as he was told. 

"As I'm alive, master, I've walked the twelve long miles, and waited here I 
don'tlmow how long, and had no drink between my lips since dinner-time at noon." 

"And can you do nothing better, my pleasant friend, than fall asleep, and 
shake the very building with your snores?" said .Mr. Chester. " Can't you 
dream in your straw at home, dull dog as you are, that you need come here 
to do it ?-Reach me those slippers, and tread softly." 

Hugh obeyed in silence. 
"And harkee, my dear young gentleman," said :Mr. Chester, as he put them 

on, "the next time you dream, don't let it be of mo, but of some dog or horse 
with whom you are better acquainted. Fill tho glass once-you'll find it and 
the bottle in the same place-and empty it to keep yourself awake." 

Hugh obeyed again-even more zealously-and having clone so, presented 
himself before his patron. 

"Now,>' said :Mr. Chester, "what do you want with me~" 

\\' 

ex 
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"There was nc,vs to-day," returned Hugh. " Your son was at our house 

-came down on horseback. He tried to see the young woman, but couldn't 

get sight of her. He left. some letter or some message which our Joe had charge 

of, but he and the old one quarrelled about it when your son had gone, and the 

old one wouldn't let it be delivered. He says (that's the old one does) that 

none of his people shall interfere and get him into trouble. He's a bndlord 

he says, and lives on everybody's custom." 
"He is a jewel," smiled Mr. Chester, "and the better for being a dull 

one.- "'\,V ell?'' 
"Varden's cla.ughter-that's the girl I kissed-" 

'' -and stole the bracelet from upon the king's highway," said Mr. Chester, 

composedly. '" Yes; what of her?" 
"She wrote a note at our house to the young woman, saying she lost the 

letter I brought to you, and you burnt. Our Joe was to carry it, but the old 

one kept him at home all next day, on purpose that he shouldn't. Next morn­

ing he gave it to me to take; and here it is." 

" You didn't deliver it then, my good friend?'' said 1vir. Chester, twirling 

Dolly's note between his finger and thumb, and feigning to be surprised. 

'' I supposed you'd want to have it," retorted Hugh. "Burn one, burn all. 

I thought." 
"l\ly devil-may-care acquaintance," said Mr. Chester-'' really if you 

do not draw some nicer distinctions, your career will be cut short with most 

surprising suddenness. Don't you know that the letter you brought to me, 

was directed to my son who resides in this very place ? And can you descry 

no difference between his letters and those addressed to other people ? " 

"If you don't want it," said Hugh, disconcerted by this reproof, for he had 

expected high praise, '' give it me back, and I'll deliver it. I don't know how 

to please you, master." 
" I shall deliver it,'' returned his patron, putting it away after a moment's 

consideration, "myself. Does the young lady walk out, on fine mornings?" 

" :Mostly-a.bout noon is her usual time." 
,~ Alone 1" 

" Yes, alone.'' 
"Where?" 
"In the grounds before the house.-Them that the footpath crosses.'~ 

"If the weather should be fine, I may throw myself in her way to-morrow, 

perhaps," said Mr. Chester, as coolly as if she were one of his ordinary ac­

quaintance. "Mr. Hugh, if I should ride up to the Maypole door, you will do 

mo the favour only to have seen me once. You must suppress your gratitude, 

and endeavour to forget my forbearance in the matter of the bracelet. It is 

natural it should break out, and it does you honour ; but when other folks are 

hy, you must, for your own sake and safety, be as like your usual self as though 

you owed mo no obliga.tion whatever, and had never stood within these walls. 

You comprehend me ? " 

Hugh understood him perfectly. After a pause he muttered tha.t he hoped 
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his patron would involve him in no trouble about this last letter; for he had 
kept it back solely with the view of pleasing him. He was continuing in this 
strain, when Mr. Chester with a most beneficent and patronising air cut him 
short by saying; 

"My good fellow, you have my promise, my word, my sealed bond (for a 
verbal pledge with me is quite as good), that I ,vill always protect you so long 
as you deserve it. Now, do set your mind at rest. Keep it at ease, I beg 
of you. '-V hen a man puts himself in my power so thoroughly as you have 
done, I really feel as though he had a kind of claim upon me. I am more 
disposed to mercy and forbearance under such circumstances than I can tell 
you, Hugh. Do look upon me as your protector, and rest assured, I entreat 
you, that on the subject of that indiscretion, you may preserve, as long as you 
and I are friends, the lightest heart that ever beat within a human breast. 
Fill that glass once more to cheer you on your road homewards-I am really 
quite ashamed to think how far you have to go-and then God bless you for 
the night." 

·' They think," said Hugh, when he had tossed the liquor down, "that I am 
slerping soundly in the stable. Ha ha ha! The stable door is shut, but the 
steed's gone, master." 

" You are a most convivial fellow,'' returned his friend, "and I love your 
humour of all things. Good night ! Take the greatest possible care of your­
self, for my sake ! " 

It was remarkable that during the whole interview, each bad endeavoured 
to catch stolen glances of the other's face, and had never looked full at it. 
They interchanged one brief and hasty glance as Hugh went out, averted their 
eyes directly, and so separated. Hugh closed the double doors behind him, 
carefully and without noise; and Mr. Chester remained in his easy chair, with 
his gaze intently fixed upon the fire. 

" vV ell ! " he said, after meditating for a long time-and said with a deep 
sigh and an uneasy shifting of his attitude, as though he dismissed some other 
subject from his thoughts, and returned to that which had held possession of 
them all the day-" the plot thickens; I have thrown the shell; it will explode, 
I think, in eight-and-forty hours, and should scatter these good folks amazingly. 
\Y c shall see ! " 

He went to bed and fell asleep, but had not slept long when he started up 
and thought that Hugh was at the outer door, calling in a strange voice, very 
different from his own, to be admitted. The delusion was so strong upon him, 
and was so full of that vague terror of the night in which such visions have 
their being, that he rose, and taking his sheathed S\Vord in his hand, opened 
the door, and looked out upon the staircase, and towards the spot where Hngh 
had lR-in asleep ; and even spoke to him by name. But all was dark and quiet, 
and creeping back to bed again, he fell, after an hour's uneasy watching, into 
a second sleep, and woke no more till morning. 
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CHAPTER 'l'HE TWENTY-NINTH. 

TnE thoughts of worldly men are for ever regulated by a moral faw 
of gra,vitation, which, like the physical one, holds them down to earth. 
The bright glory of day, and the silent wonders of a starlit night, appeal 
to their minds in vain. There are no signs in the sun, or in the moon, 
or in the stars, for their reading. They are like some wise men, who, 
learning to know each planet by its Latin name, ha.ve quite forgotten 
such small heavenly constellations as Charity, Forbearance, Universal Love, 
and l\lercy, nilthough they shine by night and day so brightly that the 
blind may see them; and who, looking upward at, the spangled sky, 
see nothing there but the reflection of their own great wisdom and book­
learning. 

It is curious to imagine these people of the world, busy in thought, 
turning their eyes toward the countless spheres that shine above us, and 
making them reflect the only images their minds contain. The man who 
lives but in the breath of princes, has nothing in his sight but stars for 
courtiers' breasts. The envious man beholds his neighbours' honours oven 
in the sky; to the money-hoarder, and the mass of worldly folk, the 
whole great universe above glitters with sterling coin-fresh from the 
mint-stamped with the sovereign's head-coming always between them 
and heaven, turn where they may. So do the shadows of our own 
desires stand between us and our better angels, and thus their brightness is 
eclipsed. 

Everything was fresh and gay, as though the world were but that morning 
made, when :Mr. Chester rode at a tranquil pace along the Forest road. Though 
ca.r1y in the season, it was warm and genial weather~ the trees were budding 
into leaf, the hedges and the grass were green, the air was musical with 
songs of birds, and high above them all the la,rk poured out her richest melody. 
In shady spots, the morning dew sparkled on each young leaf and blade of grass; 
and where the sun was shining, some diamond drops yet glistened brightly, as 
in unwillingness to leave so fair a world, and have such brief existence. Even 
the light wind, whose rustling was as gentle to the ear as softly-falling water, 
had its hope and promise; and, leaving a pleasant fragrance in its track as it 
wen~ fluttering by, whispered of its intercourse with Summer) and of his happy 
commg. 

The solitary rider went glancing on among the trees, from sunlight into 
shade :111d back again, at the same even pace-looking about him, certainly, 
from time to time, but with no greater thought of the day or the scene through 
which he moYed, than that he ,vas fortunate (being choicely dressed) to have 
such favourable weather. He smiled very complacently at such times, but 

YOL, n1.-Gl. K 
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rather as if he were satisfied with himself than with anything else ; and so went 
riding on, upon his chesnut cob, as pleasant to look upon as his own horse, 
and probably far less sensitive to the many cheerful influences by which he was 
surroun<led. 

In course of time, the Maypole's massive chimneys rose upon his view: but 
he quickened not his pace one jot, and with the same cool gravity rode up to 
the tavern porch. John vVillet, who was toasting his red face before a great 
fire in the bar, and who, with surpassing foresight and quickness of apprehen­
sion, had been thinking, as he looked at the blue sky, that if that state of 
things lasted much longer, it might ultimately become necessary to leave off 
fires and throw the windows open, issued forth to hold his stirrup ; calling 
lustily for Hugh. 

"Oh, you're here, are you, sir 1" said John, rather surprised by the quickness 
with which he appeared. "Take this here valuable animal into the stable, and 
have more than particular care of him if you want to keep your place. A 
mortal lazy fellow, sir; he needs a deal of looking after." 

" But you have a son," returned Mr. Chester, giving his bridle to Hugh as 
he dismounted, and acknowledging his salute by a careless motion of his hand 
towards his hat. "Why don't you make him useful?" 

" vVhy, the truth is, sir," replied John with great importance, " that my 
son-what, you're a listening are you, villain t' 

"Who's listening r returned Hugh angrily. "A treat, indeed, to hear you 
speak ! vV ould you have me take him in till he's cool?" 

" Walk him up and down further off then, sir," cried old John, " and when 
you see me and a noble gentleman entertaining ourselves with talk, keep 
your distance. If you don't know your distance, sir," a<lded ~fr. "\Villet, 
after an enormously long pause, during which he fixed his great dull eyes on 
Hugh, and waited with exemplary patience for any little property in the way 
of ideas that might be coming to him, "we'll find a way to teach you, pretty 
soon." 

Hugh shrugged his shoulders scornfully, and in his reckless swaggering way, 
crossed to the other side of the little green, and there, with the bridle slung 
loosely over his shoulder, led the horse to and fro, glancing at his master every 
now and then from under his bushy eyebrows, with as sinister an aspect as one 
would desire to see. 

11:r. Chester, who, without appearing to do so, had eyed him attentively 
during this brief dispute, stepped into the porch, and turning abruptly to Mr. 
Willet, said, 

" You keep strange servants, John." 
" Strange enough to look at sir, certainly," answered the host ; "but 

out of doors ; for horses, dogs, and the like of that; there an't a better 
man in England than is that Maypole Hugh yonder. He an't fit for in­
doors," added Mr. Willet, with the confidential air of a man who felt his 
own superior nature, "I do that; lmt if that clup had only a little imagi­
nation, sir-" 
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"He's an active fellow now, I dare swear," said Mr. Chester, in a musing 

tone, which seemed to suggest that he would have said the same had there been 

nobody to hear him. 
"Active, sir!" retorted John, with quite :tin expression in his face; "that 

chap ! Hallo, there ! You, sir ! Bring that horse here, and go and hang 
my wig on the weathercock, to show this gentleman whether you're one of the 

lively sort or not." 
Hugh made no answer, but throwing the bridle to his master, and snatching 

his wig from his head, in a manner so unceremonious and lrnsty that the action 
discomposed .Mr. Willet not a little, though performed at his own special desire, 
climbed nimbly to the very summit of the maypole before the house, and hanging 
the wig upon the weathercock, sent it twirling round like a roasting jack. 
Having achieved this performance, he cast it on the ground, and sliding down 
the pole with inconceivable rapidity, alighted on his feet almost as soon as it 
had touched the earth. 

" There, sir," said John, relapsing into his usual stolid state, " you won't see 
that at many houses, besides the Maypole, where there's good accommodation 
for man and beast-nor that neither, though that with him is nothing.'' 

This last remark bore reference to his vaulting on horseback, as upon ~1r. 
Chester's first visit, and quickly disappearing by the stable gate. 

"That with him is nothing," repeated M:r. '\Villet, brushing his wig 
with his wrist, and inwardly resolving to distribute a small charge for du[';t 
and damage to that article of dress, through the various items of his guest's 
bill; "he'll get out of a'most any winder in the house. There never was 
such a chap for flinging himself about and never hurting his bones. It's 
my opinion, sir, that it's pretty nearly all owing to his not having any ima­
gination; and that if imagina,tion could be (which it can't) knocked into 
him, he'd never be able to do it any more. But we was a talking, sir, about 
my son." 

'· True, '\Villet, true," srLid his visitor, turning again towards the landlord 
with his accustomed serenity of face. ,; My good friend, what about him 1" 

It ha.s been reported that Mr. "\.Villet, previously to making answer, winked. 
But a,13 ho never was known to be guilty of such li'ghtness of conduct either before 
or afterwards, this may be looked upon as a malicious invention of his enemies 
-founded, perhaps, upon the undisputed circun.1Stance of his taking his guest 
by tho third breast button of his coat, counting downwards from the chin, and 
pouring his reply into his ear : 

"Sir," whispered John, with dignity, "I k11ow my duty. vVe want no love­
making hero, sir, unbeknown to parents. I respect a certain young gentleman, 
taking him in the light of a young gentleman; I respect a certain young lady, 
fa,king her in the light of a young lady ; but of the two as a couple, I have no 
knowledge, sir, none whatever. l\Iy son, sir, is upon his patrole." 

'' I thought I saw him looking through the corner window but this moment," 
said ?IIr. Chester, who naturally thought that being on patrole, implied ,valk­
ing about somewhere. 
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" No doubt you did, sir," returned John. " He is upon his patrole of 
honour, sir, not to leave the premises. Me and some friends of mine that use 
the Maypole of an evening, sir, considered what was best to be done with him, 
to prevent his doing anything unpleasant in opposing your desires ; and we've 
put him on his patrole. And what,s more, sir, he won't be off his patrole 
for a pretty long time to come, I can tell you that.,, 

When he had communica,ted this bright idea, which had had its origin in 
the perusal by the village cronies of a newspaper, containing, among other 
matters, an account of how some officer pending the sentence of some court­
martial had been enlarged on parole, Mr. ,villet drew back from his guest's 
car, and without any visible alteration of feature, chuckled thrice audibly. 
This nearest approach to a laugh in which he ever inuulgecl (and that 
but seldom and only on extreme occasions), never even curled his lip or 
effected the smallest change in-no, not so much as a slight wagging of-his 
great, fat, double chin, which at these times, as at all others, remained a 
perfect desert in the broad map of his face; one changeless, dull, tremendous 
blank. 

Lest it should be matter of surprise to any, that Mr. VVillet adopted this 
bold course in opposition to one whom he had often entertained, and who had 
always paid his way at the Maypole gallantly, it may be remarked that it ,vas 
his very penetration and sagacity in this respect, which occasioned him to 
indulge in those unusual demonstrations of jocularity, just now recorded. For 
]\fr. vVillet, after carefully balancing father and son in his mental scales, had 
arrived at the distinct conclusion that the old gentleman was a better sort of 
customer than the young one. Throwing his landlord into the same scale, 
which was already turned by this consideration, and heaping upon him, 
again, his strong desires to run counter to the unfortunate Joe, and his op­
position as a general principle to all matters of love and matrimony, it 
went down to the very ground straightway, and sent the light cause of the 
younger gentleman flying upwards to the ceiling. Mr. Chester was not the 
kind of man to be by any means dim-sightod to :Mr. \Villet's motives, but 
he thanked him as graciously as if he had been one of the most disin­
terested martyrs that ever shone on earth; and leaving him, with many 
complimentary reliances on his great taste and judgment, to prepare what­
ever dinner he might deem most fitting the occasion, bent his steps towards 
the Warren. 

Dressed with more than his usual elegance ; assuming a gracefulness of 
manner, which, though it was the result of long study, sat easily upon him 
and became him well; composing his features into their most serene and pre­
possessing expression; and setting in short that guard upon himself, at every 
point, which denoted that he attached no slight importance to the impression 
he was about to make; he entered the bounds of Miss Haredalc,s usual walk. 
He ha.d not gone far, or looked about him long, when he descried coming 
towards him, a female figure. A glimpse of the form and dress as she crossed 
a little wooden bridge which lay between them, satisfied him that he had found 
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her whom he desired to see. He threw himself in her way, and a very few 
paces brought them close together. 

He raised his h:1t from his head, and yielding the path, suffered her to pass 
him. Then, as if the idea had but that moment occurred to him, he turned 
hastily back and said in an agitated voice: 

" I beg pardon-do I address Miss Haredale ~ ,, 
She stopped in some confusion at being so unexpectedly accosted by ~ 

stranger; and answered "Yes." 
'' Something told met he sn.id, lookin.9 a compliment to her beauty, " that 

it could be no other. Miss Haredale, I bear a name which is not unknown to 
you-which it is a pride, and yet a pain to me to know, sounds pleasantly in 
your ears. I am a man advanced in life, as you see. I am the father of him 
whom you honour and distinguish above all other men. May I for wejghty 
reasons which fill me with distress, beg but a minute's conversation with 
you here?,, 

"\Vho that was inexperienced in deceit, and had a frank and youthful heart, 
could doubt the speaker's truth-could doubt it too, when the voice that 
spoke, was like the faint echo of one she knew so well, and so much loved to 
hear? She inclined her head, and stopping, cast her eyes upon the ground. 

" A little more apart-among these trees. It is an old man's hand, :Miss 
Hareda.lo; an honest one, believe me." 

Sho put hers in it as he said these words, and suffered him to lead her to a 
neighbouring seat. 
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" You alarm me, sir," she said in a low voice. " You are not the bearer or 
any ill news, I hope 1 " 

"Of nolle that you anticipate," he answered, sitting down beside her. 
"Edward is well-quite well. It is of him I wish to speak, certainly; but I 
have no misfortune to communicate.'' 

She bowed her head again, and made as though she would have begged 
him to proceed; but said nothing. 

" I am sensible that I speak to you at a disadvantage, dear Miss Haredale. 
Believe me that I am not so forgetful of the feelings of my younger days as 
not to know that you are little disposed to view me with favour. You have 
heard me described as cold-hearted, calculating, selfish-" 

"I have never, sir ''-she interposed with an altered manner and a firmer 
voice ; '' I have never heard you spoken of in harsh or disrespectful terms. 
You do a great wrong to Edward's nature if you believe him capable of any 
mean or base proceeding/' 

"Pardon me, my sweet young lady, but your uncle-" 
"Nor is it my uncle's nature either," she replied, with a heightened colour 

in her cheek. '' It is not his nature to stab in the dark, nor is it mine to love 
such deeds." 

She rose as she spoke, and would have left him; but he detained her with a 
gentle hand, and besought her in such persuasive accents to hear him but another 
minute, that she was easily prevailed upon to comply, and so sat down again. 

'' And it is," said Mr. Chester, looking upward, and apostrophising the air; 
" it is this frank, ingenuous, noble nature, Ned, that you can wound so lightly. 
Shaime-shame upon you, boy ! " 

She turned towards him quickly, and with a scornful look and flashing eyes. 
There were tears in Mr. Chester's, but he dashed them hurriedly away, as 
though unwilling that his weakness should be known, and regarded her with 
mingled admiration and compassion. 

"I never until now/ he said, "believed, that the frivolous actions of a 
young man could move me like these of my own son. I never knew till now, 
the worth of a woman's heart, which boys so lightly win, and lightly fling 
away. Trust me, dear young lady, that I never until now did know your 
worth ; and though an abhorrence of deceit and falsehood has impelled me to 
seek you out, and would have done so had you been the poorest and least 
gifted of your sex, I should have lacked the fortitude to sustain this interview 
could I have pictured you to my imagination as you really are." 

Oh ! If Mrs. Varden could have seen the virtuous gentleman as he said these 
words, with indignation sparkling from his eyes-if she could have heard his 
broken, quavering voice-if she could have beheld him as he stood bare~ 
headed in the sunlight, and with unwonted energy ponred•forth his eloquence ! 

With a haughty face, but pale and trembling t.oo, Emma regarded him in 
silence. She neither spoke nor moved, but, gazed upon him as though she 
would look into his heart. 

"T throw off," said Mr. Chester, '' the res1.ra,int which natural affection 
would impose on some men, and r~ject all bonds but those of truth and duty 
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Miss Haredale, you are deceived; you aro deceive·i by your unworthy lover, 

n,nd my unworthy son." 
Still she looked at him steadily, and still said not one word. 
'' I have ever opposed his professions of love for you ; you will do me the 

justice, dear Miss Haredale, to remember that. Your uncle and myself were 
enemies in early life, and if I had sought retaliation, I might have found it 
here. But as we grow older, we grow wiser-better, I would fain hope-- am~ 
from the first, I have opposed him in this attempt. I foresaw the end, and 
would have spared you, if I could." 

" Speak plainly, sir," she faultered. " You deceive me, or are deceived 
yourself. I do not believe you-I cannot-I should not." 

" First," said Mr. Chester, soothingly, "for there may be in your mind 
some latent angry feeling to which I would not appeal, pray take this letter. 
It reached my hands by chance, and by mistake, and should have accounted 
to you (as I am told) for my son's not answering some other note of yours. 
God forbid, Miss Haredale," said the good gentleman, with great emotion, 
"that there should be in your gentle breast one causeless ground of quarrel 
with him. You should know, and you will see, that he was in no fault here.i' 

There appeared something so very candid, so scrupulously honourable, so 
very truthful and just in this course-something which rendered the upright 
person who resorted to it, so worthy of belief-that Emma's heart, for the first 
time, sunk within her. She turned away, and burst into tears. 

"I would,'' said Mr. Chester, leaning over her, and speaking in mild and 
quite venerable accents ; " I would, dear girl, it were my task to banish, not 
increase, those tokens of your grief. My son, my erring son,-I will not call 
him deliberately criminal in this, for men so young, who have been inconstant 
twice or thrice before, act without reflection, almost without a knowledge 
of the wrong they do,-will break his plighted faith to you; has broken it 
even now. Shall I stop here, and having given you this warning, leave it to be 
fulfilled ; or shall I go on r 

'You will go on, sir," she answered, "and speak more plainly yet, in 
justice both to him and me." 

"My dear girl," said Mr. Chester, bending over her more affectionately 
still; "whom I would call my daughter, but the fates forbid, Edward seeks 
to break with you upon a false and most unwarrantable pretence. I have it 
on his own showing; in his own hand. Forgive me, if I have had a watch 
upon his conduct; I am his father; I had a regard for your peace and his 
honour, and no better resource was left me. There lies on his desk at this 
moment, l'eady for transmission to you, a letter, in which he tells you that our 
poverty-our poverty ; his and mine, Miss Haredale-forbids him to pursue 
his claim upon your hand; in which he offers, voluntarily proposes, to free you 
from your pledge; and talks magnanimously (men do so, very commonly, in 
such cases) of being in time n1ore worthy your regard-and so forth. A letter, 
to be plain, in which he not only jilts you-pardon the word ; I would summon 
to your aid your pride and dignity-not only jilts you, I fear, in favour of the 
object whose slighting treatment first inspired his brief passion for yourself 
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and gave it birth in wounded vanity, but affects to make a merit and a virtue 
of the act.'' 

She glanced proudly at him once more, as by an involuntary impulse, and 
with a swelling breast rejoined, " If what you say be true, he takes much 
needless trouble, sir, to compass his design. He is very tender of my peace 
of mind. I quite thank him.,, 

"The truth of what I tell you, dear young lady," he replied, "you will test 
by the receipt or non-receipt of the letter of which I speak.-Haredale, my 
de:1r fellow, I am delighted to see you, although we meet under singular 
circumstances, and upon a melancholy occasion. I hope you are very well/' 

At these words the young lady raised her eyes, which were filled with tears; 
and seeing that her uncle indeed stood before them, and being quite unequal 
to the trial of hearing or of speaking one word more, hurriedly withdrew, and 
loft them. They stood looking at each other, and at her retreating figure, and 
for a long time neither of them spoke. 

" "\Vhat does this mean ? Explain it," said Mr. Haredale at length. " Why 
a.re you here, and why with her r• 

" .My dear friend," rejoined the other, resuming his accustomed manner 
with infinite readiness, and throwing himself upon the bench with a weary 
air, "you told me not ve1·y long ago, at that delightful old tavern of which 
you are the esteemed proprietor (and a most charming establishment it is for 
persons of rural pursuits and in robust health, who are not liable to take cold), 
that I had the head and heart of an evil spirit in all matters of deception. I 
thought at the time ; I really did think; you flattered me. But now I begin 
to wonder at your discernment, and vanity apart, do honestly believe you 
spoke the truth. Did you ever counterfeit extreme ingenuousness and honest 
indignation? l\1y dear fellow, you have no conception if you never did, how 
faint the effort makes one.,, 

:Mr. Haredale surveyed him with a look of cold contempt. "You may 
evade an explanation, I know,i' he said, folding his arms. " But I must have 
it. I ca,n wait." 

"Not at all. Not at all, my good fellow. You shall not wait a moment,', re­
turned his friend, as ho lazily crossed his legs. " The simplest thing in the world. 
It lies in a nutshell. Ned has written her a letter-a boyish, honest, sentimental 
composition, which remains as yet in his desk, because he hasn't had the heart 
to send it. I have taiken a liberty, for which my parental affection and anxiety 
arc a sufficient excuse, and possessed myself of the contents. I have described 
them to your niece (a most; enchanting person, Haredale; quite an angelic 
creature), with a little colouring and description adapted to our purpose. It's 
<lone. You may be quite easy. It's all over. Deprived of their adherents 
an<l mediators; her pride and jealousy roused to the utmost; with nobody 
to undeceive her, and you to confirm me; you will find that their intercourse 
will close with her answer. If she receives Ned,s letter by to-morrow noon, 
you may date their parting from to-morrow night. No thanks I beg; you 
owe me none. I have acted for myself; and if I have forwarded our compact 
with all the ardour oven you could have desired, I have done so selfishly, indeed." 
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'' I curse the compact, as you call it, with my whole heart and soul,,, 
returned the other. "It was made in an evil hour. I have bound myself to 
a lie ; I have leagued myself with you; and though I did so with a righteous 
motive, and though it cost me such an effort as haply few men know, I hate and 
despise myself for the deed.,, 

"'You are very warm,ii said Mr. Chester ,vith a languid smile. 
" I am warm. I am maddened by your coldness. 'Death, Chester, if your 

blood ran warmer in your veins, and there were no restraints upon me, such as 
those that hold and drag me back-well; it is done; you tell me so, and on 
such a point I may believe you. When I am most remorseful for this treachery, 
I will think of you and your marriage, and try to justify myself in such remem­
brances, for having torn asunder Emma and your son, at any cost. Our bond 
is cancelled now, and we may part." 

:Mr. Chester kissed his hand gracefully; and with the same tranquil face he 
had preserved throughout-even when he had seen his companion so tortured 
and transported by his passion that his whole frame was shaken-lay in his 
lounging posture on the seat and watched him as he walked away. 

" My scape-goat and my drudge at school,,' he said, raising his head to 
look after him; "my friend of later days, who could not keep his mistress 
when he had won her, ~nd threw me in her way to carry off the prize; I 
triumph in the present and the past. Bark on, ill-favoured ill-conditioned 
cur; fortune has ever been with me-I like to hear you.,, 

The spot where they had met, was in an avenue of trees. :Mr. Haredale not 
passing out on either hand, had walked straight on. He chanced to turn his 
head when at some considerable distance, and seeing that his late companion 
had by that time risen and was looking after him, stood still as though he half 
expected him to follow, and waited for his coming up. 

"It may come to that one day, but not yet," said Mr. Chester, waving 
his hand, as though they were the best of friends, and turning away. " Not 
yet, Haredale. Lit'e is pleasant enough to me; dull and full of heaviness 
to you. No. To cross swords with such a man-to indulge his humour unless 
upon extremity-would be weak indeed." 

For all that, he drew his sword as he walked along, and in an absent humour 
ran his eye from hilt to point full twenty times. But thoughtfulness begets 
wrinkles ; remembering this, he soon put it up, smoothed his contracted brow, 
hummed a gay tune with greater gaiety of manner, and was his unruffled self again. 

CHAPTER THE THIRTIETH. 

A IIOMEL Y proverb recognises the existence of a troublesome class of persons 
who, having an inch conceded them, will take an ell. Not to quote the illus­
trious examples of those heroic scourges of mankind, whose amiable path in 
life has been from birth to death through blood, and fire, and ruin, and who 
would seem to have existed for no better purpose than to teach mankind that 
as the absence of pain is pleasure: so the earth, purged of their presence, may 



I I 

I 

I 

106 MASTER HUMPHREY'S CLOCK. 

be deemed a blessed place-not to quote such mighty instances, it will be 
sufficient to refer to old John Willet. 

Old John having long encroached a good standard inch, full measure, on the 
liberty of Joe, and having snipped off a Flemish ell in the matter of the parole, 
grew so despotic and so great, that his thirst for conquest knew no bounds. 
The more young Joe submitted, the more absolute old John became. The ell 
soon faded into nothing. Yards, furlongs, miles, arose ; and on went old 
John in the pleasantest manner possible, trimming off an exuberance in this 
place, shearing away some liberty of speech or action in that, and conducting 
himself in his small way with as much high mightiness and majesty, as the 
most glorious tyrant that ever had his statue reared in the public ways, of 
ancient or of modern times. 

As great men are urged on to the abuse of power (when they need urging, 
which is not often), by their flatterers and dependents, so old John was 
impelled to these exercises of authority by the applause and admiration of his 
!\1aypole cronies, who, in the intervals of their nightly pipes and pots, would 
shake their heads and say that Mr. vVillet was a father of the good old English 
sort; that there were no new-fangled notions or modern ways in him; that he 
put them in mind of what their fathers were when they were boys ; that there 
was no mistake about him; that it would be well for the country if there were 
more like him, and more was the pity that there were not ; with many other 
original remarks of that nature. Then they would condescendingly give Joe 
to understand that it was all for his good, and he would be thankful for it one 
day; and in particular, Mr. Cobb would acquaint him, that when he was his 
age, his father thought no more of giving him a parental kick, or a box on the 
ears, or a cuff on the head, or some little admonition of that sort, than he did 
of any other ordinary duty of life; and he would further remark, with looks 
of great significance, that but for this judicious bringing up, he might havo 
never been the ma,n he was at that present speaking : which was probable 
enough, as he was, beyond all question, the dullest dog of the party. In short, 
between old John and old John's friends, there never was an unfortunate 
young fellow so bullied, badgered, worried, fretted, and brow-beaten; so 
constantly beset, or made so tired of his life, as poor Joe vVillet. 

This had come to be the recognised and establish.ed state of things ; but as 
John was very anxious to flourish his supremacy before the eyes of Mr. 
Chester, he did that day exceed himself, and did so goad and chafe his son 
and heir, that but for Joe's having 1nade a solemn vow to keep his hands in his 
pockets when they were not otherwise engaged, it is impossible to say what he 
might have done with them. But the longest day has an end, and at length 
Mr. Chester came down stairs to mount his horse, which was ready at the door. 

As old John was not in the way at the moment, Joe, who was sitting in the 
bar ruminating on his dismal fate and the manifold perfections of Dolly Varden, 
ran out to hold the guest's stirrup and assist him to mount. Mr. Chester was 
snarccly in the saddle, and Joe was in the very act of making him a graceful 
bow, when old J olm came diving out of the porch, and collared him. 

"None of that, sir," said John, "none of that, sir. No breaking of patroles. 
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How dare you come out ofthedoor,sir, without leave? You're trying to get away, 

sir, are you, and to make a traitor of yourself again? What do you mean, sir t' 
" Let me go, father," said Joe, imploringly, as he marked the smile upon 

their visitor's face, and observed the pleasure his disgrace afforded him. " This 

is too bad. Who w·ants to get away f' 
" vVho wants to get away ! " cried John, shaking him. " Why you do, sir, 

you do. You're the boy, sir," added John, collaring with one hand, and aiding 

the effect of a farewell bow to the visitor with the other, ~, that wants to sneak 

into houses, and stir up differences between noble gentlemen and their sons, 

are you, eh? Hold your tongue, sir." 

·=~ · ___..--:~ 

Joe made no effort to reply. It was the crowning circumstance of his degra­

<lation. He extricated himself from his father's grasp, darted an angry look 

at the departing guest, and returned into the house. 
'' But for her," thought Joe, as he threw his arms upon a table in the com­

mon room, and laid his head upon them, " but for Dolly, \vho I couldn't bear 

should think me the rascal they would make me out to be if I ran away, this 

house and I should part to-night." 
It being evening by this time, Solomon Daisy, Tom Cobb, and Long Parkes, 

were all in the common room too, and had from the window been witnesses of 

what had just occurred. Mr. Willet joining them soon afterwards, received 

the compliments of the company with great composure, and lighting his pipe, 

sat down among them. 
"\1/ e'll see, gentlemen," said John, after a long pause, "who's the master of 

this house, and who isn't. \Ve'll see whether boys are to govern men, or men 
are to govern boys.')') 
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,: And quite right toot assented Solomon Daisy with some approving nods; 
"quite right, Johnny. Very good, Johnny. Well said, l\1r. vVillet. Brayvo, sir.'' 

John slowly brought his eyes to bear upon him, looked at him for a long time, 
and finally made answer, to the unspeakable consternation of his hearers, "vVhen 
I want encouragement from you, sir, I'll ask you for it. You let me alone, sir. 
I can get on without you, I hope. Don't you tackle me, sir, if you please." 

"Don't take it ill, Johnny; I didn't mean any harm," pleaded the little man. 
"Very good, sir," said John, more than usually obstinate after his late suc­

cess. "Nev~r mind, sir. I can stand pretty firm of myself, sir, I believe, without 
being shored up by you.'' And having given utterance to this retort, J\lr. 
vVillot fixed his eyes upon the boiler, and fell into a kind of tobacco-trance. 

The spirits of the company being somewhat damped by this embarrassing line 
of conduct on the part of their host, nothing more was sa.id for a long time ; 
but at length Mr. Cobb took upon himself to remark, as he rose to knock tho 
ashes out of his pipe, that he hoped Joe would thenceforth learn to obey his 
father in all things; that he had found, that day, he was not one of the sort of 
men who were to be trifled with; and that he would recommend him, poetically 
speaking, to mind his eye for the future. 

"I'rl recommend you, in return," said Joe, looking up with a flushed face, 
" not to talk to me,'' 

" Hold your tongue, sirt criRd 1\Ir. "\Villet, suddenly rousing himself, ::i,rnl 
turning round. 

" I won't, father," cried Joo, smiting tho table with his fist, so that the jugs 
and glasses rung :1gain ; " these things are hard enough to bc::i.r from yon ; 
from anybody else I never will endure them any more. Therefore I say, l\1r. 
Cobb, don't talk to me.'' 

" vVhy, who are you," said .Mr. Cobb, sneeringly, "that you're not to be 
talked to, eh, Joe?" 

To which Joe returned no answer, but with a very ominous shake of the 
head, resumed his old position, which he would have peacefully preserved until 
the house shut up at night, but that Mr. Cobb, stimulated by the ,rnnder of 
the company at the young man's presumption, retorted with sundry taunts, 
which proved too much for flesh and blood to bear. Crowding into one moment 
the vexation and the wrath of years, Joe started up, overturned the table, fell 
upon his long enemy, pummelled him with all his might and main, and finished 
by driving him with surprising swiftness against a heap of spittoons in one 
corner; plunging into which, head foremost, with a tremendous crash, he lay 
at full leno-th amono- the ruins, stunned and motionless. Then, without wait-o b 

ing to receive the compliments of the bystanders on the victory he had won, 
he retreated to his own bedchamber, and considering himself in a state of siege, 
piled all the portable furniture against the door by wD,y of barricade. 

"I have done it now," said Joe, as he sat down upon his bedstead and wip C:: <l 
his heated face. '' I knew it would come at last. The i1aypole and I must 
part company. I'm a roving vagabond-she hates me forevermore-it's all over!" 
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CHAPTER THE THIRTY-FIRST. 

1 , , i .•-, ONDERING on his unhappy lot, Joe sat and listened for a 
. ..,.. · 

1

/_·- Jong time, expecting every moment to hear their creaking . t_ \ c,, footsteps on the stairs, or to be greeted by his worthy father \~: ·.; · -:, , ~· ;:=_ w_ith a summo~s to capitulate. uncon~itionall y, and deli vcr '·:le -'-- ,,,,-· oi-c; himself up stra1ghtw~y. But neither voice nor ~ootstep came; t" . ~;:i- ·t. and though some distant echoes, as of closmg doors and. 
~\2 __ ~qfiih,c-~ people hurrying in and out of rooms, resounding from time 
to time through the great passages, and penetrating to his remote seclusion, 
gave note of unusual commotion down stairs, no nearer sound disturbed his 
pbce of retreat, which seemed the quieter for these far-off noises, and was as dull and full of gloom as any hermit's cell. 

It came on darker and darker. The old-fashioned furniture of the chamber, 
which was a kind of hospital for all the invalided moven.bles in the house, grew 
indistinct and shadowy in its many shapes; chairs and tables, which by dny 
were as honest cripples as need be, assumed a doubtful and mysterious chn­
racter; and one old leprous screen of faded India, le~ther and gold binding, 
which had kept out many a cold breath of air in clays of yore a.nd shut in 
many a jolly face, frowned on him with a spectral aspect, and stood at full 
height in its allotted corner, like some gaunt ghost who waited to be questioned. 
A portrait opposite the window-a queer, old grey-eyed general, in an oval 

YOL. IIr.-62. L 
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frame- seemed to wink and dose as the light decayed, and at length, when tho 
last faint glimmering speck of day vrnnt out, to shut its eyes in good earnest, 
and fall sound asleep. There ,vas such a hush and mystery about everything, 
that Joe could not help following its example; and so went off into a slumber 
likewise, and dreamed of Dolly, till the clock of Chigwell church struck two. 

Still nobody came. The distant noises in the house had ceased, and out of 
doors all was quiet too ; save for the occasional barking of some deep-mouthed 
dog, and the shaking of the branches by the night wind. He gazed mournfully 
out of window at each well-known object as it lay sleeping in the dim light of tho 
moon; and creeping back to his former seat, thought about the late uproar, until, 
v:ith long thinking of, it seemed to have occurred a month ago. Thus, between 
dosing, and thinking, and walking to the window and looking out, the night wore 
away; the grim old screen, and the kindred chairs and tables, began slowly to 
reveal themselves in their accustomed forms ; the grey-eyed general seemed to 
wink nnd yawn and rouse himself; and at last he was broad awake again, and very 
uncomfortable and cold and haggard he looked, in the dull grey light of morning. 

The sun had begun to peep above the forest trees, and already flung across 
the curling mist bright bars of gold, when Joe dropped from his window on tho 
ground below, a little bundle and his trusty stick, and prepared to descend himself. 

It ,vas not a very difficult task; for there were so many projections and gable 
ends in the way, that they formed a series of clumsy steps, with no grea.ter 
obstacle than a jump of some few feet at last. Joe, with his stick and bundle 
on his shoulder, quickly stood on the firm earth, and looked up at the old 
Maypole, it might be for the last time. 

He dicln,t apostrophise it, for he was no great scholar. He didn't curse it, 
for he had little ill-will to give to anything on earth. He felt more affoctiona.tc 
and kind to it than ever he had done in all his life before, so said with ~11 his 
heart, " God bless you!,, as a parting wish, and turned awa.y. 

He walked along at a brisk pace, big "·ith grea,t thoughts of going for a 
soldier ancl dying in some foreign country where it was very hot and sandy, nnd 
lea.ving Goel knows what unheard-of wealth in prize-money to Dolly, who would 
be very much affected when she came to know of it; and full of such youthful 
visions, which were sometimes sanguine and sometimes melancholy, but ahYays 
had her for their main point and centre, pushed on vigorously until the noise 
of London sounded in his ears, and the Black Lion hove in sight. 

It was only eight o,clock then, and very much astonished the Black Lion 
was, to see him come wa.lking in with dust upon his feet at that early hour, 
with no grey mn,re to be::tr him company. But n,s he ordered bre::tkfast to be 
got ready with all speed, and on its being set before him gave indisputable tokens 
of a hearty appetite, the Lion receiYed him, as usual, with a hospitable welcome; 
n,nd treated him with those marks of distinction, which, as a regular customer, 
and one within the freemasonry of tho trade, he lrnd :1 right to cla.im. 

This Lion or landlord,-for he was called both man ::md beast, b_y reason of 
his having instructed the nrtist who pa.intecl his sign, to convey into the fc:1turcs 
of the lordly brute whose effigy it bore, as near a counterpart of his own face 
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as his skill could compass and devise,-was a gentleman almost as quick of 
apprehension, and of almost as subtle a wit, as the mighty John himself. But 
tho difference between them lay in this; that whereas ~Ir. \Villet's extreme 
sag,wity and acuteness were the efforts of unassisted nature, the Lion stood 
indebted, in no small amount, to beer; of which he swigged such copious 
draughts, that most of his faculties were utterly drowned and washed away, 
except the one great faculty of sleep, which he retained in surprising perfec­
tion. The cru::tking Lion over the house-door was, therefore, to say the truth, 
rather a drowsy, tame, and feeble lion; and as these social representatives or 
a savage class are usually of a, conventional character (being depicted, for the 
most part, in impossible attitudes and of unearthly colours), he was frequently 
supposed by the more ignorant and uninformed among the neighbours, to be 
the veritable portrait of the host as he appeared on the occasion of some great 
funeral ceremony or public mourning. 

" \Vhat noisy fellow is that in the next room?" said Joe, when he had di$~ 
posed of his breakfast, and had washed and brushed himself. 

" A recruiting serjeant," replied the Lion. 
Joo started involuntarily. Here was the very thing he had been dreaming 

of, all the way along. 
" And I wish," said the Lion, "he was anywhere else but here. The party 

make noise enough, but they don't ca.II for much. There's great cry there~ .Mr. 
vVillet, but very little wool. Your father wouldn't like 'em, I know." 

Perhaps not much under any circumstances. Perhaps if he could have known 
what was passing at that moment in Joe's mind, he would have liked them still 
less. 

" Is he recruiting for a-for a fine regiment ~ '' said Joe, glancing at a littlo 
round mirror that hung in the bar. 

l' I believe he is," replied the host. " It's much the same thing, whatever 
regiment he's recruiting for. I'm told there an't, a deal of difference betwoeu 
a. fine ma,n arnl another one, vvhen they're shot through and through." 

" They're not all shot," said Joe. 
" No," the Lion answered, "not all. Those that are-supposing it's dono 

easy-are the best off in my opinion." 
'' Ah ! " retorted Joe, '' but you don't care for glory," 
" For what t' said the Lion. 
" Glory." 
" No,'' returned the Lion, with supreme indifference. "I don't. You're 

right in that, Mr. vVillet. \Vhen Glory comes here, and calls for anything to 
drink and changes a guinea to pay for it, I'll give it him for nothing. It's my 
belief, sir, -~hat the Glory's arms wouldn't do a very strong business." 

These remarks were not at all comforting. Joe wa,lked out, stopped at the 
door of the next room, and listened. The serjeant was describing a military 
life. It was all drinking, he said, except that there were frequent intervals of 
eating and love-making. A battle was the finest thing in the worlcl-when 
your side won it-and Englishmen always did that. "Supposing you should 
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be killed, sir?" said a timid voice in one corner. " ,v ell, sir, supposing you 

should be," said the serjeant, "what then? Your country loves you, sir; his 

T,Iajosty King George the Third loves you; your memory is honoured, revered, 

:;:cspected; everybody's fond of you, and grateful to you ; your name's ,,Tote 

down at full length in a book in the ,var-office. Damme, gentlemen, we must 

all <lie some time, or another, eh?" 
The voice coughed, and said no more. 

Joo walked into the room. A group of half-a-dozen fellows ha<l gathered 

together in the tap-room, and were listening with greedy ears. One of them, Ri 

carter in a smockfrock, seemed wavering and disposed to enlist. The rest, 

who were by no means disposed, strongly urged him to do so (according to 

the custom of mankind), backed the serjeant's arguments, and grinned among 

themselves. "I say nothing, boys," said the serjeant, ,...,ho sat a little apart, 

drinking his liquor. " For lads of spirit"-here he cast an eye on Joe-" this 

is the time. I don't want to inveigle you. The king's not come to tlrnt, I 

hope. Brisk young blood is what we want ; not milk and water. ,v e ,von't 

take five men out of six. "re want top-sawyers, ,ve do. I'm not a-going to 

tell tales out of school, but, damme, if every gentleman's son that carries arms 

in our corps, through being under a cloud and h::wing little differences with 

his relations, ,vas counted up"-here his eye fell on Joe aga,in, and so good­

naturedly, that Joe beckoned him out. He came directly. 

" You're a gentleman, by G- ! " wa,s his first remark, as he slapped him on 

the back. "You're a gentleman in disguise. So am I. Let's swear a friendship:~ 

Joe didn't exactly do that, but he shook hands with him, and thanked him 

for his good opinion. 
"You want to serve," said his new friend. " You shall. You were made for 

it. You're one of us by na.ture. '\V ha.t'll you take to drink?"' 

" Nothing just now," replied Joe, smiling faintly. " I ha.ven't quite made up 

my mind." 
"A mettlesome fellow like you, and not nmde up his mind t" cried the 

serjeant. " Here-let me give the bell a pull, and you'll make up your mind in 

half a minute, I know." 
'' You're right so far "-answered Joe, "for if you pull the bell here, whero 

I'm known, there'll be an end of my soldiering inclinations in no time. Look 

in my face. You see me, do you t' 
"I do," replied the serjeant with an oath, "and a finer young fellow or one 

better qualified to serve his king and country, I neyer set my-·' he usod an 

adj ective in this place-" eyes on." 
'· Thank you,, said Joe, "I didn't ::i,sk you for want of a compliment, but 

thank you all the same. Do I look like a sneaking fellow or a liar ? " 

The serjeant rejoined with many choice asseverations that he didn't; and 

tha.t if his (the serj eant's) own father were to say he did, he ,vould run the 

olLl gentloma,n through the body cheerfully, and consider it a meritorious action. 

Joe expressed his obligations, and continued, " You can trust me then, ancl 

c1·eclit what I say. I believe I shall enlist into your regiment to-night. Tho 
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reason I don't do so now is, because I don't want until to-night, to do what I 
can't reca,l. "\Vhere shall I find you, this evening?" 

His friend replied with some unwillingness, and after much ineffectua,l 
entreaty having for its object the immediate settlement of the business, that 
his quarters would be at the Crooked Billet in Tower-street; where he would 
be found waking until midnight, and sleeping until breakfast-time to-morrow. 

"A ncl if I do come-which it's a million to one, I shall-when will you take 
me out of London?" demanded Joe. 

" To-morrow morning, at ha,lf after eight o' clock,, replied the serjeant. 
'' You'll go abroad-a country where it's all sunshine and plunder-the finest 
climate in the world." 

" To go abroad," said Joe, shaking hands with him, "is the very thing I 
\Yant. You may expect me." 

" You're the kind of lad for us," cried the serjeant, holding Joe's hand in 
his, in the excess of his admiration. " You're the boy to push your fortune. 
I don't say it because I bear you any envy, or would take away from the credit 
of tho rise you'll make, but if I had been bred and taught like you, I'd have 
been a colonel by this time." 

" Tush ma,n ! " said Joe, "I'm not so young as that. Needs must when the 
devil drives ; and tho devil that drives me is an empty pocket and an unhappy 
home. For the present, good-bye.'' 

'' For king and country! ,, cried the scrjeant, flourishing his cap. 
"For bread and meat!,, cried Joe, snapping his fingers. And so they parted. 
He lrn,d very little money in his pocket; so little indeed, that after paying 

for his breakfast (,rhich he was too honest and perhaps too proud to score up 
to his father's charge) he had but a penny left. He had courage, notwith­
standing, to resist all the affectionate importunities of the serjeant, who way­
laid him at the door with many protestations of eternal friendship, and did in 
particular request that he would do him the favour to accept of only 0110 

shilling as a temporary accommodation. Rejecting his offers both of cash an<l 
credit, Joe walkt::•d awa.y with stick and bundle as before, bent upon getting 
through the day as ho best could, and going down to the locksmith's in tho 
dusk of the evening; for it should go hard, he had resolved, but he would have 
a parting word with charming Dolly Varden. 

Ho went out by Islington and so on to Highgate, and sat on many stones 
and gates, but there were no voices in the bells to bid him turn. Since the time 
of noble "\Vhittingt.on, fa,ir flower of merchants, bells have come to have less 
sympathy with humankind. They only ring for money and on state occasions. 
"\ Vanclerers lrnve incrensed in number; ships leave the Thames for distant 
regions, carrying from stem to stern no other cargo ; the bells are silent ; they 
ring out no entreaties or regrets; they are used to it and have grown worldly. 

Joe bought a roll, and reduced his purse to the condition (with a difference) 
of th~it celebrated purse of Fortunatus, which, whatever were its fa,voured 
owner's necessities, Imel one unvarying amount in it. In these real times, 
when all the Fairies are dead and buried, there are still a groat many purses 
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which possess that quality. The sum-total they contain is expressed in arith­

metic by a circle, and whether it be added to or multiplied by its °'n1 amount, 

the r esult of the problem is more easily stated than any known in figures. 

Evening drew on at last. "\Vith the desolate and solitary feeling of one 

who had no home or shelter, and was alone utterly in the ,vorld for the first 

t ime, he bent his steps towards the locksmith's house. He had delayed till 

now, knowing that :Mrs. Varden sometimes went out alone, or with Miggs for 

her sole attendant, to lectures in the evening; and devoutly hoping that this 

might be one of her nights of moral culture. 

He had walked up and down before the house, on the opposite side of the 

,vay, two or three times, when as he returned to it again, he caught a glimpse 

of a fluttering skirt at the door. It was Dolly's-to whom else could it 

belong? no dress but hers had such a flow as that. He plucked up his spirits, 

and followed it into the workshop of the Golden Key. 

His darkening the door caused her to look round. Oh that face ! " If it 
hadn't been for that,i' thought Joe, "I should never have walked into poor 

Tom Cobb. She's twentytirnes handsomer than ever. She might marry a Lord!" 

He didn't say this. He only thought it-perhaps looked it also. Dolly 

was glad to see him, and was so sorry her father and mother were away from 

home. Joe begged she wouldn't mention it on any a,ccount. 

Dolly hesitated to lead the way into the parlour, for there it was nearly dark; 

at the same time she hesitated to stand talking in the workshop, which was 

yet light and open to the street. They had got by some means, too, before the 

little forge; and Joe having her hand in his ( which he had no right to have, for 

Dolly only gave it him to shake),it was so like standing before some homely altar 

being married, that it was the most embarrassing state of things in the world. 

" I have come," said Joe, "to say good-bye-to say good-bye for I don't 

know how many years ; perhaps for ever. I am going abroad." 

Now this was exactly what he should not have said. Here he was, talking 

like a gentleman at large who was free to come and go and roam about the 

worl<l at his pleasure, when that gallant coachmaker had vowed but the night 

befor e that :Miss Varden held him bound in adamantine chains; and had 

positively stated in so many words that she was killing him by inches, and that 

in a fortnight more or thereabouts he expected to make a decent end and 

leave the business to his mother. 
Dolly released her hand and said " Indeed ! " She remarked in the same 

breath that it was a fine night, and in short, betrayed no more emotion than 

the forge itself. 
"I couldn't go" said Joe, "without coming to see you. I hadn't the heart to." 

Dolly was more sorry than she could tell, that he should have taken so much 

t rouble. It was such a long way, and he must have such a deal to do. And 

h ow was l\Ir. vYillet-that dear old gentleman-
,, Is this all you say ! " cried Joe. 

All! Good gracious, what did the man expect I She was obliged to take her 

apron in her hand and run her eyes along the hem from corner to corner, to keep 
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herself from laughing in his face ;-not because his gaze confused her-not 

at all. 
Joe had small experience in love affairs, and had no notion how different 

young la,dies are at different times; he had expected to take Dolly up again at 

the very point where he had left her after that delicious evening ride, and was 

no more prepared for such an alteration than to see the sun and moon clrnnge 

places. He had buoyed himself up all day with an indistinct iclea that she 

would certainly say "Don't go," or "Don't leave us," or " vVhy do you got' or 

" '\Vhy do you leave us t' or would give him some little encouragement of that 

sort; he had even entertained the possibility of her bursting into tears, of her 

throwing herself into his arms, of her falling clown in a fainting-fit without 

pre\'ious word or sign; but any approach to such a line of conduct as this, had 

been so far from his thoughts that he could only look at her in silent wonder. 

Dolly in the mean while, turned to the corners of her apron, and measured 

the sides, and smoothed out the wrinkles, and was as silent as he. At last 

after a long pause, Joe said good-bye. "Good-bye "-said Dolly-with as 

pleasant a smile as if he were going into the next street, and were coming back 

to supper; "good-bye." 
" Come," said Joe, putting out both his hands, " Dolly, dear Dolly, don't 

let us part like this. I love you dearly, with all my heart and soul ; with as 

much truth and earnestness as ever man loved woman in this world, I do 

believe. I am a poor fellow, as you know-poorer now than ever, for I 

have fled from home, not being able to bear it any longer, and must fight my 
own way without help. You are beautiful, admired, are loved by everybody, 

are well off and happy; and may you ever be so ! Heaven forbid I should 

ever make you otherwise; but give me a word of comfort. S'ay something 

kind to me. I have no right to expect it of you, I know, but I ask it because 

I love you, and shall treasure the slightest word from you all through my 

life. Dolly, dearest, have you nothing to say to me f' 
No. Nothing. Dolly was a coquette by nature, and a spoilt child. She had 

no notion of being carried by storm in this way. The coachmaker would have 

been dissolved in tears, and would have knelt down, and called himself names, 

and clas1:red his hands, and beat his breast, and tugged wildly at his cravat, and 

clone all kinds of poetry. Joe had no business to be going abroad. He had no 

right to be able to do it. If he was in adamantine chains, he couldn't. 

" I have said good-bye," said Dolly, "twice. Take your arm away directly, 

Mr. Joseph, or I'll call iiiggs." 
" I'll not reproach you," answered Joe, " it's my fault, no doubt. I have 

thought sometimes that you didn't quite despise me, but I was a fool to think so. 

Every one must, who has seen the life I have led-you most of all. Goel bless you!" 

He was gone, actually gone. Dolly waited a little while, thinking he would 

return, peeped out at the door, looked up the street and down as well as the 

incniasing uarkness would allow, came in again, waited a little longer, went 

up stairs humming a tune, bolted herself in, laid her head down on her bed, 

and cried as if her heart would break. And yet such natures are made up of 

so many contradictions, that if Joe ,Villet had come back that night, next 
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da.y, next week, next month, the odds are a hundred to one she would ha.Ye 
treated him in the very same manner, and have wept for it afterwards with 
the very same distress. 

She had no sooner left the workshop than there cautiously peered out from 
behind the chimney of the forge, a face which had already emerged from tho 
same concealment twice or thrice, unseen, and which, after satisfying itself 
that it was now alone, was followed by a leg, a shoulder, and so on Gy 
degrees, until the form of :Mr. Tappertit stood confessed, with a brown-p~.pcr 
cap stuck negligently on one side of its head, and its arms very much a-kimbo. 

" H[lii'G my ears deceived me," said the 'Prentice, "or do I dream! am I to 
thank thee, Fortun', or to cus thee-which~" 

He gravely descended from his elevation, took down his piece of looking­
glass, planted it against the wall upon the usual bench, twisted his head round, 
and looked closely at his legs. 

" If they're a dream," said Sim, " lot sculptures ha,ve such ·wisions, and 
chisel 'em out when they wake. This is reality. Sleep has no such limbs as 
them. Tremble, "\Villet, and despair. She's mine ! ~he's mine !" 

"\i\Tith these triumphant expressions, he seized a hammer and dealt a hcayy 
blow at a vice, which in his mind's eye represented the sconce or head of 
Joseph "\Villet. That done, he burst into a peal of laughter \Yhich startled 
:Miss l\liggs even in her distant kitchen, and <lipping his head into a bowl of 
waiter, had recourse to a jack-towel inside the closet door, which served tho 
cloublo purpose of smothering his feelings and drying his face. 

Joe, disconsolate and down-hearted, but full of courage too, on leaving the 
locksmith's house made the best of his way to the Crooked Billet, and there 
inquired for his friernl the serjeant, who, expecting no man less, received him 
with open arms. In the course of five minutes after his arrival at that house 
of entertainment, he was enrolled among the gallant defenders of his nati,,e 
land; and vr·ithin half an hour, was regaled with a steaming supper of boiled 
tripe and onions, prepared, as his friend assured him more than once, at tho 
express command of his most Sacred :Majesty the King. To this meal, which 
tasted very savoury after his long fasting, he did ample justice ; and when he 
had followed it up, or down, with a variety of loyal and patriotic toasts, he 
was conducted to a straw mattress in a loft over the stable, and locked in there 
for the night. 

The next morning, he found that the obliging care of his martial friend had 
decorated his hat with sundry parti-coloured streamers, which made :i very 
lively appearance; and in company ,vith tl1at officer, and three other military 
gentlemen newly enrolled, who were under a cloud so dense that it only left 
three shoes, a boot, and a coat and a half visible among them, repaired to tho 
river-side. Here they were joined by a corpornJ and four more heroes, of 
whom two were drunk and daring, and two sober and penitent, but each of 
whom, like Joe, had his dusty stick and bundle. The }'arty embarked in a 
passage-boat bound for Gravesend, whence they were to proceed on foot to 
Chatham; tho wind "·as in their favour, and they soon left London behind 
them, a mere dark mist-a giant phantom in tho tLir. 
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CHAPTER THE 'rHIR1'Y-SECOND. 

!ilrsr-oRTUI'iES, saith the adage, never come singly. There is little doubt that 
troubles n.re exceedingly gregarious in their nature, and flying in flocks, are 
apt to perch capriciously; crowding on the hea,ds of some poor wights until 
there is not n,n inch of room left on their unlucky crowns, and taking no more 
notice of others who offer as good resting-places for the soles of their feet, than 
if they had no existence. It may have happened that a flight of troubles brood­
ing over London, and looking out for Joseph "\Villet, whom they couldn't find, 
darted down hap-hazard on the first young man that caught their fancy, and 
settled on him instead. However this may be, certain it is thn.t on the very day 
of Joe's departure they swarmed about the ears of Edward Chester, and did so 
buzz an cl flap their wings, and persecute him, that he '.vas most profound! y wretched. 

It was evening, and just eight o'clock, when he and his fa,ther, having wine 
and dessert set before them, were left to themselves for the first time that day. 
They had dined together~ but a third person had been present during the meal, 
ancl until they met at table they had not seen each other since the previous night. 

Edward was reserved, and silent. :Mr. Chester was more than usually gay; 
but not caring, as it seemed, to open a conversation with one whose humour 
was so different, he vented the lightness of his spirit in smiles and sparkling 
looks, and 111:ide no effort to awaken his attention. So they remained for some 
time : the father lying on a imfa with his accustomed air of graceful negligence; 
the son seated opposite to him with downcast eyes, busied, it was plain, with 
painful a,nd uneasy thoughts. 

" l\[y dear Edwa,rd,'' said Mr. Chester at length, with a most engaging 
Lwgh, " do not extend your drowsy influence to the decanter. Suffer tliat to 
circulate, let your spirits be never so stagnant.'' 

Edward begged his pardon, passed it, and relapsed into his former state. 
" You do wrong not to fill your glass," said l\fr. Chester, holding up his 

o,vn before the light. " "\Vine in moderation-not in excess, for that makes 
men ugly-has a thousand pleasant influences. It brightens the eyes, improves 
tho voice, imparts a new vivacity to one's thoughts and conversa,tion: you 
should try it, N8d." 

'' Ah father ! " cried his son, " if --" 
' · _jly good fellow," interposed the parent hastily, as he set clown his gla..ss, 

and raised his eyebrows with a startled and horrified expression, "for heaven's 
sa,ke don't call me by that obsolete and ancient name. Have some regard for 
delicacy. Am I grey, or wrinkled, do I go on crutches, have I lost my teeth, 
that you adopt such a mode of address? Good God, how very coarse ! " 

" I was about to speak to you from my heart, sir," returned Edward, '' in the 
conficlonce which should subsist between us; and you check me in the outset." 

" Now do, Ned, do not," said !IIr. Chester, raising his delicate hand implor­
ingly, '' talk in that monstrous manner. About to speak from your heart l 
Don't you know that the heart is an ingenious prLrt of our formation-the 
centre of the blood-vessels and all thait sort, of thing-which has no more to do 
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with what you say or think, than your knees have? How can you be so very 

vulgar and absurd? These anatomical allusions should be left to gentlemen of 

the medical profession. They are really not agreeable in society. You quite 
. N d ,, surpnse me, e . 

" \Vell ! there are no such things to wound, or heal, or have regard for. 

I know your cree<l, sir, and "·ill say no more," returned his son. 
" There again,,, said l\Ir. Chester, sipping his wine, " you are ·wrong. 

I distinctly say there are such things. \Ve know there are. The hearts of 

animals-of bullocks, sheep, and so forth-are cooked and devoured, as I am 

told, by the 10\ver classes, with a vast deal of relish. :Men are sometimes 

stabbed. to the heart, shot to the heart; but a~ to speaking from the heart, or 

to the heart, or being warm-hearted, or cold-hearted, or broken-hearted, or 

being all heart, or having no heart-pah ! these things are nonsense, Ned." 

" No doubt, sir," returned his son, seeing that he paused for him to speak. 

" No doubt.'' 
" There's Haredale's niece, your late flame/ said Mr. Chester, as a careless 

illustration of his meaning. " No doubt in your mind she was all heart once. 

Now she has none at all. Yet she is the same person, Ned, exactly.'' 

'' She is a changed person, sir," cried Edward, reddening; " and changed 

by vile means, I believe." 
" You have had a cool <lismissal, have you?'' said his father. " Poor Ned ! I 

tolJ you last night ,vhat would happen.-:1\lay I ask you for the nut-crackers 1" 
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" She has been tampered with, and most treacherously deceived," cried 

Edward, risin_g from his seat. '' I never -will believe that the knordedge of 
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my real position, given her by myself, has worked this change. I know she is 

beset and tortured. But though our contract is at an end, and broken p:tst 

all redemption; though I charge upon her want of firmness and ,vant of truth, 

both to herself and me; I do not now, an<l. never will believe, that any sordid 

motive, or her own unbiassed will, has le<l. her to this course-never ! " 

" You make me blush,i' returned his father gaily, "for the folly of your 

nature, in which-but ·we never know ourselves-I devoutly hope there is no 

reflection of my own. \Vith regard to the young lady herself, she has done 

what is very natural and proper, my dear fellow; what you yourself proposed, 

as I learn from Hareclale; and what I predicted-with no g1·eat exercise of 

sagacity-she would do. She supposed you to be rich, or at least quite rich 

enough; and found you poor. :Marriage is a civil contract ~ people marry to 

better their worldly condition and improve appearances ; it is an affa,ir of 

house and furniture, of liveries, servants, equipage, and so forth. The lady 

being poor and you poor also, there is an end of the m:1tter. You cannot 

enter upon these considerations, and have no manner of business with the 

ceremony. I drink her health in this glass, and respect and honour her for 

her extreme good sense. It is a lesson to you. Fill yours, Neel.'' 

"It is a lesson," :::eturned his son, " by ,Yhich I hope I may never profit, 

ancl if yen.rs and their experience impress it on _,, 

" Don't s:i..y on the heart," interposed his father. 

" On men whom the world and its hypocrisy have spoiled," said Erl ward 
warmly, "Heaven keep me from its knowledge." 

" Come, sir,~' returned his father, raising himself a little on the sofa, and 

looking stra.ight towards him; "we have had enough of this. Remember, if 

you please, your interest, your duty, your moral obliga.tions, your filial a.ffec­

tions, and all that sort of thing, which it is so very delightful and charming to 

reflect upon; or you will repent it.', 

" I shall never repent the preservation of my self-respect, sir," said Edward. 

" Forgive me if I say that I will not sa~rifice it at your bidding, and that I 

will not pursue the track which you would ha,ve me take, and to which tho 

secret share you have had in this late separation, tends.,, 

His father rose a little higher still, and looking at him as though curious to 

know if ho were quite resolved and earnest, dropped gently down again, and 

sa,id in tho calmest voice-eating his nuts meanwhile, 

" Eel ward, my father had a son, who being a fool like you, and, like you, 

enterbining low and disobedient sentiments, he disinherited and cursed one 

morning after breakfast. The circumstance occurs to me with a singular 

clearness of recollection this evening. I remember eating muffins at the time, 

with marmalade. Ho led a miserable life (the son, I mean) and died early; 

it was a happy release on all accounts; he degraded the family very much. 

It is a, sad. circnrn~tance, Edward, when a father finds it necessary to resort to 

such strong measures.,, 

" It is," replied Ed ward , "and it is 1md when a ~on, profferjng him hjs love 

n.ncl duty in their best ancl truest sense, finds himself repollerl. at every turn, 

n-nd forced to disobey. Dear fathert he added, more earnestly though in a 
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gentler tone, " I have reflected many times on what occurred between us wlien 
we first discusse<l this subject. Let there be a confidence between m ; not in 
terms, but truth. Hear what I have to say." 

" As I anticipate what it is, and cannot fail to do so, Edwardt r(:'turned 
his father coldly, '' I decline. I couldn,t possibly. I am sure it would put 
me out of temper, which is a state of mind I can't endure. If you intend to 
mar my plans for your establishment in life, and the preservation of that 
gentility and becoming pride, which our family have so long sustained-if, in 
short, you are resolved to take your own course, you must take it, and my 
curse with it. I am very sorry, but there's really no alternative." 

" The curse may pass your lips," said Edward, "but it will be but empty 
bren.th. I do not believe that any man on earth has greater power to call one 
down upon his fellow-least of all, upon his own child-than he has to make 
one drop of rain or flake of snow fall from the clouds above us at his impious 
bidding. Be,vare, sir, what you do." 

" You are so very irreligious, so exceedingly undutiful, so horribly profane," 
rejoined his father, turning his face lazily towards him, and cracking another 
nut, "that I positiYely must interrupt you here. It is quite impossible we 
can continue to go on, upon such terms as these. If you will do me the favour 
to ring the bell, the servant will show you to the door. Return to this roof 
no more, I beg you. Go, sir, since you have no moral sense remaining; and 
go to the DeYil, at my express desire. Good day." 

Ed ward left the room without another word or look, and turned his back 
upon the house for ever. 

The father's face was slightly flushed and heated, but his manner was quite 
unchanged, as he rang the bell again, and addressed his servant on his entrance. 

" Peak-if that gentleman who has just gone out_,, 
" I beg your pardon, sir, Mr. Ed ward r' 
" ,Vere there more than one, dolt, that you ask the question ?-If that 

gentleman should send here for his wardrobe, let him have it, do you henr? If 
he should call himself at any time, I'm not at home. You'll tell him so, and 
shut the door.'' 

So, it soon got whispered :.dJout, tlrn.t i1r. Chester was very unfortunate 
in his son, who ha.cl occasioned him great grief and sor-ro,v. And the good 
people ,, ho heard this and told it again, marvelled the more at his ec1nanirnity 
and even temper, and said what an amiable nature that man must have, who, 
having undergone so much, could be so placid and so calm. And ,...-hc:n 
Edward's name was spoken, Society shook its head and laid its finger on its 
lip, and sighed, and looked very gr:we; and those who had sons about his age, 
waxed \\Tathful ancl indignant, and hoped, for Virtue's sake, that he ,...-as dead. 
And the world went on turning round, as usual, for five years, concerning 
which this N arratire is silent. 



CHAPTER THE THIRTY-THIRD. 

NE wintry evening, early in the year of our Lord one thousand 
seven hundred and eighty, a keen north wind arose as it 
grew dark, and night came on with black and dismal looks. 
A bitter storm of sleet, sharp, dense, and icy-cold, swept 
the wet streets, and rattled on the trembling windows. Sign­
boards, shaken past endurance in their creaking frames, fell 
crashing on the pavement ; old tottering chimneys reeled 

and staggered in the blast ; and many a steeple rocked again that night, as 
though tho earth were troubled. 

It was not a time for those who could by any means get light and warmth, 
to brave the fury of tho weather. In coffee-houses of the better sort, guests 
crowded round the fire, forgot to be political, and told each other with a secret 
gbclness that the blast grew fiercer every minute. Each humble tavern by 
the water-side, had its group of uncouth figures round the hearth ; who talked of 
vessels foundering at sea, and all hands lost, related many a dismal tale of ship­
wreck and drowned men, and hoped that some they knew were safe, and shook 
their heads in doubt. In private dwellings, children clustered near the blaze; 
listening with timid pleasure to tales of ghosts and goblins, and tall figures 
clad in white standing by bedsides, and people who had gone to sleep in old 
churches and beirio- overlooked had found themselves alone there at the dead 0 

hour of the night: until they shuddered at the thought of tho dark rooms up·· 
YOL. IIJ.-63. M 
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stairs, yet loved to hear the ·wind moan too, and hoped it would continue 

bravely. From time to time these happy in-door people stopped to listen, 

or one held np his finger and cried " Hark ! " and then, above the rumbling in 

the chimney, and the fast pa.ttering on the glass, was heard a wailing, rushing 

sound, which shook the walls as though a giant's hand were on them; then a 

hoarse roar as if the sea had risen; then such a whirl and tumult that the air 

seemed mad ; and then, with a lengthened howl, the waves of wind sYvept on, and 

left a moment's interval of rest. 
Cheerily, though there were none abroad to see it, shone the :1\Iaypole light 

tlrn,t evening. Blessings on the red-deep, ruby, glowing red-old curtain of the 

window ; blending into one rich stream of brightness, fire and candle, meat, 

drink, and company, and gleaming like a jovial eye upon tho bleak waste out 

of doors ! "\Vithin, what carpet like its crunching sand, what music merry as its 

crackling logs, what perfume like its kitchen's dainty breath, what weather 

genial as its hearty warmth! Blessings on the old house, how sturdily it stood! 

How did the vexed wind chafe and roar about its stalwart roof; how did it 

pant and strive with its wide chimneys, which still poured forth from their 

hospitable throats, great clouds of smoke, and puffed defo1nce in its face ; how 

above all, did it drive and rattle at the casement, emulous to extinguish that cheer­

ful glow, which would not be put clown and seemed the brighter for the conflict. 

The profusion too, the rich and lavish bounty, of that goodly tavern! It 

was not enough that one fire roared and sparkled on its spacious hearth; in 

tho tiles which paved and cornpa.ssecl it, five hundred flickering fires burnt 

brightly also. It was not enough that one red curtain shut the wild night out, 

and shed its cheerful influence on the room. In every sancep;:i,n lid, and 

candlestick, and vessel of copper, brass, or tin that hung upon the \Ya.lls, were 

countless rudely hangings, flashing and gleaming with every motion of the blaze, 

and offering, let the eye wander where it might, interminable vistas of the same 

rich colour. The old oak wainscoting, the beams, the chairs, the seats, reflected 

it in a deep, dull glimmer. There were fires and red curtains in the very eyes 

of the drinkers, in their buttons, in their liquor, in the pipes they smoked. 

Mr. vVillet sat in what had been his accustomed place five yenirs before, with 

his eyes on the eternal boiler; and had sat there since the clock struck eight, 

giving no other signs of life than breathing with a loud and constant snore 

(though he was wide awake), and from time to time putting his glass to his lips, 

or knocking the ashes out of his pipe, and filling it anew. It was now half-past 

ten. lVIr. Cobb and long Phil Parkes \Yere his companions, as of old, and for 

two mortaJ hours and a half, nono of tho company had pronounced one word. 

\Vhet.her people, by dint of sitting together in the s:1me pln.ce :1nd the same 

relative positions, and doing exactly the s:1me things for a great many years, ac­

quire a sixth sense, or some unknown power of influencing each other which serves 

them in its stead, is a question for philosophy to settle. But certain it is that old 

John \Villot, iir. Parkes, and iir. Cobb, were one and all firmly of opinion 

that they ,vere very jolly companions-rather choice spirits than otherwise; that 

they looked at each other every now and then as if there were a perpetual inter­

change of ideas going on among them; that no man considered himself or his 
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neighbour by any means silent; and that each of them nodded occasionally when 
he caught the eye of another, as if he would say "You have expressed yourself 
extremely well, sir, in relation to that sentiment, and I quite agree with you." 

The room was so very ,varm, the tobacco so very good, and the fire so very 
soothing, that :Mr. vVillet by degrees began to doze; but as he had perfectly 
acquired, by dint of long habit, the art of smoking in his sleep, and as his 
breathing ,-ras pretty much the same, a,vake or asleep, saving that in the latter 
case he sometimes experienced a slight difficulty in respiration (such as tl, 
carpenter meets with when he is planing and comes to a knot), neither of his 
companions was aware of the circumstance, until he met with one of these 
impediments and was obliged to try again. 

"Johnny's dropped off,, said Mr. Parkes in a whisper. 
"Fast as a top,, said Mr. Cobb. 
Neither of them said any more until Mr. Willet came to another knot­

one of surpassing obduracy-which bade fair to throw him into convulsions, 
but which he got over at last without waking, by an effort quite superhuman. 

"He sleeps uncommon hard" said Mr. Cobb. 
1Ir. Pa,rkes, who was possibly a hard-sleeper himself, replied with some dis­

dain " Not a bit on it;" and directed his eyes towards a handbill pasted over 
the chimney-piece, which was decorated at the top with a woodcut repre­
sentiug a youth of tender years running away very fast, with a bundle over 
his shoulder at the end of a stick, and-to carry out the idea-a finger-post 
and a mile-stone beside him. _-Mr. Cobb likewise turned his eyes in the same 
direction, and surveyed the placard as if that were the first time he ha,d ever 
beheld it. Now, this was a document which :Mr. ""\1/illet ha,d himself indited 
on tho disa,ppearance of his son Joseph, acquainting the nobility and gentry 
ancl the public in general with tho circumstances of his having left his home ; 
describing his dress and appearance ; and offering a reward of five pounds to 
any person or persons ·who would pack him up and return him safely to the 
l\1aypolo at Chigwell, or lodge him in any of his JHajesty's jails until such time 
as his father should come and claim him. In this advertisement :Mr. Willet 
had obstinately persisted, despite the advice and entreaties of his friends, in 
describing his son as a "young boy;" and furthermore as b,Jing from eighteen 
inches to a couple of feet shorter than he really was : two circumstances which 
perhaps accounted in some degree, for its never having been productive of any 
other effect than the transmission to Chigwcll at various times and at a vast 
expense, of some five-a,nd-forty runawa,ys varying from six years old to twelve. 

l\Ir. Cobb and l\Ir. Parkos looked mysteriously at this composition, at each 
other, and at olJ J olm. From tho time he had pasted it up with his own 
hands, l\Ir. "\Villot had neyer by word or sign alluded to the subject, or encou­
raged any one else to do so. Nobody had the least notion what his thoughts 
or opinions were, connected with it; whether he remembered it or forgot it; 
whether he had any idea that such an event had ever taken place. Therefore, 
even while he slept, no one ventured to refer to it in his presence ; and for 
such sufficient reasons, these his chosen friends ,vore silent now. 

~Ir. \Villet had got by this timo into such a complicaition of knots, that it 
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was perfectly clear he must wake or die. He chose the former alternative, and 

opened his eyes. 
'' If he don't come in five minutes," said John, " I shall have supper 

without him." 
The antecedent of this pronoun had been mentioned for the last time at 

eight o'clock. Messrs. Parkes and Cobb being used to this style of conversa­

tion, replied without difficulty that to be sure Solomon was very late, and they 

wondered what had happened to detain him. 

" He an't blown a\Yay, I suppose," said Parkes. '' It's enough to carry a 

man of his figure off his legs, and easy too. Do you hear it 1 It blows great 

guns, indeed. There'll be many a crash in tlrn Forest to-night, I reckon, and 

many a broken branch upon the ground to-morrow." 

" It won't break anything in the :Maypole, I take it, sir," returned old John. 

" Let it try. I give it leave-what's that?'' 

" The wind,,~ cried Parkes. " It's hovvling like a Christian, ::md has been 

all night long." 
" Did you ever, sir," asked John, after a minute's contemplation, " he~r 

the wind say' Maypole t" 
" "\Vhy, what man ever did 1" said Parkes. 

" Nor 'ahoy' perhaps f' added John. 

" No. Nor that neither." 
" Very good, sir," said lVT r. "\ Villet, perfectly unmoved ; "then if that \\'as the 

wind just now, and you'll wait a little time without speaking, you'll hea.r it say 

both words very plain." 
l\1r. Willet was right. After listening for a few moments, they could clearly 

hear, above the roar and tumult out of doors, this shout repeated ; nncl that 

with a shrillness and energy, which denoted that it came from some person in 

great dist.ress or terror. They looked at each other, turned pale, and held 

their breath. No man stirred. 

It was in this emergency, that 1\1r. ""\i\Tillet displayed something of that 

strength of mind and plenitude of mental resource, ,rhich rendered him the ad­

miration of all his friends and neighbours. After looking at :l\Iessrs. Parkes and 

Cobb for some time in silence, he clapped his two hands to his cheeks, and sent 

forth a roar which made the glasses dance and rafters ring-a long-sustained, 

discordant bellow, that rolled on-ward with the wind, and start ling every echo, 

made the night a hundred times more boisterous-a deep,loud, di;smal bray, that 

sounded like a huma,n gong. Then, with every vein in his head :md face swoln 

with the great exertion, and his countenance suffused with a lively purple, ho 

drew a little nearer to the fire, and turning his back upon it, said with dignity: 

" If that's any comfort to anybody, they're welcome to it. If it an't, I'm 

sorry for 'em. If either of you two gentlemen likes to go out and see what's 

the matter, you can. I'm not curious, myself." 

While he spoke tho cry drew nearer and nearer, footsteps passed the 

window, the latch of the door was raised, it opened, was violently shut again, 

nind Solomon Daisy, with a lighted lantern in his hand, and the rn,in st,reaming 

from his disordered dress, dashed into the room. 
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A more complete picture of terror than the little man presented, it would 
be difficult to imagine. The perspiration stood in beaids upon his face, his 
knees knocked together, his every limb trembled, the power of articulation 
was quite gone ; ::rnd there he stood, panting for breath, gazing on them with 
such livid ashy looks, that they were infected with his fear, though ignorant 
of its occasion, and, reflecting his dismayed and horror-stricken visage, stared 
back ao-ain without venturino- to ouestion him; until old John ,Villet, in a 

O o 'l 

fit of temporary insanity, maide a dive at his cravat, and, seizing him by that 
portion of his dress, shook him to and fro until his very teeth appeared to 
rattle in his head. 

" Tell us what's the matter, sir," said John, " or I'll kill you. Tell us 
what's the matter, sir, or in another second, I'll have your head under the 
biler. How dare you look like that? Is ainybody a following of you 1 Wha,t 
do you mean~ Say something, or I'll be the death of you, I will." 

:Mr. ,Yillet, in his frenzy, ·was so near keeping his word to the very letter 
(Solomon Da.isy's eyes already beginning to roll in an alarming manner, and 
certain guttural sounds, as of a choking man, to issue from his throat), that 
the two bystanders, recovering in some degree, plucked him off his victim by 
main force, and placed the little clerk of Chigwell in a chair. Directing a 
fearful gaze all 1·ound the room, he implored them in a faint voice to give him 
some drink; and above all to lock the house-door and close and bar the shut­
ters of the room, without a moment's loss of time. Tho latter request did not 
tend to re-assure his hearers, or to fill them with the most comfortable sensa­
tions; they complied with it, however, with the greatest expedition; and 
having handed him a bumper of brandy-and-water, ncn.rly boiling hot, waited 
to hear what he might have to tell them. 

" Oh, Johnny," said Solomon, shaking him by the hand. " Oh, Parkes. 
Oh, Tommy Cobb. vVhy did I leave this house to-night ! On the nineteenth 
of March-of all nights in the year, on the nineteenth of March !•' 

They all drew closer to the fire. Parkes, who ·was nearest to the door, 
started and looked over his shoulder. Mr. ,villet, with great indignation, 
inquired what the devil he meant by that-and then said, "God forgive me," 
and glanced over his own shoulder, and came a little nearer. 

" "\Vhen I left here to-night," said Solomon Daisy, " I little thought what 
day of the month it was. I have never gone alone into the church after 
dark on this day, for seven-and-twonty years. I have heard it said that as 
we keep our birthdays when ,ve are alive, so the ghosts of dead people, who 
are not easy in their graves, keep the day they died upon.-How the wind 
roars!'' 

Nobody spoke. All eyes were fastened on Solomon. 
" I might have known," he said, "what night it was, by the foul weather. 

There's no such night in the whole year round as this is, al ways. I never 
sleep quietly in my bed on the nineteenth of l\Iarch.'' 

" Go on," said Tom Cobb, in a low voice. " Nor I neither." 
Solomon Daisy raised his glass to his lips; put it down upon the floor with 
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such a trembling han<l that the spoon tinkled in it like a little bell; and 

continued thus. 
" Have I ever said that we are always brought back to this subject in ~ome 

strange way, when the nineteenth of this month comes round? Do you sup­

pose it was by accident, I forgot to wind up the church-clock? I never forget 

it at any other time, though it's such a clumsy thing that it has to be wound 

up every day. "\Vhy should it escape my memory on this day of all others? 

" I made as much haste down there as I could when I went from here, but I 

had to go home first for the keys ; and the wind and rain being dead against me 

all the way, it was pretty well as much as I could do at times to keep my legs. 

I got there at last, opened the church-door, and went in. I had not met a 

soul all the way, a,nd you may judge whether it was dull or not. Neither of 

you would bear me company. If you could have known what was to come, 

you'd haive been in the right. 
" The wind was so strong, that it was as much as I could do to shut the 

church-door by putting my whole weight against it; and even as it was, it burst 

wide open twice, with such strength that any of you would have sworn, if you 

had been leaning against it, as I was, that somebody was pushing on the other 

side. However, I got the key turned, went into the belfry, and wound up the 

clock_:._which was very near run down, and would have stood stock-still in half 

an hour. 
" As I took up my lantern again to leave the church, it came upon me all at 

once that this ,vas the nineteenth of 1\IIarch. It came upon me with a kind of 

shock, as if a hand had struck the thought upon my forehead ; at the very same 

moment, I heard a voice outside the tower-rising from among the graves." 

Here old John precipitately interrupted the speaker, and begged that if 

.lVIr. Parkes (who was seated opposite to him and was staring directly over his 

head) saw anything, he ,vould have the goodness to mention it. ~Ir. Parkes 

apologised, and remarked that he was only listening; to which l\Ir. \Villet 

angrily retorted, that his listening with that kind of expression in his face was 

not agreeable, and that if he couldn't look like other people, he had better put 

his pocket-handkerchief over his head. lVfr. Parkes with great submission 

pledged himself to do so, if agu,in required, and John '\Villet turning to Solomon 

desired him to proceed. After waiting until a violent gust of wind and rain, 

which seemed to shake even that sturdy house to its foundation, had passed 

away, the little man complied: 
" Never tell me that it was my fancy, or that it "·as any other sound which 

I mistook for that I tell you of. I heard the wind whistle through the arches 

of.the church. I heard the steeple strain and creak. I heard the rain as it came 

driving against the walls. I felt the bells shake. I saw the ropes sway to ancl 

fro. And I heard that voice.'' 
" '\Vhat did it sa.y?,, asked Tom Cobb. 
" I don't know what~ I don't know that it spoke. It gave a kind of cry, as 

any one of us might do, if something dreadful followed us in a dream, and came 

upon us unawares; and then it <lied off: seeming to pass quite round the church." 
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" I don't seo much in that/' said John, drawing a long breath, and looking 

round him like a man who felt relieved. 
'' Perhaps not," returned his friend, " but that's not all. 
" vVhat more do you mean to say, sir, is to come?'' asked John, pausing in 

the act of wiping his face upon Lis apron. " What are you a going to tell us of 
next?,, 

" ""\Vhat I saw." 
" Saw!'' echoed all three, bending forward. 
""\Vhen I opened the church-door to come out," said tho little man, with an 

expression of face ·which bore ample testimony to the sincerity of his convic­
tion, " ":hen I opened tho church-door to come out, which I did suddenly, 
for I wanted to get it shut again before another gust of ,vind came up, there 
crossed me-so close, that by stretching out my finger I could have touched 
it-something in the likeness of a man. It was bare-headed to the storm. 
It turned its face without stopping, and fixed its eyes on mine. It was a 
ghost~a spirit." 

" ""\1/hose ~ ,, they all three cried together. 
In the excess of his emotion (for he fell back trembling in his chair, and 

waved his hand as if entreating them to question him no further,) his 
answer was lost on all but old John vVillet, who happened to be seated close 
beside him. 

" ,vho ! " cried Parkes and Tom Cobb, looking eagerly by turns at 
Solomon Daisy and at lVIr. Willet. " ,vho was it?" 

'- Gentlemen," said Mr. ""\Villet after a long pause, "you needn't ask. The 
likeness of a murdered man. This is the nineteenth of March." 

A profound silence ensued. 
'· If you'll take my advice," said John, " we had better, one and all, keep 

this a secret. Such tales would not be liked at the Warren. Lot us keep it 
to ourselves for the present time at all events, or we may get into trouble, and 
Solomon may lose his place. Whether it was really as he says, or whether it 
wasn't, is no matter. Right or wrong, nobody would believe him. As to the 
probabilities, I don't myself think," said :Mr. vVillet, eyeing tho corners of the 
room in a manner which showed that, like some other philosophers, he was 
not quite easy in his theory, " that a ghost as had been a man of sense in his 
lifetime, would be out a-walking in such weather-I only know that I wouldn't, 
if I was one." 

But this heretical doctrine was strongly opposed by the other three, who 
quoted a great many precedents to show that bad weather was the very time 
for such appearances; and ~1fr. Parkes ( who had had a ghost in his family, by 
the mother's side) argued the matter ,vith so much ingenuity and force of 
illustration, that John was only sa,ved from having to retract his opinion by 
the opportune appearance of supper, to which they applied themselves with 
a dreadful relish. Even Solomon Daisy himself, by dint of the elevating influ­
ences of fire, lights, brandy, a,nd good company, so far recovered ::i.s to handle 
his knife and fork in a, highly creditable manner, and to display a capacity 
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both of eating and drinking, such as banished all fear of his having sustained 

any lasting injury from his fright. 
Supper done, they crowded round the fire again, and, as is common on such 

occasions, propounded all manner of leading questions calcula.ted to surround 

the story with new horrors and surprises. Rut Solomon Daisy, notwithstand­

ing these temptations, adhered so steadily to his original account, and repeated 

it so often, with such slight variations, and with such solemn asseverations of 

its truth and reality, that his hearers were (with good reason) more a1,tonished 

than at first. As he took J olm ,villet's view of the matter in regard to the 

propriety of not bruiting the tale abroad, unless the spirit should appear to 

him again, in which case it. would be necessary to take immediate counsel with 

the clergyman, it was solemnly resolved that it should be hushed up and kept 

quiet. And as most men like to have a, secret to tell which may exalt their 

own importance, they arrived at this conclusion with perfect unanimity. 

As it was by this time growing late, and ,vas long past their usual hout" of 

separating, the cronies parted for the night. Solomon Daisy, with a fresh 

candle in his lantern, repairecl homewards under the escort of long Phil 

Parkes and l\1r. Cobb, who were rather more nervous than himself. 1\Ir. 

,villet, after seeing them to the door, returned to collect his thoughts ,vith 

tho assistance of the boiler, and to listen to the storm of wind and rain, which 

had not yet abated one jot of its fury. 

CHAPTER THE THIRTY-FOURTH. 

BEFORE old John had looked at the boiler quite twenty minutes, he got his 

ideas into a focus, and brought them to bear upon Solomon Daisy's story. The 

more he thought of it, the more impressed he became with a sense of his own 

wisdom, and a desire that Mr. Haredale should be impressed with it likmvisc. 

At length, to the end that he might sustain a principal and import::mt character 

in the affair ; and might have the start of Solomon and his two friends, through 

whose means he knew the adventure, with a variety of exaggerations, would 

be known to at least a score of people, and most likely to :Mr. Haredale him­

self, by breakfast-time to-morrow ; he determined to repair to the ,v arren 

before going to bed. 
" He's my landlord," thought John, as he took a candle in his han<l, and 

setting it down in a corner out of the ,vind's way, opened a casement in the 

rear of the house, looking towards the stables. "\Ve haven't met of late 

years so often as we used to do-changes are taking place in the family-it's 

desirable that I should stand as well ,vith them, in point of dignity, as pos iblo 

-the whispering about of this here tnJe will anger him-it's goo<l. to have 

confidences with a gentleman of his natur', and set one's-self right besides. 

Halloa, there! Hugh-Hugh. Hal-lon. !,, 

,vhen he had repeated this shout a dozen times, and startled every pigeon 

from its slumbers, a door in one of the ruinous old buildings opened, aind ai 
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rough voice demanded what was amiss now, that a man couldn't even have his 

sleep in quiet. 
" "\Vhat ! Haven't you sleep enough, growler, that you're not to be knocked 

up for once t' said J olm. 

" No," replied the voice, as the speaker yawned and shook himself. " Not 

half enough." 
" 1 don't know how you can sleep, with the wind a bellowsing and roaring 

about you, making the tiles fly like a pack of cards," said John; "but no nrntter 

for that. "\V rap yourself up in something or another, and come here, for you 

must go as far as the "\Varren with me. And look sharp about it." 

Hugh, with much low growling and muttering, went back into his lair; and 

presently re-a,ppeared: carrying a lantern and a cudgel, and enveloped from 

head to foot in an old, frowsy, slouching horse-cloth. Mr. \Villet received 

this figure at the back door, and ushered him into the bar, while he wrapped 

himself in sundry greatcoats and capes, and so tied and knotted his face in 

shawls and handkerchiefs, that how he breathed was a mystery. 

" You don't take a man out of doors at near midnight in such weather, 

without putting some heart into him, do you, master r' said Hugh. 

"Yes I do, sir," returned :Mr. \Villet. "I put the heart (as you call it) 

into him when he has brought me safe home again, and his standing steady on 

his legs an't of so much consequence. So hold that light up, if you please, and 

go on a step or two before, to show the way." 

Hugh obeyed with a very indifferent grace, and a longing glance at the 

bottles. Old John, la,ying strict injunctions on his cook to keep the doors 

locked in his absence, and to open to nobody but himself on pain of dismissal, 

followed him into the blustering darkness out of doors. 

The way was wet and dismal, and the night so black, that if Mr. vVillet had 

been his own pilot., he would have walked into a deep horsepond within a few 

hundred yards of his own house, and would certainly have terminated his 

career in that ignoble sphere of action. But Hugh, who had a sight as keen 

as any hawk's, and, apart from that endowment, could have found his vrny 

blindfold to any place within a <lozen miles, dragged old John along, quite 

dea.f to his remonstrances, and took his own course without the slightest refe­

rence to, or notice of, his master. So they made head against the wind as they 

best could ; Hugh crushing the wet grass beneath his heavy tread, and stalk­

ing on after his ordinary savage fashion; John Willet following at arm's 

length, picking his steps, and looking about him, now for bogs and ditches, 

[Incl now for such stray ghosts as might be wandering abroad, with looks 

of as much dismay and uneasiness as his immoveable face was capable of 

cxprcssmg. 
At length they stood upon the broad gravel-walk before the Warren-house. 

The building was profoundly dark, and none were moving near it save them­

selves. From one solitary turret-chamber, however, there shone a ray of light; 

and towards thit; speck of comfort in the cold, cheerless, silent scene, Mr. Willet 

bado his pilot lead him. 
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"The old room," said John, looking timidly upward; " Mr. Reuben's own 
apartment, God be with us ! I wonder his brother likes to sit there, so late at 
night-on this night too.,' 

"VVhy, where else should he sit?" asked Hugh, holding the lantern to his 
breast, to keep the candle from the wind, while he trimmed it with his fingers. 
" It's snug enough, an't it?" 

" Snug!'' said John indignantly. " You have a comfortable idea of snug­
ness, you have, sir. Do you know what was done in that room, you 
ruffian r 

" Why, what is it the worse for that!" cried Hugh, looking into John's fat 
face. " Does it keep out the rain, and snow, and wind, the less for that? Is 
it less warm or dry, because a man was killed there? Ha, ha, ha! Ne~·er 
believe it, master. One man's no such matter as that comes to." 

l\Ir. ,villet fixed his dull eyes on his follower, and began-by a species of 
inspiration-to think it just barely possible that he was something of a danger­
ous character, and that it might be advisable to get rid of him one of these 
days. He was too prudent to say anything, with the journey home before him; 
and therefore turned to the iron gate before which this brief dialogue had 
passed, and pulled the handle of the bell that hung beside it. The turret 
in which the light appeared being at one corner of the building, and only 
divided from the path by one of the garden-walks, upon which this gate opened, 
Mr. Haredale threw up the window directly, and demanded who wr.s there. 

" Begging pardon, sir," said John, " I know you sat up late, and made bold 
to come round, having a word to say to you.,, 

",villet-is it not?" 
"Of the :Maypole--at your service, sir.'' 
1\Ir. Hareclale closed the window, and withdrew. He presently appe~red at 

a door in the bottom of the turret, and coming across the garden-walk, un­
locked the gate and let them in. 

"You are a late visitor, Willet. ,vhat is the ma,tter f' 
" Nothing to spea,k of, sir," sruid John ; " an idle tale, I thought you ought 

t o know of; nothing more." 
" Let your ma,n go forward with the lantern, and give me your hand. The 

stairs are crooked and narrow.-Gently with your light, friend. You swing it 
1·1 ,, 

1 rn a censer. 
Hugh, who had already reached tho turret, held it more steadily, and 

ascended first, turning round from time to time to shed his ligl1t downward on 
the steps. Mr. HaredaJe following next, eyed his lowering face with no great 
favour ; and Hugh, looking down on him, returned his glances with interest, as 
they climbed the winding stu,ir. 

It terminated in a little anti-room adjoining tha,t from which they had seen 
the light. :Mr. Hareclale entered first, and led the way through it into the 
latter chamber, where he s3ated himself at a writing-table from which he had 
risen when they rang the bell. 

" Corne in," he said, beckoning to old J 31111, who remained bowing at tho 
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<loor. "Not, you, friend,i' he :1<lded hastily to Hugh, who entered also. ""\Villct., 
why do you bring that fellow here r' 

. ,, ·( ·_ -
~~ , .•. - -

, 

" "\Vhy, sir,'' returned J olrn, elevating his eyebrows, :1nd lowering his voice to 
the tone in which the question had been asked him, "he's a good guard, you see." 

" Don't be too sure of that," said .Mr. Haredale, looking towards him as he 
spoke. " I doubt it. He has an evil eye." 

" There's no imagination jn his eye,i' returned :Mr. V\Tillet, glancing ovor 
his shoulder at the organ in question, "certainly." 

" There is no good there, be assured," said :Mr. Haredale. " Wait in th:1t 
little room, friend, and close the door between us.~' 

Hugh shrugged his shoulders, and ,vith a disdn.inf ul look, which showed, 
either that he had overheard, or that he guessed the purport of their whisper­
ing, did as he ,-..as told. ,vhen he was shut out, ~Ir. Haredale turned to 
John, and bade him go on with what he had to say, but not to speak too loud, 
for there ,vere quick ears yonder. 

Thus cautioned, :Mr. "\Villet, in an oily whisper, recited a11 t11ait he had 
heard and said that night; laying particular stress upon his o,vn Ragacity, upon 
his great, regard for the family, and upon his solicitude for their peace of mind 
and happiness. The story moved his auditor much more than he had expected. 
nfr. Harecblc often changed his attitude, rose and paced the room, returned 
again, desired him to repeat, as nea,rly as he could, the very woTds that Solomon 
had used, and gase so many other signs of being disturbed and ill at ease, that 
even ~Ir. "\Villet was surprised. 

" You did quite right,'1 he said, at the encl of a long conversation, " to bicl 
them keep this story secret. It is a foolish fancy on tho part of this weak-
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brained man, bred in his fears and superstition. But .Miss Haredale, though 

~he would know it to be so, would be disturbed by it if it reached her ears; 

it is too nearly connected with a subject very painful to us all, to be heard 

"·ith indifference. You were most prudent, and have laid me under a great 

obligation. I thank you very much.'' 
This was equal to John's most sanguine expectations; but he would have 

preferred :Mr. Haredale's looking at him when he spoke, as if he really did 

thank him, to his walking up and down, speaking by fits and starts, often 

stopping with his eyes fixed on the ground, moving hurriedly on again, like 

one distracted, and seeming almost unconscious of what he said or did. 

This, however, was his manner; and it was so embarrassing to John that 

he s:i.,t quite passive for a long time, not knowing \Yhat to do. At length he 

rose. l\Ir. Haredale stared at him for a moment as though he had quite for­

gotten his being present, then shook hands ,vith him, and opened the door. 

Hugh, who was, or feigned to be, fast asleep on the anti-chamber floor, sprang 

up on their entrance, and throwing his cloak about him, grasped his stick and 

lantern, and prepared to descend the stairs. 

" Stay," said l\Ir. Haredale. " \Vill this ma,n drink?'' 

" Drink! He'd drink the Thames up, if it was strong enough, sir," replic<l 

John Willet. " He'll have something when he gets home. He's better with­

out it, now, sir." 
" Nay. Half the distance is done," said Hugh. " \Vhat a hard master 

you are! I shall go home the bettor for one glassful, ha.If-way. Come ! " 

As John made no reply, Mr. Haredale brought out a glass of liquor, and gave 

it to Hugh, who, as he took it in his hand, threw part of it upon the floor. 

" \Vhat do you mean by splashing your drink about a gentleman's house, 

sir?" said John. 
" I'm drinking a toast," Hugh rejoined, holding the gla.ss above his hea.d, 

and fixing his eyes on l\1r. Harodale's face; " a toast to this house and its 

master." "\Vith that he muttered something to himself, and drank tho rest. 

and setting down the glass, precedecl them without another word. 

John was a good deal sca,ndalised by this observance, but seeing that :Mr. 
Harodale took little heed of what Hugh said or did, and that his thoughts 

were otherwise employed, he offered no apology, and went in silence do,\'n the 

£tairs, across the walk, and through the garden-gate. They stopped upon 

the outer side for Hugh to hold the light while nlr. Haredale locked it on the 

inner; and then John saw with wonder (as he often afterwards related), 

that he was very pale, and that his face had changed so much and grown so 

haggard since their entrance, that he almost seemed another man. 

They were in the open road again, and John '\Villet was walking on behind 

his escort, as he had come, thinking very steadily of what he had just now 

seen, when Hugh drew him suddenly aside, and almost at the same instant 

three horsemen swept past-the nearest brushed his shoulder even then-who, 

checking their steeds as suddenly as they could, stood still, and \Yaitcd for 

their coming up. 
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CHAP'rER '.rHE THIRTY-FIFTTH. 

\Y HEN John \Yillct saw that the horsemen wheeled smartly round, and drew 
up three abrea,st in the narrow road, waiting for him and his man to join them, 
it occurred to him with unusual precipitation that they must be higlnraymen; 
and had Hugh been armed with a blunderbuss, in place of his stout cudgel, he 
would certainly have ordered him to fire it off at a venture, and would, while 
the word of command was obeyed, have consulted his O\vn personal saJety in 
immediate flight. Under the circumstances of disadvantage, however, in 
which he and his guard were placed, he deemed it prudent to adopt a different 
style of generalship, and therefore whispered his attendant to address them in 
the most peaceable and courteous terms. By way of acting up to the spirit and 
letter of this instruction, Hugh stepped forward, and flourishing his sta,ff before 
the very eyes of the rider nearest to him, demanded roughly ,vhat he and his 
fellows meant by so nearly galloping over them, and why tliey scoured the 
king1s highway at that late hour of night. 

The man whom he addressed was beginning an angry reply in the same 
strain, when he "·as checked by the horseman in the centre, who, interposing 
with an air of authority, inquired in a somewhat loud but not harsh or unplea­
sant voice: 

'· Pray, is this the London road~,, 
" If you follow it right, it is," replied Hugh roughly. 
"Nay, brother," said the same person, "you're but a churlish Englishnrnn, if 

Englishman you be-which I should much doubt but, for your tongue. Your 
companion, I am sure, will answer me more civilly. How say you, friend?" 

"I say it is the London road, sir," answered John. "And I wish," he added 
in a subdued voice, as he turned to Hugh, "that you was in any other road, 
you vagabond. Are you tired of your life, sir, that you go a-trying to provoke 
three great neck-or-nothing chaps, that could keep on running over us, back­
'a,rds and for,ards, till we was dead, and then take our bodies up behind ,em, 
nnd drown us ten miles off?" 

"Ilow far is it to London?" inquired the same speaker. 
" \Vhy, from here sir," answered J olm, persuasively, "it's thirteen very 

11asy mile." 
The adjective was thrown in, as an inducement to the travellers to ride 

away with all speed; but instead of having the desired effect, it elicited from 
the sumo person, the remark, " Thirteen miles ! That's a long distance ! " 
which was followed by a short pause of indecision. 

" Pray," said the gentleman, "are there any inns hereabouts?" 
At the word "inns," John plucked up his spirit in a surprising manner; his 

fears rolled off like smoke; all the landlord stirred within him. 
" There are no inns," rejoined 1\Ir. "\Villet, with a strong emphasis on the 

plural number; "but there's a Inn-one Inn-the Maypole Inn. That's a 
Inn indeed. You won't see the like of that Inn often.', 

YOL, III.-64,. 
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" You keep it perhaps f' said the horseman, smiling. 

" I do, sirt replied John, greatly wondering how he ha.cl found this out. 

,; And how far is tho Maypole from hero~,, 

" About a rnile"-J ohn \\'as going to add th:1t it was the easiest mile in all 

the worl<l, when tho third rider, \Yho hacl hitherto kept a little in the rear, 

suddenly interposed : 
" And have you one excellent bed, ln.ndlord ~ Hem! A bed that you can 

recommend-a becl th:1t you are sure is well airccl-~L bed tlrnt has been slept in 

by some perfectly respectable and unexceptionable person?" 

" ,v c don't take in no tagrn.g and bobtn.il at our house, ~ir," answered J 01111. 

"And as to the bed itself-" 
" Sa,y, as to three beds,'' interposed the gentleman who ha,<l spoken before ; 

"for ,vo shall want three if \YO sby, though my friend only speaks of one." 

'· No, no, my lord; you are too good, you are too kind; but your life is of far 

too much importance to the nation in these portentous times, to be placed 

upon a level with one so useless and so poor as mine. A great ca.use, my lord, 

a mighty cause, depends on you. You are its leader and its champion, its 

advanced guard and its van. It is tho cause of our altars and our homes, our 

country and our faith. Let me sleep on a chair-the carpet-anywhere. 

No one will repine if J taJrn cold or fever. Let John Gruoby pass the night 

benca,th the open sky-no one will repine for him. But forty thousa,nd men uf 

this our island in th~ wave ( ex.elusive of women and children) rivet their eyes ~Lrnl 

thoughts on Lord George Gordon; and every da.y, from the rising up of tho 

sun to the going down of the sa.mc, pray for his hen.1th ancl vigour. :My lord/ 

sa.id the spmdrnr, rising in his stirrups, "it is a glorious cause, and must not lrn 

forgotten. :My lord, it is a mighty ca.use, aml must not be cncla.ngcrccl. l\ly 

lord, it is a, holy cause, and. must not be cleserLCll." 

"It is a holy cause," cxchimed his lordship; lifting up his ha..t with great 

solemnity. "Amen!" 
"John Gruobyt said tho long-winded gentleman: in a tone of mild reproof, 

"his lordship said Amen." 
" I heard my lord, sirt said the man, sitting like ~ statue on his horse. 

"And clo not you say Amen, likewise~" 

'l'o which Jolin Grueby made no reply :1.t all, but sat looking stnLight l.Jcfore him. 

" You surprise me, Grucby,i' said the gentleman. "At ,L crisi~ like tlie pre-

1:;ent, when Queen EliztLboth, that maiden monarch, weeps ,Yi thin her tomb, a.nd 

Bloody Mary, with a brow of gloom and shadow, sta,lk::; triumphant-" 

" Oh, sir," cried tho man, gruflly, "where's tho use of ta,lking of BlooJy 

Tvlary, under such circumsta.nces as the present, ,rhen my lord's wot through 

arnl tired with ha.rd riding? Let's either go on to Londo11, sir, or put up at 

once ; or that unforL'nato Bloody 1fo,ry will have more to answer for-aml she's 

(1ono a deal moro harm in her grave than she over diJ in her lifetime, I believe." 

By this timo ~Ir. \Villot, ,vbo had never hcanl so many words spoken 

t.ogethor at 0110 time, or delivered with such volul.Jility n.nd emphasis as by tho 

lo11g-winded gentleman; and \Yhoso Lrain, being wholly unaule to sustn.in or 

compass them, had quite given itself up for lost; recovered so far n.s to observe 
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tl:at there was a,mple accommodation at tho ~Ia,ypolc for all tho party: good 
beds; neat. wines; excellent entertainment for man and beast; private rooms 
for l:trgo or smdl parties; dinners dressed upon the shortest notice; choice 
stablin()' and a lock-u1) coach-house: and, in short, to run over such recom-,.,' 
mcncbtory scraps of bnguage as were painted up on va,rious portions of tho 
Luildi1w and which in the course of some forty years, he had learnt to re1Jcat ~, ' 
with tolerable correctness. Ho was considering whether it was at all possible 
to insert n,ny noYel sentences to tho same purpose, when the gentlenrnn who 
Juul spoken first, turning· to him of tho long ,vind, cxck~imed, " ,Vh:it say you, 
Gn.shforcl ? Shall we tarry at this hou.sc he spcrtks of, or press forwar<l? You sh:tll decide:' 

" I \Yould submit, my lord, thent returned the person he appeale<l to, in a 
,..,j lky tone, "that your health and spirits-so important, under Providence, 
to our great cause, our pure and truthful causo''-here his lordship pulled off 
his ha.t again, though it was raining hard-" require refreshment and repose." 

" Go on before, landlord, and show tho way," said Lord George Gordon; 
" wo will follow at a. footpace." 

,: If you'll give me leave, my lord," sa,icl Jolin Grueby~ in a low voice, " I'll 
change my proper pla.ce, and ride before you. Tho looks of tho l::mdlord's friend 
arc not over honest, and it may be as well to be cautious ,vith him." 

•· John Grueby is quite right," interposed ?-,Ir. Gashford, falling ba,ck hastily. 
" l\'Iy lord, a life so precious as yours must not be put in peril. Go forward, 
,John, by :111 means. If you hnve any reason to suspect the fellow, blow his brains out." 

J olm made no answer, but looking straight before him, ~s his custom seemed 
to bo when the secretary spoke, b:tdo Hugh push on, and followed close behind 
him. Then came his lordship, with .:\Ir. V\Tillet at his bridle rein; and, last of 
all, his lordship's secretn.ry-for that, it seemed, was Gashford's office. 

Hugh strode briskly on, often looking b:wk at tho sern1nt, whoso horse 
was close upon his heels, and glancing ,Yith :1 leer at his holster case of pistols, 
lJy which ho seemed to set great store. He was a square-built, strong-made, 
Lnll-ncckecl fellow, of the true English breed; and as Hugh measured him with 
lti ,, eye, he measured Hugh, regarding him mea1nvhile with a look of bluff 
cli.~dain. Ho was much older than the :Maypole man, being to all appearance 
fiYc-:ind-forty; but was one of those self-possessed, lun·d-hcaded, imperturbablo 
fl'llows, who, if they ever are heat at fisty-cuff~, or other kind of warfare, nev(·1· know it, and go on cooily till they win. 

" If I led you wrong now," s:iid Hugh, tauntingly, "you'd-ha Im. ha!­you'd ~hoot me through the head, I suppose.,, 
,J olm Grueby took no more notice of this remark than if he had been deaf 

n.n1l Hugh dumb; but kept riding on, quite comfortably, ,vith his eyes fixed on the horizon. 

" Di,l you ever try a fall with a, nrnn when you wore young, maste.::?" S[licl Hugh. '· Can you make any pl:iy at single-stick?- ' 
J olm Grucby looked at him si<lcwn,ys with tho sa.mo contented air, but ch·igned not a, ·word in answer. 
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"-Like this f' said Hugh, giving his cudgel one of those skilful flourishes, 

in which the rustic of that time delighted. " "\Vhoop !', 

"-Or that," returned John Grueby, beating down his guard with his ,vhip, 

and striking him on the head with its butt end. " Yes, I pla.yed a little once. 

You wear your hair too long; I should have cracked your cro,vn if it had been 

a little shorter." 
It was a pretty smart, loucl-souncling rap, as it was, and evidently astonished 

Hugh; who, for the moment, seemed disposed to drag his new acquaintance from his 

s::ulclle. But his face betokening neither malice, triumph, rage, nor any lingering 

idea that he had given him offence; his eyes gazing steadily in the old direction, 

and his manner being as careless and composed as if he had merely brushed awn.y 

a fly; Hugh was so puzzled, ::rnd so disposed to look upon him as a customer of 

almost supernatural toughness, that he merely laughed, and cried " "\Yell 

done !" then, sheering off a little, led the way in silence. 

Before the lapse of many minutes the party halted at the l\,Iaypole door. 

Lorcl George and his secretary quickly dismounting, gave their horses to their 

servant, who, under the guidance of Hugh, repaired to the stables. Right ghd 

to escn.pe from the inclemency of the night, they followed :\Ir. "\Villet into the 

common room, and stood warming themselves and drying their clothes before 

the cheerful fire, while he busied himself with such orders a.nd preparations as 

his guest's high quality required. 
As he bustled in arnl out of the room, intent on these arrangements, ho had an 

opportunity of observing the two travellers, of whom, as yet, he knew nothing 

but the voice. The Lord, the great personage, who did the :Maypole so much 

honour, was about the middle height, of a slender make, and sallow complexion, 

with an aquiline nose, ancl long hair of a reddish brown, combed perfectly straight 

and smooth about his ears, and slightly powdered, but without the faintest 

vestige of a curl. He was attired, uncler his greatcoat, in a full suit of black, 

quite free from any ornament, and of the most precise and sober cnt. The 

gravity of his dress, together with a certain lankness of cheek and stiffness of 

deportment, added nearly ten years to his age, but his figure was that of one 

not yet past thirty. As he stood musing in the red glow of tho fire, it \.Yas 

striking to observe his very bright large eye, which betrayed a restlessness of 

thought ancl purpose, singularly at variance ,rith the studied composure ancl 

sobriety of his mien, ancl with his quaint and sa.d apparel. It had nothing 

harsh or cruel in its expression ; nejther hn.cl his face, which was thin ancl mild, 

and \Yore an air of melancholy; but it was suggestive oi an indefinable uneasiness, 

which infected those who looked upon him, and filled them "·ith a kind of pity 

for the man: though why it did so, they would have had some trouble to explain. 

Gashforcl, tho secretary, was_ taller, angularly made, high-shouklered, bony, 

and ungraceful. His dress, in imitation of his superior~ was demure ancl sb:Lid 

in the extreme ; his manner, forma1 and constrained. This gentleman hall 

an overhanging brow, great ha.ncls a.nd feet and ears, a,nd a pniir of eyes that 

seemed to have made a,n unnatural retren.t into his hca.d, and to have dug them­

scl ,-cs a cave to hide in. Hi" manner ,Yas smooth and humble, but very sly and 
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slinking. He wore the aspect of a man who was always lying in wait for 
something that wouldn't come to pass; but he looked patient-very patient­
:tncl fawned like a spaniel dog. Even now, while he warmed a,nd rubbed his 
hands before the blaze, he had the air of one who only presumed to enjoy it in 
his degree as a commoner ; and though he knew his lord was not regarding him, 
he looked into his face from time to time, and, with a meek and deferential 
manner, smiled as if for practice. 

Such were the guests whom old John ,villet, with a fixed a,nd leaden eye, 
surveyed a hundred times, a,nd to whom he now advanced with a state 
C[tndlestick in each han<l, beseeching them to follow him into a worthier 
chamber. " For my lord," said John-it is odd enough, but certain people 
seem to have as great a pleasure in pronouncing titles as their owners have in 
wearing them-~' this room, my lord, isn't at all the sort of place for yout 
lordship, and I have to beg your lordship's pardon for keeping you here, my 
l d 

. ,, 
or , one mmute. 

,vith this address, John ushered them up stairs into the state apartment, 
which, like many other things of state, was cold and comfortless. Their own 
footsteps, reverberating through the spacious room, struck upon their hearing 
with a hollow sound; and its damp and chilly atmosphere was rendered doubly 
cheerless by contrast with the homely warmth they had deserted. 

It was of no use, however, to propose a return to the place they had quitted, 
for the preparations went on so briskly that there was no time to stop them. 
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John, \Yith the tall candlesticks in his hands, bowed them up to tho fire-place; 

Hugh, striding in with a lighted brand and pile of fire-wood, cast it down npon 

the hearth, and set it in a blaze; John Grueby (who had a grea,t blue cockade 

in his hat, which he appeared to despise mightily) brought in the portmanteau 

he h::ul carried on his horse, and placed it on the floor; and presently all three 

were busily engaged in drawing out the screen, laying the cloth, inspecting tho 

lJeds, lighting fires in the bedrooms, expediting the supper, and making every­

thing as cosy and as snug as might be, on so short a notice. In less th::111 an 

hour's time, supper had been served, and ate, and cleared a\i"ay; and Lord 

George and his secretary, with slippered feet, and legs stretched out before 

the fire, sat over some hot mulled Vi·ine together. 

" So ends, my lord," said Gashforcl, filling his glass \Vith geeat complacency, 

"the blessed work of a most blessed day." 

"And of a blessed yesterday," said his lordship, ra,ising his head. 

"Ah !"-and here the secretary cbsped his hands- '' a blessed yesterday 

indeed! The Protestants of Suffolk are godly men and true. Though others 

of our countrymen have lost their ,vay in darkness, even as we, my lord, did 

lose our roau to-night, theirs is the light and glory." 

" Diel I move them, Gashforcl ?'' said Lord George. 

" .Move them, my lord ! .Move them! They cried to be led on agn,inst the 

Pa,pists, they vo,re<.l a dreadful Yengeance on their heads, they roared like men 

<l 
,, 

possesse -
" But not by devils,'' said his lord. 

" By devils ! my lord ! By angels." 

" Yes-oh surely-by angels, no doubt," said Lord George, thrusting his 

11a.nds into his pockets, taking them out again to bite his nails, and looking 

uncomfortably at the fire. " Of course by angels-eh Gashford '!" 

" You do not doubt it, my lord?" said the secretary. 

"No-No" returned his lord. "No. \Vhy should I? I suppose it would 

be decidedly irreligious to doubt it-wouldn't it Gashforcl? Though thero 

certainly were,'' he added, ,vithout waiting for an ans,rer, "some plaguy ill­

looking characters among them." 

",vhen you warmed," said the secretary, looking slrnrply at the other's 

downcast eyes, which brightened slo,vly as he spoke; "when you warmed into 

that noble outbreak: ,vhen you told them that you were never of the luke­

warm or the timid tribe, ::md bade them take heed that they were pre­

pared to follow one who would lead them on, though to the very death ; \Yhen 

you spoke of a hundred and twenty thousand men across the Scottish bordc1· 

who would b ,ke their own redress at any time, if it were not conceded ; ,...,.hen 

you cried' Perish the Pope and all his base adherents; the penal laws against 

them shall never be repealed while Englishmen have hearts an<l hands '-and 

waved your own and t ouched your sword; and ,vhen they cried 'No Popcry !' 

and you cried 'Ko; n ot even if \Ye wade in blood,' and they threw 11p their 

hats am1 cried 'IIurr:1h ! not even if we wade in blood; No Popery ! Lord 

George! Down with the .Papists-Vengeance on their heads:' when this was 
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sai<l. and done, and a "·ord from you, my lorcl, could raise or still the tumult­
ah ! then I felt \Yhat greatness was indeed, and thought, ""\Vhen was there ever 
power like this of Lord George Gordon's ! '' 

"It's a great po,Yer. You're right. It is a great power!" ho cried with 
sparkling eyes. " But-dear Gashford-did I really say all that~" 

" And how much more ! ~, cried the secretary, looking upwa,r<ls. "Ah! 
how much more ! ., 

"And I told them ,Ylmt you say, n,bout the one hundred and forty thousand 
men in Scotbnd, did I ! " he asked with evident delight. '' Tlmt was boH." 

"Our cause is boldness. Truth is always bold.'' 
" Certainly. So is religion. She's bold, Gashforcl ~" 
" The true religion is, my lord." 
'' And that's ours," he rejoined, moving uneasily in his seat, a.nd biting his 

nails as though he would pa.re them to the quick. " There can be no doubt of 
ours being the true one. You feel as certain of that as I do, Ga,shford, 
don't yon 1 '' 

"Does my lord ask rne," whined Gashford, drawing his chair nearer with an 
injured air, and laying his broad fla,t hand upon the taible; "me," he repeated, 
bending the drtrk hollovi'S of his eyes upon him with an unwholesome smile, 
"\Yho, stricken by the magic of his eloquence in Scotland but a year ngo, 
abjured the errors of the Romish church, and clung to him as one whose timely 
lund had plucked me from a pit?" 

"True. No-No. I-I didn't mean it," replied the other, shaking him b_v 
the lrnnd, rising from his seat, and p:wing restlessly about the room. "It's a, 

proucl thing to lea.cl the people, Gashforcl," he added as he ma.de a sudden ha.It. 
"By force of reason too," returned the pliant secreta,ry. 
"Ay, to be sure. They rna,y cough, and jeer, and groan in Parliament, 

and call me fool and madman, but which of them can raise this hum~n scni and 
nrnke it swell and roar at pleasure? Not one."'' 

"Not one," repea,ted Gashforcl. 
"\Yhich of them ca,n say for his honesty, what I can sa,y for mine; whiclt of 

them has refused a minister's bribe of one thousJ.nd pounds a year, to resign 
his sea,t in favour of n.nother? Not one." 

"Not one," repeated Gashford agr.in-taking the lion ·s sharn of the mulled 
\Yine between whiles. 

"And as we are honest, true, and in a sacred cause, Gashforcl," said Lorn 
George with a heightened colour and in a louder voice, as he laid his fevered 
hand upon his shoulder, "and :ire the only men who regard the mass of 
people out of doors, or arc regarded by them, we will uphold them to the last; 
and will rn.ise a cry ag:1inst these 1111-English Papists which shall re-echo 
through the country, :rncl roll \\'ith a, noise like thunder. I will be worthy of 
the motto on my coat of arms, 'Callocl and chosen and faithful.'" 

" Called" s:1icl the secretary, " by Heaven." 
" I am." 
" Chosen by the people." 
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" Yes." 
"Faithful to both." 

" To the block ! " 

MASTER HUi\lPHREY'S CLOCK. 

It would be difficult to convey an adequate idea of the excited manner in 

which he gave these answers to the secretary's promptings; of the rapidity of 

his utterance, or the violence of his tone and gesture ; in which, struggling 

through his Puritan's demeanour, was something wild and ungovernable which 

broke through all restraint. For some minutes he ,valked rapidly up ancl 

down the room, then stopping suddenly, exclaimed, 

"Gashford-You moved them yesterday too. Oh yes! You did." 

"I shone wit11 a reflected light my lord," replied the humble secretary, 

hying his hand upon his heart. "I did my best." 

"You did well," saicl his master, "and are a great and worthy instrument. 

If you will ring for John Grueby to carry the portmanteau into my room, and 

will wait here while I undress, we will dispose of business as usual, if you're 

not too tired." 
" Too tired my lord !-But this is his consideration ! Christian from head 

to foot." ,Vith which soliloquy, the secretary tilted the jug, and looked very 

hard into tho mulled wine, to see how much remained. 

John ,Villet and John Grueby appeared together. 'fhe one bearing the 

great candlesticks, and the other the portma.nteau, showed the deluded lord 

into his chamber; and left the secretary alone, to yawn and shake himself, and 

finally to fall asleep before the fire. 
"Now ~Ir. Gashforcl sir,'' said John Grueby in his ear, after what appeared 

to him a moment of unconsciousness ; "my lord's abed." 

"Oh. Very good J ohnt was his mild reply. "Thank you John. Nobody 

need sit up. I know my room." 
" I hope you're not a going to trouble your head to-night, or my lord's honcl 

neither, with anything more about Bloody ).fo,ry,~' sn.id John. " I wish the 

ulesscd old creetur had never been born." 
" I said you might go to bed, John," returned the secretary. " You dicln "t 

hear mo, I think." 
" Behrocn Bloody ~Iarys, and blue cockades, uncl glorious Queen Besses, 

n,ncl no Poperys, and Protestn.nt associations, and making of speeches," pursui;d 

,T ohn Gruoby, looking, as usua.1, a long way off, :md taking no notice of this 

hint, "my lord's haJ.f off his head. ,Vhen we go out o' doors, such a set of 

ra.gamuffins comes a shouting after us ' Gordon for ever ! ' that I'm ashamed 

of myself and don't know where to look. ,Vhcn we're in-doors, they come a 

ran.ring and screaming about the house like so many devils; and my lord 

instead of ordering them to be drove away, goes out into the balcony and 

demeans himself by making speeches to 'em, and calls 'em ' 1Ien of Engl:wcl,' 

and 'F'ellow-countrymen,' as if he was fond of 'em and thanked 'em for 

coming. I can't make it out, but they're all mixed up somehow or another 

,vith that unfort'nate Bloody l\Iary, and call her name out till they're 

hoarse. They're all Protestants too-every man nnd boy :unong 'cm: and 
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Protestants is very fond of spoons I find, and silver plate in general, whenever 
areni-gates is left open accidentally. I wish that was the worst of it, and that 
no more harm might be to come; but if you don't stop these ugly customers in 
time, Thlr. Gashford, (and I know you; you're the man that blows the fire) 
you'll find 'em grow a little bit too strong for you. One of these evenings, 
when the weather gets warmer and Protestants are thirsty, they'll be pulling 
London down,-and I never heerd that Bloody l\Iary went as far as that.'' 

Gashford had vanished long ago, and these renutrks had been bestowed on 
empty air. Not nit all discomposed by the discovery, John Grueby fixed his 
hat on, wrong side foremost that he might be unconscious of the shadow of 
the obnoxious cockade, and withdrew to bed; shaking his head in a very 
gloomy and prophetic manner until he reached his chamber. 

CHAPTER THE THIRTY-SIXTH. 

GAsuroRD, with a smiling face, but still with looks of profound deference and 
humility, betook himself towards his master's room, smoothing his hair down 
as he went, and humming a psalm tune. As he approached Lord George's 
door, he cleared his throat ancl hummed more vigorously. 

There was a remarkable contrast between this man's occupnition nit the mo­
ment, a,nd the expression of his countenance, which was singularly repulsive 
:tnd malicious. His beetling brow almost obscured his eyes ; his lip was curled 
contemptuously; his very shoulders seemed to sneer in stealthy whisperings 
with his great flapped ears. 

''Hush,,, he muttered softly, as he peeped in at tho chamber-Joor. "He 
seems to bo asleep. Pray Heaven he is! Too much watching, too much mtre, 
too much thought-ah! Lord preserve him for a martyr! He is a saint, if 
ever sa,int drew breath on this brul earth." 

Placing his light upon a table, he walked on tiptoe to the fire, and sitting 
in a, chair before it with his bn.ck towards the bed, went on communing with 
himself like one who thought aloud : 

" The sniviour of his country and his country's religion, the friend of his poor 
countrymen, the enemy of the proud and harsh; beloved of the rejected and 
opprcssc-cl, adored by forty thousand bold and loyal English hearts-what 
h:ippy slumbers his should be !,, And here he sighed, and ,vanned his hands, 
and shook his head as men do when their hearts arc full, and heaved another 
sigh, an<1 wn.rnwcl his lrnnds again. 

",vhy, Gashford !" saiLl Lord George, ,d10 ,vas lying broad awake, upon his 
side, and had been staring at him from his entrance. 

" 1Iy-my lord," said Gashford, starting and looking round as though in 
g!'eat surprise. " I have disturbed you!" 

H I have not been sleeping." 
" Not sleeping ! '' he repeated, with a£sumed confusion. " What can I say for 

haYing in your presence given utterance to thoughts-but they were sincere-
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they were sincere!" exclaimed the secretary, drawing his sleeve in a hasty way 

across his eyes; " and why should I regret your having heard them?"' 

"Gashforcl," said the poor lord, stretching out his lrn.nd with manifest 

emotion. " Do not regret it. You love rno ,-rell, I know-too ,vell. I don't 

clcsene such homage.'~ 

Gashford rnado no reply, but grasped tho hand and pressed it to his lips. 

Then rising, and taking from the trunk a little desk, ho placed it on a table 

near the fire, unlocked it with a key he carried in his pocket, sat down before 

it, took out a pen, and, before dipping it in the inkstand, sucked it-to com­

po .. e the fashion of his mouth perhaps, on which a smile ,ras hovering yet. 

'' How do our numbers stand since la.st enrolling-night!" inquired Lord 

George. "Are \YO really forty thousand strong, or do we still speak in round 

numbers when we take the Association at that amount?'' 

,: Our total now exceeds tlmt number by a score and three," Gash ford replied, 

casting his eyes upon his papers. 

'' Tho funds r' 
"Not 1.:ery impro-ring; but thero is some mann:1 in the wilderness, my lord. 

Hem! On Friday night the ,Yidows' mites dropped in. 'Forty scavengers, 

three and fourpence. ..An a,ged pe,-r-opener of St. l\Iartin's parish, sixpence. 

A bell-ringer of the c;:;tablished church, sixpence. A Protestant infant, newly 

born, one ha,lfpenny. Tho United Link Boys, three shillings--one bad. Tho 

anti-popish prisoners in Nowgat", fiye a.nd fourpence. A friend in Bedbm, 

half-a-crown. Dennis the hangman, one shilling.'" 

'
1 That Dennis," said his lordship, "is an earnest man. I marked him in 

the crom.1 in '.Y clbeck Street, last Friday." 

,: A good man," rejoined tho secretary; "a staunch, sincei·e, and truly zea­

lous rnan.'1 

" He should be encouraged," said Lord George. " 1'Ia.kc a note of Dennis. 

I'll talk with him." 

Gashford obeyed, and wont on reading from his list: 

" ' Tho Friends of Reason, half-n.-guin en,. The Friemls of Liberty, half-a­

gninca. The Friends of Pence, httlf-a-guinea. The Friends of Charity, half­

a-gninea. Tho Friends of :Morey, lrn1f-:1-guinea. Tho Associated Remem­

berers of Bloody l\Iary, half-a-guinea. The -Cnited Bull-Dogs, half-a-guinea/'' 

" The U nitE<l Bull-Dogs," said Lonl Gcorg0, biting his nails most horribly, 

'' a,re a new society, arc they not~,, 

" Formerly tho 'Prentice Knights, my lord. Tbe indentures of the ol<.l 

members expiring by degrees, they changed their name, it seems, though they 

i::.ti ll lrnvc 'prontices among thorn, as well as workmen." 

" \Vhat is their president's name f' inquired Lord George. 

" Prosident," said Gashforcl, reading, '' !\Ir. Simon Tappertit." 

,: I r emember him. The little man, who sometimes brings an elderly sister 

to our meetingF:, an<l sometimes another female too, \Yho is conscientious, I have 

no donht, but not wcll-fa\'ourcd r' 
,: Tho very sa1nr', my lord." 
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" Tapper tit is a,n ca,rn0st man," r-a.id Lord George thoughtfully. " Eh, 

Gashforcl r 
"One of tho foremost ::unong them all, my lord. Ho snuffs the battle from 

n-far, liko the war-horse. Ho throws his hat up in the street as if he ,rnre 

inspired, ::irnl makes most stining speeches from tho shoulders of his friends.'' 

":\lake a note of Ta,ppertit," said Lord George Gordon. "\Yo ma,y advance 

liim to a place of trnst." 
"That," rejoined the secretary, doing as ho was told, "is all-except .1\Irs. 

Y arden's box (fourteenth time of opening), seven shillings and sixpence in 
silver and copper, and ha,lf-a-guinca in gold; and I\Iiggs (being tho saving of 
a, quarter's wages), one-and-throeponco.'' 

" Miggs,i' said Lord George. " Is that a man t' 
"The name is entered on the list as a woman," replied tho secretary. " I 

think she is the tall spare female of whom you spoke just now, my lonl, as not 

being well-fasoured, who sometimes comes to hoar the speeches-c1long ·wiLh 

Tappertit and l\frs. Varden." 
" .1\lrs. Varden is the elderly lady then, is she!" 
Tho secretary nodded, and rubbed the bridge of his noso wiLh the foa,ther 

of his pen. 
" She is a zealous sister," s~iiJ. Lord George. '' Her colloction goes on 

prosperously, and is pursued with fervour. Has her husbanJ. joined t' 
" A malignant," returned the secret:1ry, folding up his papers. "Unworthy 

snd1 a \Yife. Ho remains in outer darkness, and steadily refuses." 

" The consequences be upon his own head !-Gashford ! ,, 
" .i\1 y lord ! " 
'' You don't think," he turned restlessly in his bed as ho spoke, "those 

people will desert me, when the hour arriYes? I have spoken boldly for them, 
ventured much, suppressed nothing. 'I'hoy'll not fall off, will they f' 

,: No fear of tlrnt, my lord,i' said Gashford, with a meaning look, which 

wn,s rather tho i1wolunbry expression of his own thoughts than intcmlecl a8 

any confirmation of his words, for the other's face \Ya,s turned a,vay. '' Be 
sure there is no fear of that." 

" Nor," ho said ,vith a more 1·estlo:;s motion than before, "of their-but 
they can sustain no harm from leaguing for this purpose. Right is on our 

side, though 1'light may bo aw1inst us. You feel as suro of that as I-honestly, 
you do r' 

Tho secretary m.1s bcgi1mi11g \\'ith "You do not doubt," wlien tho otl1er 
interrupted him, and impatiently rejoined: 

" Doubt. No. \Yho sa,ys I doubt? If I doubted, shonlll I cast ::tw~LY 

relatives, friends, everything, for this unhappy country's sake; this uuhappy 

country," ho cried, springing up in bed, after repeating the phrase "tmhappy 
country's sake" to himself, at least a, dozen times, "forsaken of God and 

man, delivered ovor to a chngcrous confederacy of Popish powers; the prey of 

corruption, idolatry, arnl despotism! \\'ho says I <loubt? Am I called, and 
chos8n, and faithful? Tell mo. Am I, or am I not?" 



MASTER HUMPHREY'S CLOCK. 

" To God, the country, and yourself,'' cried Gashford. 

'' I am. I will be. I say again, I will be: to the block. '\Vho says as 

much ! Do you ? Does any man alive t' 
The secretary drooped his head with an expression of perfect acquiescence 

in anything that had been said or might be; and Lord George gradually 

sinking dov,:n upon his pillow, fell asleep. 

Although there ,vas something very ludicrous in his vehement manner, taken 

in conjunction with his meagre aspect and ungraceful presence, it \Yould 

scarcely have provoked a smile in any man of kindly feeling; or even if it had, 

he would have felt sorry and almost angry with himself next moment, for 

yielding to the impulse. This lord was sincere in his violence and in his waver­

ing. A nature prone to false enthusiasm, and the vanity of being a leader, 

were the worst qualities apparent in his composition. All the rest was weak­

ness-sheer weakness; and it is the unhappy lot of thoroughly weak men, that 

their very sympathies, affections, confidences-all the qualities which in better 

constituted minds are virtues-cl windle into foibles, or turn into downright 

nces. 
Gashford, with many a sly look towards the bed, sat chuckling at his 

master's folly, until his deep and heavy breathing ,,.,arned him that he might 

retire. Locking his desk, and replacing it \Yithin the trunk (but not beforo 

he had bken from a, secret lining t,Yo printed handbills) he cautiously with­

drew; looking back, as he went, at the pnJe face of the slumbering man, 

a.bove whose head the dusty plumes that crowned the :Maypole couch, waved 

drearily and sadly as though it were a bier. 

Stopping on the staircase to listen that all was quiet, and to take off hi;;; 

shoes lest his footsteps should alarm any light sleeper ,Yho might be near at 

hand, he descended to the ground floor, and thrust one of his bills beneath 

the great door of the house. That done, he crept softly b::tck to his own 

chamber, and from the \Yindow let another fall-carefully wrapped round a 

stone to save it from the wind-into the yard Lelow. 

They were addressed on the back "To eyery Protestant into " ·hose hands 

this shall come," and bore within, what follo,vs : 

" l\Ion and Brethren. '\Vhoever shall find this letter, will take it ar:; a 

wa,rning to join, without delay, the friends of Lord George Gordon. Thero 

arc great events at hand ; and the times are dangerous and troubled. Rcacl 

this carefully, keep it clean, and drop it somewhere else. For King and 

Country. Union." 

" lVIore seed, more seed," sa,i(l Gashford as he closed the wirnlov,'. " ,Vlwu 

will the harvest come !" 
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CHAPTER THE THIRTY-SEVENTH. 

To surround anything, however monstrous or ridiculous, with an air of 
mystery, is to invest it with a secret charm, and power of attraction ,vhich to 
the crowd is irresistible. False priests, false prophets, false doctors, false 
patriots, false prodigies of every kind, veiling their proceedings in mystery, have 
always addressed themselves at an immense advantage to the popular credulity, 
and have been, perhaps, more indebted to that resource in gaining and keeping 
for a time the upper ha,nd of Truth and Common Sense, than to any half­
dozen items in the whole catalogue of imposture. Curiosity is, and has been 
from the creation of the world, a master-passion. To awaken it, to gratify it 
by slight degree~, and yet leave something always in suspense, is to establish the 
surest hold that can be had, in wrong, on the unthinking portion of mankind. 

If a man had stood on London Bridge, calling till he was hoarse, upon the 
passers-by, to join with Lord George Gordon, although for an object which n0 
man understood, and which in that very incident had a charm of its own,-the 
probability is, that he might have influenced a score of people in a month. If 
all zealous Protestants had been publicly urged to join an association for tho 
avowed purpose of singing a hymn or two occasionally, and hearing some indif­
ferent speeches made, and ultimately of petitioning Parliament not to pass an 
act for abolishing the penal laws against Roman Catholic priests, the penalty of 
perpetual imprisonment denounced against those who educated children in that 
persuasion, and the disqualification of all members of the Romish church to 
inherit real property in the United Kingdom by right of purchase or descent,­
rnatters so far removed from the business and bosoms of the mass, might per­
haps have called together a hundred people. But when vague rumours got 
abroad, that in this Protestant association a secret power was mustering against 
the government for undefined and mighty purposes ; when tho air was filled 
with whispers of a confederacy among the Popish powers to degrade and 
cnsfaye England, establish an inquisition in London, and turn the pens of 
Smithfield market into stakes and cauldrons; when terrors and alarms which 
no man understood were perpetually broached, both in and out of Parliament, 
by one enthusiast who did not understand himself, and by-gone bugbears , 
which had lain quietly in their gr:wes for centuries, were raised again to lrnunt 
tho ignorant and credulous ; when all this was clone, as it were, in the dark, 
and secret invitations to join the Groa,t Protestant Association in defence of 
religion, life, and liberty, were dropped in tho public ways, thrust under the 
house-doors, tossed in at windows, and pressed into the hands of those who 
trod the streets by night ; when they glared from every wall, and shone on 
every post :111d pillar, so that stocks and stones appeared infected with the 
common fear, urging all men to join together blindfold in resistance of they 
knew not what, they know not why ;-then the mania spread indeed, and the 
bocly, still increasing every day, grew forty thousand strong. 

YOL. ur.-65. 0 
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So sa.id, at least, in this month of March 1780, Lord George Gordon, the 

association's president. Whether it was the fact or otherwise, few men knew, 

or cared to ascertain. It had never made any public d0monstration ; had 

scarcely ever been heard of, save through him; had never been seen; and was 

supposed by many to be the mere creature of his disordered brain. He was 

accustomed to talk largely a.bout numbers of men-stimulated, as it was 

inferred, by certain successful disturbances, arising out of the same subject, 

which had occurred in Scotland in the previous year; was looked upon as a 

cracked-brained member of the lower house, who attacked all parties and sided 

with none, and was very little regarded. It was known that there wn.s discon­

tent abroa.d-there alwa,ys is; he had been accustomed to address the people 

by placard, speech, and pamphlet, upon other questions ; nothing had come, 

in England, of his past exertions, and nothing was apprehended from his pre­

sent. Just as he has come upon the reader, he had come, from time to time, 

upon the public, and been forgotten in a day; as suddenly as he appears in 

these pages, after a blank of five long years, did he and his proceedings begin 

to force themselves, about this period, upon the notice of thousands of people, 

who had mingled in active life during the whole interval, and who, "·ithout 

being deaf or blind to passing events, had scarcely ever thought of him before. 

" My lord," said Gashford in his ear, as he drew the curtains of his bed 

betimes ; "my lord !" 
" Yes-who 's that 1 ,vha.t is it ?" 
"The clock has struck nine,'' returned the secretary, with meekly-folded 

hands. " You have slept well? I hope you have slept well 1 If my prayers 

are heard, you are refreshed indeed." 
" To say the truth, I have slept so soundly," said Lord George, rubbing his 

eyes and looking round the room, "that I don't remember quite-what place 

. th· 2" IS IS . 

"My lord !'' cried Gashford, with a smile. 

"Oh!" returned his superior. " Yes. You're not a Jew then r 
"A .Tew!" exclaimed the pious secretary, recoiling. 

" I dreamed that we were Jews, Gashford. You and 1--both of us-Jews 

with long beards." 
" Heaven forbid, my lord ! \Ve might as well be Papists." 

" I suppose we might," returned the other, very quickly. ''Eh~ You really 

think so, Gashford ~,, 
" Surely I do," the secretary cried, with looks of great surprise. 

" Humph !" he muttered. " Yes, that seems reasonable." 

'' I hope, my lord-" the secretary began. 

"Hope!,, he echoed, interrupting him. "\Vhy do you say, you hope~ There's 

no harm in thinking of such things." 

" Not in drea.ms," returned the secretary. 

"In dreams! No, nor waking either." 

-"'Called, and chosen, and faithful,'" said Gashford, taking up Lord 

George's watch which lay upon a, chair, and seeming to rea.d the inscription on 

the seal, abstractedly. 
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It was the slightest action possible, not obtruded on his notice, and appa­

rently the result of a moment's absence of min<l, not worth remark. But as 

the words were uttered, Lord George, who had been going on impetuously, 

stopped short, reddened, and was silent. Apparently quite unconscious of this 

change in his demeanour, the wily secretary stepped a little apart, under pre­

tence of pulling up the window-blind, and returning, when the other had had 

time to recover, said: 
" The holy cause goes br:1vely 0~1 my lord. I was not idle, even last night. 

I dropped two of the hand-bills before I went to bed, ::md both are gone this 

morning. Nobody in the house has mentioned the circumstance of finding 

them, though I have been down stairs full lrnlf-:111-hour~ One or two recruits 

will be their first fruit, I predict; and who shall s:1y how many more, with 

Heaven's blessing on your inspired exertions!" 
" It was a famous device in the beginning," replied Lord George ; H an 

excellent device, and did good service in Scotl:1nd. It was quite worthy of you. 

You remind me not to be a sluggard, Gasbford, when the vineyard is menaced 

with destruction, and may be trodden down by papist feet. Let the horses be 

saddled in half-an-hour. We must be up and doing !" 
He saiJ. this with a heightened colour, and in a tone of such enthusiasm, that 

the secretary deemed all further prompting needless, and withdrew. 

-" Dreame<l he was a Jew," he said thoughtfully, as he closed the bedroom 

door. "He may come to that before he dies. It's like enough. Well! 

After a time, and provided I lost nothing by it, I don't see why that religion 

shouldn't suit me as ,vell as any other. There are rich men among the Jews; 

shaving is very troublesome ;-yes, it ,vould. suit me well enough. For the 

present, though, we must be Christian to the core. Our prophetic motto will 

suit all creeds in their turn, that's a comfort." Reflecting on this source of 

consolation, he reached the sitting-room, and rang the bell for breakfast. 

Lord George was quickly dressed (for his plain toilet was easily made), and 
as he was no less frugal in his repasts than in his Puritan attire, his share of 

the meal was soon despatched. The secretary, however, more devoted to the 

good things of this world, or more intent on sustaining his strength and spirits 

for tho sa,ke of tho Protestant cause, ato and drank to the last minute, and 

required indeed some three or four reminders from John Grueby, before he 

could resolve to tear himself away from l\1r. "\Villet's plentiful providing. 

At length ho came down st:1irs, wiping his greasy mouth, and having paid 

John \Villet's bill, climbed into his saddle. Lord George, who had been walk­

ing up n,ncl do,m before the house talking to himself with earnest gestures, 

mounted his horse; and returning old J olm Willet's stately bow, as well as 

the parting salutation of a dozen idlers \Yhom tho rumour of a live lord being 

about to leave tho l\Iaypole had gathered round the porch, they rode away, 

with stout John Grueby in the roar. 
If Lord George Gordon had appeared in the eyes of Mr. vVillet over-night, 

a nobleman of somewhat quaint and odd exterior, the impression was confirmed 

this morning, and increased a hundred fold. Sitting bolt upright upon his 
bony steed, with his long, straight hair, dangling about his face and fluttering 
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in the wind ; his limbs all angular and rigid, his elbows stuck out on either side 
ungracefully, and his whole frame jogged and shaken at every motion of his 
horse's feet; a more grotesque or more ungainly figure can hardly be conceived. 
In lieu of whip, he carried in his hand a great gold-headed cane, as large as 
any footman carries in these days; and his various modes of holding this un­
wieldy weapon-now upright before his face like the sabre of a horse-soldier, 
now over his shoulder like a musket, now between his finger and thumb, but 
always in some uncouth and awkward fashion-contributed in no small degree 
to the absurdity of his appearance. Stiff, lank, and solemn, dressed in an 
unusual manner, and ostentatiously exhibiting-whether by design or acci­
dent-nJl his peculiarities of carriage, gesture, and conduct ; all the qua­
lities, n[Ltural and artificial, in which he differed from other men; he might 
hayc moved the sternest looker-on to laughter, and fully provoked the smiles 
and whispered jests which greeted his departure from the Maypole inn. 

Quite unconscious, however, of the effect he produced, he trotted on beside 
his secretary, talking to himself nearly all the way, until they came within a 
mile or two of London, when now and then some passenger went by who knew 
him by sight, and pointed him out to some one else, and perhaps stood looking 
after him, or cried in jest ·or earnest as it might be, " Hurrah Geordie! No 
Popery !'' At which he would gravely pull off his hat, and bow. ,Vhen they 
reached the town and rode along the streets, these notices became more 
frequent ; some laughed, some hissed, some turned their heads and smiled, 
s0me wondered who he was, some ran along the pavement by his side and 
cheered. \Vhen this happened in a crush of carts and chairs and co:iches, he 
would make a dead stop, and pulling off his hat cry "Gentlemen, No Popery !" 
to which the gentlemen would respond with lusty voices, and with three times 
throe; and then, on he would go again with a score or so of the raggedest, 
following at his horse's heels, and shouting till their throats were parched. 

The old ladies too-there were a groat many old ladies in the streets, and 
these all knew him. Some of them-not those of the highest rank, but 
snch as sold fruit from baskets and carried burdens-clapped their shrivelled 
hands, and raised a weazen, piping, shrill" Hurrah my Lord." Others waved 
their hands, or handkerchiefs, or shook their fans or parasols, or throw up 
windows and called in haste to those within, to come and see. All these marks 
of popular esteem, he received with profound gravity and respect; bowing very 
low, and so frequently that his hat was more off his head than on; and look­
ing up at the houses as he passed :1long, with the air of one who was making 
a public entry, and yet was not puffed-up or proud. 

So they rode ( to the deep and unspealrnble disgust of John Grueby) the 
whole length of \Vhitochapol, Leadenhall-street, and Cheapside, and into 
Saint Paul's Churchyard. Arriving close to the cathedral, he halted; spoke to 
Gashford ; and looking upward at its lofty dome, shook his head, as though he 
s:1id " The Church in Danger ! " Then to be sure, the bystanders stretched 
their throats indeed; and he went on again with mighty acclamations from the 
mob, and lower bows than ever. 

So along the Strand, up Swallow-skeet, into the Oxford-ro::i.d, and thence to 
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his house in vV elbeck-street, near Cavendish-square, whither he was attended 

by a few dozen idlers ; of whom he took leave on the steps with this brief 

parting " Gentlemen, No Popery. Good day. God bless you.,, This being 

rather a shorter address than they expected, was received with some dis­

pleasure, and cries of '' A speech ! a speech !" which might have been complied 

with, but that John Grueby, making a mad charge upon them with all three 

horses, on his way to the stables, caused them to disperse into the adjoining 

fields, where they presently fell to pitch and toss, chuck-farthing, odd or even, 

dog-fighting, and other Protestant recreations. 

In the afternoon Lord George came forth agai.n, dressed in a black velvet 

coat, and trousers and waistcoat of the Gordon plaid, all of the same Quaker 

cut; and in this costume, which made him look a dozen times more strange 

and singular than before, went down on foot to Westminster. Gashford, 

meanwhile, bestirred himself in business matters; with which he was still 

engaged when, shortly after dusk, John Grueby entered and announced a visitor. 

~, Let him come in" said Gashford. 

" Hore ! come in ! ,, growled John to somebody without ; " You're a Pro­

testant, an't you~,, 

" I should think so," replied a deep, gruff voice. 

"You've the looks of itt said John Grueby. " I'd have known you for 

one, anywhere." With which remark he gave the visitor admission, retired, 

and shut the door. 

The man who now confronted Gashford, was a squat, thickset personage, 

with a low retreating forehead, a coarse shock head of hair, and eyes so sma,ll 

and near together, that his broken nose alone seemed to prevent their meet­

ing and fusing into one of the usual size. A dingy handkerchief twisted like 

a cord about his neck, left its great veins exposed to view, and they were 

Bwoln and starting, as though with gulping down strong passions, malice, and 

ill-will. His dress was of threadbare velveteen-a faded, rusty, whitened black, 

like the ashes of a pipe or a coal fire after a day's extinction; discoloured 

with the soils of many a stale debauch, and reeking yet with pot-house 

odours. In lieu of buckles at his knees, he wore unequal loops of packthread; 

and in his grimy hands he held a knotted stick, the knob of which was carved 

into a rough likeness of his own vile face. Such was the visitor who doffed his 

three-cornered hat in Gashford,s presence, and waited, leering, for his notice. 

"Ah! Dennis ! " cried the secretary. " Sit down." 

" I see my lord down yonder_,, cried the man, with a jerk of his thumb 

towards the quarter that he spoke of, " and he says to me, says my lord, 'If 

you've nothing to do, Dennis, go up to my house and talk with :Muster Gash­

ford., Of course I'd nothing to do, JOU know. These an,t my working 

hours. Ha ha! I was a taking the air \vhen I see my lord, that,s what I wa.s 

uoing. I takes the air by night, as the howls does, Muster Gashford." 

" And sometimes in the day-time, oh?" said the secretary-" when you go 

out in state, you know." 

" Ha. ha! ,, roared the fellow, smiting his leg; " for a gentleman as 'ull say 

a pleasant thing in a pleasa.nt way, give mo Muster Gn.shford agin' a,ll London 
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and Westminster! My lord an't a bad 'un at that, but he's a fool to you. 
Ah to be sure,-when I go out in state." 

" And have your carriage," said the secretary; " and your chaplain, eh? 
and all the rest of it?" 

" You'll be the death of me," cried Dennis with another roar, " you will. 
But what's in the wind now, Muster Gashford," he asked hoarsely, "Eh? Are 
we to be under orders to pull down one of them Popish cha,pels-or what?" 

"Hush!" said the secretary, suffering the faintest smile to play upon his 
face. " Hush ! God bless me, Dennis! We associate, you know, for strictly 
peaceable and la,wful purposes." 

" I know, bless you," returned the man, thrusting his tongue into his cheek ; 
" I entered a' purpose, didn't I ! " 

" No doubt;' said Gashford, ·smiling as before. And when he said so, 
Dennis roared again, and smote his leg still harder, and falling into fits of 
laughter, wiped his eyes with the corner of his neckerchief, and cried 
" Muster Gashford again all England-hollow ! '' 

" Lord George and I were talking of you last night," said Gashford, after 
a pause. " He says you are a very earnest fellow." 

" So I am," returned the hangman. 
" And that you truly hate the Papists." 
" So I do," and he confirmed it with a good round oath. " Lookye here, 

Muster Gashford," said the fellow, laying his hat and stick upon the floor, and 
slowly beating the palm of one hand ,vith the fingers of the other ; "Ob-serve. 
I'm a constitutional officer that works for my living, and does my work credit­
able. Do I, or do I not ? " 

" Unquestionably." 
"Very good. Stop a minute. My work, is sound, Protestant, constitu­

tional, English work. Is it, or is it not ? " 
" No man alive can doubt it." 
" Nor dead neither. Parliament says this here-says Parliament' If any 

man, woman, or child, does anything which goes again a certain number of our 
acts'-how many hanging laws may there be at this present time, :fvluster 
Gashford ? Fifty ? " 

" I don't exactly know how many," replied Gashford, leaning back in his 
chair and yawning; " a great number though." 

"'\Vell; say fifty. Parliament says 'If any man, woman, or child, docs 
:mything again any one of them fifty acts, that man, wonrnn, or child, shall be 
worked off by Dennis.' George the Third steps in when they number very 
strong at the end of a sessions, and says 'These are too many for Dennis. 
I'll h::LVe half for myself and Dennis shall have half for himself; and sometimes 
he throws me in one over that I don't expect, as he did three year ago, when I 
got Ma:ry Jones, a young woman of nineteen who come up to Ty burn with 
a infant at her breast, and was worked off for taking a piece of cloth off the 
counter of a shop in Ludgate-hill, and putting it down again when the shop­
man sec her; and who had never done any harm before, and only tried to do 
that, in consequence of her husband having been prcssetl three weeks previous, 
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and she being left to beg, with two young children-as was proved upon the 
trial. Ha ha !-vV ell ! That being the law and the practice of England, is the 

glory of England, an't it Muster Gashford f' 
" Certainly," said the secretary. 
" And in times to come," pursued the hangman, " if our grandsons should 

think of their grandfathers' times, and find these things altered, they'll say 
'Those were days indeed, and we've been going down hill ever since.'-Won't 
they .Muster Gashford ?'' 

" I have no doubt they will," said the secretary. 
" Well then, look here," said the hangman. " If these papists gets into 

power, and begins to boil and roast instead of hang, what becomes of my 
work ! If they touch my work that's a part of so many laws, what becomes of 

the laws in general, what becomes of the religion, what becomes of the country! 

-Did you ever go to church, l\1uster Gashford t' 
" Ever !'' repeated th@ secretary with some indignation; "of coursQ.'' 
" vV ell," said the ruffian, " I've been once-twice, counting the time I was 

christened-and when I heard the Parliament prayed for, and thought how 

many new hanging laws they made every sessions, I considered that I was 
prayed for. Now mind, Muster Gashford," said the fellow, taking up his 
stick and shaking it with a ferocious air, "I mustn't have my Protestant work 
touched, nor this here Protestant state of things altered in no degree, if I can 
help it; I musn't have no Papists interfering with me, unless they come to 
me to be worked off in course of law; I mustn't have no biling, no roasting, 
no frying-nothing but hanging. :My lord may well call me an earnest fellow. 

In support of the great Protestant principle of having plenty of that, I'll," 
and here he beat his club upon the ground, "burn, fight, kill-do anything 
you bid me, so that it's bold and devilish-though the end of it was, that I 
got hung myself.-There, Muster Gashford ! " 

He appropriately followed up this frequent prostitution of a noble \Vord to 
the vilest purposes, by pouring out in a kind of ecstacy, at least a score of 
most tremendous oaths; then wiped his heated face upon his neckerchief, 
and cried, ,~ No Popery ! I'm a religious man, by G- !" 

Gashford had leant back in his chair, regarding him with eyes so sunken, 
and so shadowed by his heavy brows, that for aught the hangman saw of 
them, he might have been stone blind. HQ remained smiling in silence for a 
short time longer, and then said, slowly and distinctly : 

" You are indeed an earnest fellow, Dennis-a most valuable fellow-the 
staunchest man I know of in our ranks. But you must calm yourself; you 
must be peaceful, lawful, mild as any lamb. I am sure you will be though." 

" Ay, ay, we shall sec, :Muster Gashford, we shall see. You won't have 
to complain of me," returned the other, shaking his head. 

" I am sure I shall not," said the secretary in the s:1me mild tone, and 
with the same emphasis. " \Ve shall have, we think, about next month, or 
:May, when this Papist relief bill comes before the house, to convene our whole 
body for tho first time. :My lord has thoughts of our walking in procession 
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through the streets-just as an innocent display of strength-and accompanying 

our petition down to the door of the House of Commons." 

" The sooner, the better,'' said Dennis, with another oath. 

" We shall have to draw up in divisions, our numbers being so large ; and, 

I believe I may venture to say,'' resumed Gashford, affecting not to hear tho 

interruption, "though I have no direct instructions to that effect-that Lord 

George has thought of you as an excellent leader for one of these parties. I 

have no doubt you would be an admirable one." 
" Try me," said the fellow, with an ugly wink. 

" You would be cool, I know," pursued the secretary, still smiling: and still 

managing his eyes so that he could watch him closely, and really not be seen 

in turn, "obedient to orders, and perfectly temperate. You would lead your 

party into no danger, I am certain." 
" I'd lead them, :Muster Gashford "-the hangman was beginning in a 

reckless way, when Gashford started forward, laid his finger on his lips, a,nd 

feigned to write, just as the door was opened by John Grueby. 

" Oh!'' said J olm, looking in; "here's another Protestant." 

" Some other room, John," cried Gashford in his blandest voice. "I am 

engaged just now." 
But John had brought this new visitor to the door, and he walked in 

unbidden, as the words were uttered ; giving to view the form and features, 

rough attire, and reckless air, of Hugh. 
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CHAPTER THE THIRTY-EIGHTH. 

THE secretary put his hand before his eyes to shade them from the gfare of 
the lamp, and for some moments looked at Hugh with a frowning brow, as if 
he remembered to have seen him lately, but could not call to mind where, or 
on what occasion. His uncertainty was very brief, for before Hugh had 
spoken a word, he said, as his countenance cleared up : 

'' Ay, ay, I recollect. It's quite right, John, you needn't wait. Don't 
D . ,, 

go, enms. 
" Your servant, master/' said Hugh, as Grueby disappea,red. 
" Yours friend/ returned the secretary in his smoothest manner. " What 

brings you hero ~ We loft nothing behind us, I hope r 
Hugh gave a short laugh, and thrusting his hand into his breast, produced 

one of the handbills, soiled and dirty from lying out of doors all night, which 
ho laid upon the secretary's desk after flattening it upon his knee, and smooth­
ing out the wrinkles with his heavy palm. 

" Nothing but that, master. It fell into good hands, you see." 
" What is this!" said Gashford, turning it over with an air of perfectly 

natural surprise. " vVhere did you get it from, my good fellow; what does it 
mean~ I don't understand this at all." 

A little disconcerted by this reception, Hugh looked from the secretary to 
Dr,nnis, who had risen and was standing at the table too, observing the 
stranger by stealth, and seeming to derive the utmost satisfaction from his 
manners and appearance. Considering himself silently appealed to by this 
action, Mr. Dennis shook his head thrice, as if to s-ay of Gashford, "No. He 
don,t know anything at all about it. I know he don't. I'll take my oath he 
don't ; ,, and hiding his profile from Hugh with one long end of his frowzy 
neckerchief, nodded and chuckled behind this screen in extreme approval of 
the secretary,s proceedings. 

" It tells the man that finds it, to come here, don't itr asked Hugh. "I'm 
no scholar, myself, but I showed it to a friend, and he said it did.,, 

" It certainly does," said Gashford, opening his eyes to their utmost width; 
"really this is the most remarkable circumstance I have ever known. How 
<lid you come by this piece of paper, my good friend?'' 

" !\luster Gashford," wheezed the hangman under his breath " acrin all ' ~ 
Newgate !" 

"\Vhether Hugh heard him, or saw by his manner that he wa,s being played 
upon, or perceived the secretary's drift of himself, he came in his blunt way to 
the point at once. 

" Here !~, he ~aid, stretching out his hand and taking it back ; " never 
mind the bill, or what it says, or what it don't say. You don't know anything 
about it, master,-no more do I,-no more does he," glancing at Dennis. 
" None of us know what it means, or where it comes from: there's an end of 
thn.t. Now, I want to make one against the Catholics, I'm a No-Papery man, 
and ready to be s·worn in. That's wlmt I've come here for." 
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" Put him dO\vn on the roll, 1\,1:uster Gashfordt said Dennis approvingly. 

" That's the way to go to work-right to the end at once, and no palaver." 

" What's the use of shooting wide of the mark, eh, old boy !" cried Hugh. 

" My sentiments all over!" rejoined the hangman. "This is the sort of 

chap for my division, Muster Gashford. Down with him, sir. Put him on 

the roll. I'd stand godfather to him, if he was to be christened in a bonfire, 

made of the ruins of the Bank of England." 
With these and other expressions of confluence of the like flattering kind. Mr. 

Dennis gave him a hearty slap on the back, which Hugh was not slow to return. 

" No Popery, brother!" cried the hangman. 
" No Property, brother!" responded Hugh. 
" Popery, Popery," said the secretary with his usual mildness. 

" It's all the same!" cried Dennis. " It's all right. Down with him, 

Muster Gashford. Down with everybody, down with everything! Hurrah for 

the Protestant religion! That's the time of day, Muster Gashford ! " 
The secretary regarded them both with a very favourable expression of 

countenance, while they gave loose to these and other demonstrations of their 

patriotic purpose ; and was about to make some remark aloud, when Dennis, 

stepping up to him, and shading his mouth with his hand, said, in a hoarse 

whisper, as he nudged him with his- elbow: 
" Don't split upon a constitutional officer's profession, J\Iuster Gashford. 

There are popular prejudices, you know, and he mightn't like it. Wait till he 

comes to be more intimate with me. He's a fine-built chap, an't he t' 
"A powerful fellow indeed!" 
"Did you ever, Muster Gashford," whispered Dennis, with a horrible kind 

of admiration, such as that with which a cannibal might regard his intimate 

friend, when hungry,-" did you ever "-and here he drew still closer to his ear, 

and fenced his mouth with both his open hands-" see such a throat as his? 

Do but cast your eye upon it. There's a neck for stretching, Muster Gashforcl !'' 

The secretary assented. to this proposition with the best grace he could 

assume-it is difficult to feign a true professional relish: ,-rhich is eccentric 

sometimes-and after asking the candidate a few unimportant questions, pro­

ceeded to enrol him a member of the Great Protestant Association of England. 

If anything could have exceeded Mr. Dennis's joy on the happy conclusion of 

this ceremony, it would have been the rapture with which he received the 

announcement that the new member could neither read nor write: those two 

arts being (as ::t\1r. Dennis swore) the greatest possible curse a civilised. com­

munity could know, and militating more against the professional emoluments 

and usefulness of the great constitutional office he had the honour to hold, than 

any adverse circumstances that could present themselves to his imagination. 

The enrolment being completed, and Hugh having been informed. by Gash­

ford, in his peculiar manner, of the peaceful and strictly lawful objects contem­

plated by the body to which he now belonged-during which recitn.l :Mr. Dennis 

nudged him very much with his elbow, and made divers remarkable faces-the 

secretary gave them both to understand that he desired to be alone. Therefore 

they took their leaves \".1ithout delay, and c:1me out of the house together. 
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" Aro you walking, brother f' said Dennis. 
"Ay !" returned Hugh. " vVhere you will." 
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" That's social," said his new friend. " Which way shall we take~ Shall 

we go and have a look at doors that we shall make a pretty good clattering at, 

before long-eh, brother~" 
Hugh answering in the affirmative, they went slowly down to vVestminster, 

where both houses of Parliament were then sitting. Mingling in the crowd of 

carriages, horses, servants, chairmen, link-boys, porters, and idlers of all kinds, 

they lounged about; while Hugh's new friend pointed out to him significantly 

the weak parts of the building, how easy it was to get into the lobby, and so to 

the very door of the House of Commons; and how plainly, when they marched 

down there in grand anay, their roars and shouts would be heard by the mem• 

hers inside; with a great deal more to the same purpose, all of which Hugh 

received with manifest delight. 
He told him, too, who some of the Lords and Commons were, by name, as 

they came in and out; whether they were friendly to the Papists or otherwise; 

and bade him take notice of their liveries and equipages, that he might be 

sure of them, in case of need. Sometimes he drew him close to the windows 

of a passing carriage, that he might see its master's face by the light of the 

lamps; and, both in respect of people and localities, he showed so much acquaint­

ance with everything around, that it was plrun he had often studied there 

before; as indeed, when they grew a little more confidential, he confessed he had. 

Perhaps the most striking part of all this was, the number of people-never 

in groups of more thnn two or three together-who seemed to be skulking 

about the crowd for the same purpose. To the greater part of these, a slight 

nod or a look from Hugh's companion was sufficient greeting; but, now and 

then, some man would come and stand beside him in the throng, and, without 

turning his head or appearing to communicate with him, would say a word or 

two in a low voice, which he would answer in the same cautious manner. Then 

they would part, like strange11s. Some of these men often reappeared again 

unexpectedly in the crowd close to Hugh, and, as they passed by, pressed 

his hand, or looked him sternly in the face; but they never spoke to him, nor 

he to them ; no, not a word. 
It was remarkable, too, that whenever they happened to stand where there 

was any press of people, and Hugh chanced to be looking downward, he was 

sure to see an arm stretched out-under his own perhaps, or perhaps across 

him-which thrust some paper into tho hand or pocket of a bystander, and 

was so suddenly withdrawn that it was impossible to tell from whom it, came; 

nor could he see in any face, on glancing quickly round, the least confusion or 

surprise. They often trod upon a papei· like the one he carried in his breast, 

but his companion whispered him not to touch it or to fake it up,-not oven 

to look towards it,-so there they let them lie, and passed on. 

\Vhen they had paraded the street and all the avenues of the building in 
this manner for near two hours, they turned away, and his friend asked him 

what :1e thought of what he had seen, and whether he was prepared for a good 

hot piece of work if it should come to that. •' The hotter the better," said 
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Hugh, " I'm prepared for anything."-" So am I," said his friend, " and so 
are many of us;'' and they shook hands upon it with a great oath, and with 
many terrible imprecations on the Papists. 

As they were thirsty by this time, Dennis proposed that they should repair 
together to the Boot, where there was good company and strong liquor. Hugh 
yielding a ready assent, they bent their steps that way with no loss of time. 

This Boot was a lone house of public entertainment, situated in the fields at 
the back of the Foundling Hospital; a very solitary spot at that period, and 
quite deserted after dark. The tavern stood at some distance from any high 
road, and was approachable only by a dark and narrow lane; so that Hugh 
was much surprised to find several people drinking there, and great merriment 
going on. He was still more surprised to find among them almost every face 
that had caught his attention in the crowd ; but his companion having whis­
pered him outside the door, that it was not considere<l. good manners at the 
Boot to appear at all curious about the company, he kept his own counsel, and 
made no show of recognition. 

Before putting his lips to the liquor which was brought for them, Dennis 
drank in a loud voice the health of Lord George Gordon, President of the 
Great Protestant Association; which toast Hugh pledged likewise, with cor­
responding enthusiasm. A fiddler who was present, and who appeared to act 
as the appointed minstrel of the company, forthwith struck up a Scotch reel; 
and that in tones so invigorating, that Hugh and his friend (who had both 
been drinking before) rose from their seats as by previous concert, and, to the 
great admiration of the assembled guests, performed an extemporaneous No­
Popery Dance. 
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CHAl''l'ER '!'HE THIRTY-NINTH. 

HE applause which the performa,nce of Hugh and his new 
friend elicited from the company at The Boot, had not yet 
subsided, and the two dancers were still panting from their 
exertions, which had been of a rather extreme and violent 
character, when the party was reinforced by the arrival of 
some more guests, who, being a detachment of United Bull­
dogs, were received with very flattering marks of distinction 

The lea.cler of this small party-for, including himself, they were but three 
in number-was our old acquaintance, Mr. Tappertit, who seemed, physically 
speaking, to have grown smaller with years (particularly as to his legs, which 
were stupendously little), but who, in a moral point of view, in personal dignity 
and self-esteem, had swelled into a giant. Nor was it by any me:1ns difficult 
for the most unobservant person to detect this state of feeling in the quondam 
'Prentice, for it not only proclaimed itself impressively and beyond mistake in 
his majestic walk and kindling eye, but found a striking means of revebtion 
in his turned-up nose, which scouted all things of earth with deep disdain, and 
sought communion with its kindred skies. 

:Mr. Tappertit, as chief or captain of the Bulldogs, was attended by his two 
lieutenants ; one, the tall comrade of his younger life ; the other, a 'Prentice 
l{night in days of yore-:Mark Gilbert, bound in the olden time to Thomas 
Curzon of the Golden Fleece. These gentlemen, like himself, were now eman-
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cipated from their 'Prentice thraldom, and served as journeymen; bnt they 
were, in humble emulation of his great example, bold and daring spirits, :1nd 
aspired to a distinguished state in great political events. Hence their con­
nexion with the Protestant Association of England, sanctioned by tho na.mo 
of Lord George Gordon; and hence their present visit to The Boot. 

'· Gentlemen!'' said lVIr. Tappertit, taking off his lw,t as a great General 
might in addressing his troops. " '.Yell met. l\ly Lord does me and you 
the honour to send his compliments per self." 

" You've seen my Lord too, have you~" said Dennis. " I sec him this 
afternoon." 

" .1Iy duty called mo to the Lobby when our shop shut up ; and I sn,w him 
there, sir," ~Ir. Tappertit replied, as he and his Lieutenants took their seats. 
" How do you <lo ?" 

" Lively, master, lively," said the fellow. " Here's a new brother, regularly 
put down in black and \Yhite by ~luster Gashford; a credit to the cause; one 
of the stick-at-nothing sort; one arter my own heart. D'ye S80 him? Has 
he got the looks of a man that'll do, do you think~" ho cried, as he sbpped 
Hugh on the back. 

" Looks or no looks," saitl Hugh, with a drunken flourish of his arm, " I'm 
the man you want. I hate the Papists, every one of 'em. They hate me and 
I hate them. They do me all the harm they can, and I'll clo them all the 
harm J can. Hurrah!" 

" ,Vas there eYer," said Dennis, looking round the room, when the echo of 
his boisterous voice had died a\Yay ; " was there ever such a game boy ! "\Vhy, 
I mean to s:1y, brothers, that if :Muster Gashforcl had gone a hundred mile 
and got together fifty men of the common nm, they wouldn't have been \vorth 
this one.'' 

Tho greater part of the company implicitly subscribed to this opinion, and 
testified their faith in Hugh, by no<ls and looks of great significance. Mr. 
Tapportit sat and contemplated him for a long time in silence, as if he sus­
pended his judgment; then drew a little nearer to him, and eyed him over more 
carefully; then went close up to him, and took him apa,rt into a dark corner. 

"I say," he began, with a thoughtful brow, "haven't I seen you before?'' 
" It's like you may," saiid Hugh, in his cnircless wa,y. "I don't know ; 

shouldn't wonder." 
"No, but it's very easily settled," returned Sim. "Look at me. Did you 

ever see me before~ You wouldn't be likely to forget it, you know, if you over 
dicl. Look at me. Don't be afraid; I won't do you any harm. Take a good 
look-steady now." 

Tho encouraging way in ,vhich 1Ir. Tappertit nrnde this request, and coupletl 
it with :111 :1ssm·ance tliat ho needn't be frightened, :1mused Hugh mightily­
so much indeed, that he saw nothing at all of the small man before him, through 
closing his eyes in a fit of hearty laughter, \Yhich shook his great broad sides 
until they ached again. 

" Come !" said 1\1r. Tappertit, growing a little impatient under this dis­
respectful treatmont. " Do you know me, feller t' 
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"Not I," cried Hugh. "Ha Im ha! Not I! But I shoulu like to." 

"And yet I'd hase wagered a seven•shilling piece," said l\Ir. Tapportit, 

folding his arms, ancl confronting him with his legs \Yide apart and firmly 

pbntecl on the groun<l, "that you once were hostler at the l\iaypole." 

Hugh opened his e)'CS on hearing this, and looked at him in great surprise. 

" -And so you were, too,i' said ~1:r. Tappertit, pushing him awn,y, with a 

condescending pbyfulness. " "'\Vhen did rny eyes ever deceive-unless it was 

a young woma,n ! Don't you know me now i" 
" ,vhy it an't-" Hugh faltered. 
" An't it,'' said ~Ir. Tappertit. " Are you sure of that! You remember 

G. Varden, don't you ?" 
Certainly Hugh did, and he remembered D. Varden too; but that he 

didn't tell him. 
" You remember coming down there, before I was out of my time, to ask 

after a vagabond that lmd bolted off, and left his disconsolate father a prey to 

the bitterest emotions, and all the rest of it-don't you t' said Mr. Tappertit. 

" Of course I do!" cried Hugh. " And I saw you there." 

" Saw me there !" saiid J\Ir. Ta.ppertit. "Y cs, I should think you did sec 

me there. The place would be troubled to go on without me. Don't you 

remember my thinking you liked the vagabond, and on that account going to 

quarrel with you; and then finding you detested him worse than poison, going 

to drink with you? Don't you remember that r 
" To be sure !" cried Hugh. 
" \Yell ! and are you in the same mind now?" said l\lr. Tapportit. 

" Yes!" roared Hugh. 
"You speak like a, man," said :Mr. Tappertit, "and Pll shake ha.nds ,vith 

you." "\Vith these conciliatory expressions he suited the action to the word; 

and Hugh meeting his advance;:; readily, they performed the ceremony wit,h a 

show of great heartiness. 
" I find,'' said Mr. Tappertit, looking round on the assembled guests, "that 

Lrother "\Vhat's-his-namo and I are old acquaintance.-You never heard a,ny­

thing more 0f that rascal, I suppose, eh?" 

"Not a syllable," replied Hugh. I never want to. "I don't believe I ever 

slia,]l. He 's dead long ago, I hope." 

" It's to be hoped, for the sake of mankind in general and tho happiness of 

society, that ho is," sa,id ~Ir. Tappertit, rubbing his palm upon his legs, and 

looking at it between whiles. "Is your other hand at all cleaner i l\luch 

the same. "\Yell, I'll O\YO you another shake. "'\Ve'll suppose it done, if 

you've no objection." 
Hugh Ia.uglied again, a.nd \Yith such thorough abandonment to his mad humour, 

tha.t his limbs seemed dislocated, and his \\·hole frame in danger of tumbling 

to pieces; but 1Ir. Tapportit, so far from receiving this extreme merriment 

with any irritation, ,vas pleased to regard it with the utmost favour, and even 

to join in it, so far ns one of his gnwity and sta.tion could, with any regard 

to that decency and decorum which men in high places are expected to 

maintain. 
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J\fr. Tappertit did not stop here, as many public characters might have 
done, but calling up his brace of lieutenants, introduced Hugh to them with 
high commendation ; declaring him to be a man who, at such times as those 
in which they lived, could not be too much cherished. Further, he did him 
the honour to remark, that he would be an acquisition of which even the 
United Bulldogs might be proud; and finding, upon sounding him, that he 
was quite ready and willing to enter the society (for he was not at all par­
ticular, and would have leagued himself that night with anything, or anybody, 
for any purpose whatsoever), caused the necessary preliminaries to be gone 
into upon the spot. This tribute to his great merit delighted no man more 
than :Mr. Dennis, as he himself proclaimed with several rare and surprising 
oaths; and indeed it gave unmingled satisfaction to the whole assembly. 

" ~Iake anything you like of me ! " cried Hugh, flourishing the can ho had 
emptie~l more than once. "Put me on any duty you please. I'm your man. 
I'll do it. Here's my captain-here's my leader. Ha ha ha! Let him give 
me the word of command, and I'll fight the whole Parliament House single­
handed, or set a lighted torch to the King's Throne itself!" With that, he smote 
nlr. Tappertit on the back, with such violence that his little body seemed to 
shrink into a mere nothing ; and roared again until the very foundlings near 
at hand were startled in their beds. 

In fact, a sense of something whimsical in their companionship seemed to 
have taken entire possession of his rude brain. The bare fact of being 
patronised by a great man whom ho could have crushed with one hand, 
appeared in his eyes so eccentric and humorous, that a kind of ferocious 
merriment gained the mastery over him, and quite subdued his brutal nature. 
He roared and roared again; toasted J\Ir. Tappertit a hundred times; declared 
himself a Bulldog to the core ; and vowed to be faithful to him to the last 
drop of blood in his veins. 

All these compliments J\Ir. rrappertit received as matters of course-flatter­
ing enough in their way, but entirely attributable to his vast superiority. His 
dignified self-possession only delighted Hugh the more; and in a word, this 
giant and dwarf struck up a friendship which bade fair to be of long continu­
ance, as the one held it to be his right to command, and the other considered 
it an exquisite pleasantry to obey. Nor was Hugh by any means a passive 
follower, who scrupled to act without precise and definite orders ; for when 
Mr. Tappertit mounted on an empty cask which stood by way of rostrum in 
the room, and volunteered a speech upon the alarming crisis then at hand, 
he placed himself beside the orator, :md though he grinned from car to ear 
at every word he said, threw out such expressive hints to scoffers in the 
management of his cudgel, that those who were at first the most disposed 
to interrupt, became remarkably attentive, and were the loudest in their 
approbation. 

It was not all noise and jest, however, at The Boot, nor were the whole 
party listeners to tho speech. There were some men at tho other end of the 
room (which was a long, low-roofed chamber) in earnest conversation all tbe 
time; and when any of this group went out, fresh people were sure to come 
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in soon afterwards and sit down in their places, as though the others had 

relieved them on some watch or duty; which it was pretty clear they did, for 

these changes took place by the clock, at intervals of half an hour. These 

persons whispered very much among themselves, and kept aloof, and often looked 
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round, as jealous of their speech being overheard; some two or three among them 

entered in books what seemed to be reports from the others; when they were 

not thus employed, one of them would turn to the newspapers which were 

strewn upon the table, and from the Saint J ames's Chronicle, the Herald, 

Chronicle, or Public Advertiser, would read to the rest in a low voice some 

passage h:1Ving reference to the topic in which they were all so deeply inter~ 

ested. But the great attraction was a pamphlet called The Thunderer, which 

espoused their own opinions, and was supposed at that time to emanate directly 

from the Association. This was always in request; and whether read aloud, to 

an eager knot of listeners, or by some solitary man, was certain to be followed 

by stormy talking and excited looks. 
In the midst of all his merriment, and admiration of his captain, Hugh was 

made sensible by these and other tokens, of the presence of an air of mystery, 

akin to that which had so much impressed him out of doors. It was im­

possible to discard a sense that something serious was going on, and that under 

the noisy revel of the public-house, there lurked unseen and dangerous matter. 

Little affected by this, how<nrer, he was perfectly satisfied with his quarters 

and would have remained there till morning, but that his conductor rose soon 

after midnight, to go home ; l\fr. Tappertit following his example, left him no 
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excuse to sby. So they all three left tho house together: roaring a Ko-Popery song until the fields resounded with the dismal noise. 
"Cheer up, captain!" cried Hugh, when they had roared themselves out of breath. "Another stave!" 
l\Ir. Tappert,it, nothing loath, began again; and so the three went staggerin

6 on, arm-in-arm, shouting like madmen, :ind defying the watch ,vith great 
valour. Indeed this did not require any unusual bravery or boldness, as the 
watchmen of that time, being selected for the office on account of excessive ago 
and extraordinary infirmity, had a custom of shutting themselves up tight in 
their boxes on the first symptoms of disturbance, and remaining there until 
they disappeared. In these proceedings, l\Ir. Dennis, who had a gruff voice 
and lungs of considerable power, distinguished himself very much, and acquired great credit with his two companions. 

" ,vhat a queer fellow you are!" said :Mr. Tappertit. "You're so precious sly and close. \Vhy don't you ever tell what trade you're of?'' 
"Answer the captain instantly," cried Hugh, beating his hat down on his head ; "why don't you ever tell ,vhat trade you're of!" 
" I'm of as gen-teel a calling, brother, ns any man in England-as light a. business as any gentleman could desire." 
""\Vas you 'prenticed to it!" asked ivf r. Tappertit. 
"No. K atura,l genius," said l\fr. Dennis. "No 'prenticing. It come by natur'. l\Iuster Gashford kno,vs my calling. Look at that hand of mine­

many and many a job that hand has done, with a neatness and dex-terity, 
never known nfore. \Vhcn I look at that h~nd," said l\1r. Dennis, shaking it in the air, "and remember the he]egant bits of work it has turned off, I feel 
quite molloncholy to think it should over grow old and feeble. But sich is life!" 

He heaved a deep sigh as he indulged in these reflections, and putting liis 
fingers with an absent air on Hugh's throat, and particularly under his left ear, 
as if he were studying the anatomical development of that part of his frame, shook his head in a despo11dent manner and actually shed tears. 

" You're a kind of artist, I suppose-eh ! " said iir. Tappertit. 
" Yes," rejoined Dennis; "yes-I may call myself a artist-a fancy work­man-art improves natur'-that's my motto." 
" And what do you call this~" said .Mr. Tappertit taking his stick out of his hand. 

"That's my portrait atop," Dennis replied; "d'ye think it's like ?" 
" \Vhy-it's a little too handsome," said Mr. Tappertit. ",v110 did it? You?" 

'' l ! " repeated Dennis, gazing fondly on his image. " I wish I had the 
talent. That was carved by a friend of mine, as is now no more. The very 
day afore he died, he cut that with his pocket-knife from memory! 1'11 die 
game, says my friend, and my la.st moments shall be <lewote<l to making Dunnis's picter'. That's it." 

"That was a queer fancy, wasn't it?'' said l\fr. Tappertit. 
" It was a queer fancy," rejoined the other, breathing on his fictitious nose, 

and polishing it with the cuff of his coat, "but he was a queer subject alto-
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gcther-a kind of gipsy-one of the finest, stand-up men, you ever see. Ah ! 
Ho told me some things that would startle you a bit, did that friend of mine, 

on the morning when he died." 
"You were with him at the time, were you?" said Jvir. Tappertit. 

" Yes," he answered with a curious look, "I was there. Oh! yes certainly, 

I was there. He wouldn,t have gone off half as comfortable without me. I 

had been -with three or four of his family under the same circumstances. They 

were all fine fellows." 
"They must have been fond of yout remarked l\1r. Tappertit, looking at him 

sideways. 
"I don't know that they was exactly fond of me," said Dennis, with a little 

hesitation, "but they all had me near 'em when they departed. I come in for 

their wardrobes too. This very hankecher that you sec round my neck, 

belonged to him that rve been speaking of-him as did that likeness." 

l\1r. Tappertit glanced at the article referred to, and appeared to think that 

the deceased's ideas of dress were of a peculiar and by no means an expensive 

kind. He made no remark upon the point, however, and suffered his myste­

rious companion to proceed without interruption. 

"These smalls," said Dennis, rubbing his legs ; "these very smalls-they 

belonged to a friend of mine that's left off sich incumbrances for ever: this 

coat too-I've often walked behind this coat, in the streets, and wondered 

whether it would eyer come to me : this pait· of shoes have danced a hornpipe 

for another man, afore my eyes, full half-a-dozen times at least: and as to my 

hat," he said; taking it off, and twirling it round upon his fist-'' Lord! rve 

seen this hat go up Holborn on the box of a hackney-coach-ah, many and 

many a Jay !" 
"You don,t mea.n to say their old wearers are all dead, I hoper said Mr. 

Tappertit, falling a little distance from him, as he spoke. 
" Every one of ,em," replied Dennis. "Every man Jack !', 

Thero was something so very ghastly in this circumstance, and it appeared 

to account, in such a very strange and dismal manner, for his fade<l. drcss­

which, in this new aspect, seemed discolom.·ed by the earth from graves-that 

1\Ir. Tappertit abruptly found he was going another way, and, stopping short, 

bade him good night with the utmost heartiness. As they happened to be 

near tho Old Bailey, and :Mr. Dennis knew there were turnkeys in the lodge 

with whom he could pass the night, and discuss professional subjects of common 

interest among them before a rousing fire, and over a social glass, he separated 

from his companions without any great regret, and warmly shaking hands with 

Hugh, and making an early appointment for their meeting at The Boot, lef(; 

them to pursue their road. 

" That's a strange sort of man," said :Mr. Tappertit, watching tho hacknoy­

co::i.chman,s hat as it wGnt bobbing down the street. "I don't know wha.t to 

make of him. vVhy can't he have his smalls made, to order, or wea,r live 

clothes at any rn.te t' 
,: He's a lucky man, captain," cried Hugh. " I should like to h;-1ve such 

fricrnls as his.,' 
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"I hope he don't get 'em to make their wills, and then knock 'em on the 
head,'' said Mr. Tappertit, musing. "But come. The United B.'s expect me. On !-What 's the matter?" 

"I quite forgot," said Hugh, who had started at the striking of a neigh­
bouring clock. "I have somebody to see to-night-I must turn back directly. 
The drinking and singing put it out of my head. It's well I remembered it r' 

J\1r. Tappertit looked at him as though he were about to give utterance to 
some very majestic sentiments in reference to this act of desertion, but as it 
was clear, from Hugh's hasty manner, that the engagement was one of a 
pressing nature, he graciously forbore, and gave him his permission to depart 
immediately, which Hugh acknowledged with a roar of laughter. 

"Good night, captain!" he cried. "I am yours to the death, remember!'' 
"Farewell!" said :Mr. Tappertit, waving his hand. " Be bold and vigilant!" 
"No Popery, captain!" roared Hugh. 
" England in blood first!" cried his desperate leader. "\Vhereat Hugh 

cheered and laughed, and ran off like a greyhound. 
" That man will prove a credit to my corps," said Simon, turning thought­

fully upon his heel. "And let me see. In an altered state of society-which 
must ensue if we break out and are victorious-when the locksmith's child is 
mine, .:Miggs must be got rid of somehow, or she'll poison the tea-kettle one 
evening when I'm out. He might marry l\1iggs, if he was drunk enough. It sha,ll be done. I'll make a note of it." 

CHAPTER THE FORTIETH. 

LrTTLE thinking of the plan for his happy settlement in life which had sug­
gested itself to the teeming brain of his provident commander, Hugh made no 
pause until Saint Dunstan's giants struck the hour above him, ,vhen he worked 
the handle of a pump which stood hard by, with gre~t vigour, and thrusting his 
head under the spout, let the water gush upon him until a little stream ran 
down from every uncombed hair, and he was wet to the waist. Considerably 
refreshed by this ablution, both in mind and body, and :1lmost sobered for the 
time, he dried himself as he best could; then crossed tho road, and plied the knocker of the l\1iddle Temple gate. 

The night-porter looked through a small grating in the portal with a surly 
eye, and cried "Halloa !" which greeting Hugh returned in kind, and bade him open quickly. 

" "\-Ve don't sell beer here," cried the man; " what else do you want?" 
"To come in," Hugh replied, with a kick at the door. 
" "\Vhere to go to ?" 
"Paper-Buildings." 
" Whose chambers ?" 
" Sir John Chester's." Each of which answers, he emphasised with another kick. 
After a little growling on the other side, tho gate was opened, and he passed 

in: undergoing a close inspection from the porter as he did so. 
" You wanting Sir John, at this time of night,~, said tho mnn. 
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"Av!'' said Hugh. "I ! \1/hat of that t' 
"\Vhy, I must go with you and see that you do, for I don't believe it." 

" Come along then." 
Eyeing him with suspicious looks, the man, with key and lantern, walked on 

at his side, and attended him to Sir John Chester's door, at which Hugh gave 
one knock, that echoed through the dark staircase like a ghostly summons, and 
macle the dull light tremble in the drowsy lamp. 

" Do you think he wants me now r' said Hugh. 
Before the man had time to answer, a footstep was heard within, a light 

appeared, and Sir John, in his dressing-gown 2~nd slippers, opened the door. 
" I ask you pardon, Sir John," said the porter, pulling off his hat. " Here's 

a young man says ho ·wants to speak to you. It's bte for strangers. I thought 
it best to seo that all "·as right." 

" Aha?" cried Sir John, raising his eyebrows. " It's you, messenger, is it f 
Go in. Quite right, friend. I commend your prudence highly. Thank you. 
God bless you. Good night." 

To be commended, thanked, God-blessed, and bade good night by one who 
carried " Sir" before his name, and wrote himself M. P. to boot, was some­
thing for a porter. He withdrew with much humility and reverence. Sir 
John followed his late visitor into the dressing-room, and sitting in his easy 
chair before the fire, and moving it so that he could see him as he stood, hat 
in hand, beside the door, looked at him from head to foot. 

The old face, calm and pleasant as ever ; the complexion, quite juvenile in 
its bloom and clearness ; the same smile ; the wonted precision and elegance 
of dress ; the white, well-ordered teeth ; the delicate hands ; the composed 
and quiet manner ; everything as it used to be : no marks of age or passion, 
envy, hate, or disco::i.tent: all unruffled and serene, and quite delightful to behold. 

He wrote himself M. P.-but how? "\Vhy, thus. It was a proud family 
-more proud, indeed, than wealthy. He had stood in danger of arrest; of 
bailiffs, and a jail-a vulgar jail, to which the common people with small 
incomes went. Gentlemen of ancient houses have no privilege of exemption 
from such cruel laws-unless thoy are of one great house, and then they have. 
A proud man of his stock n.nd kindred had the means of sending him there. 
He offered-not indeed to pay his debts, but to let him sit for a close borough 
until his own son <'n.mo of age, which, if ho lived, would come to pass in twenty 
years. It was quite as good as an Insolvent Act, and infinitely more genteel. 
So Sir John Chester ,-ras a member of Parliament. 

But how Sir John ~ Nothing so simple, or so easy. One touch with a 
sword of state, and the transformation is effected. John Chester Esquire, 
~I. P. attended court-,-rent up with an address-headed a deputation. Such 
elegance of manner, so many graces of deportment, such powers of conversation, 
could never pass unnoticed. l\Ir. was too common for such merit. A mn,n so 
gentlemanly should have been-but Fortune is capricious-born a Duke: just 
as 01110 dukes should have been born labourers. He caught the fancy of the 
king, knelt down a grub, and rose a butterfly. John Chester Esquire was 
knighted and became Sir John. 
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,: It hought when you left me this evening, my esteemed acquaintance," said Sir 
Jolm after a pretty long silence, "that you intended to return with all despatch~" 

" So I did, .i\Iaster. ,-r 
" A ncl so you have?'' he retorted, glancing at his watch. " Is that what 

yon "·oukl say?'' 
I nstea<l of r eplying, Hugh changed the leg on which he leant, shuffled his 

cnp from one hand to the other, looked at the ground, the ,vall, the coiling1 and 
finally at Sir John himself; before "·hose pleasant face he lo,vered his eyes 
a,g~Lin, and fixed them on the floor. 

"And how have you been employing yourself in the mean ·while?" quoth :SirJ ohn, 
hzily crossing his legs. "'-Vhere have you been? what harm have you been cloingr' 

"No harm at all, :Master," growled Hugh, with humility. " I have only 
done as you ordered." 

': As I what? " returned Sir John. 
" '-Yell then,'' sa.id Hugh uneasily, ·' as you advised, or 1eaid I ought, or said I 

might,or said that you woul<ldo,ifyou was me. Don't be so hard upon me, master." 
Something like an expression of triumph in the perfect control he had estab­

lished over this rough instrument, appeared in the knight's face for an instant; 
but it vanished directly, as he said-paring his nails while speaking : 

",Yhen you say I ordered you, my good fellow, you imply tlrnt I directed 
you to <lo something for me-something I wanted done-something for my 
own ends and purposes-you see? Now I am sure I needn't enlarge upon the 
extreme absurdity of such an idea, however unintentiona,l; so, please-" and 
here ho turned his eyes upon him-': to be more gua.rded. '\Vill you?,, 

"I meant to give you no offence," said Hugh. " I don't know ,vhat to say. 
You catch me up so very short." 

" You \Yill be caught up much shorter, my good fri end-infinitely shorter­
one of those days, depend upon it," r eplied his patron, ca.lmly. " By-the-bye, 
instead of wondering why you have boon so long, my wonder should be why 
you came at all. '\Vhy did you ~" 

" You know, master," said Hugh, " that I couldn't read tho bill I found, and 
that supposing it to be something particular from the ,vay it was wrapped up, 
I brought it here." 

" And could you ask no one else to read it, Bruin ? " sai l Sir J ohn. 
'' No one that I could trust with secrets, master. Since Barnauy Rudge 

was lost sight of for good and all-and that's five year ago-I haven't talked 
\Yith any one but you." 

" You have done me honour, I am sure." 
" I have come to and fro, master, all through that time, when there was any­

thing to tell, because I know tlrnt you'd be angry with me if I stayed a\Yn,y," 
sn,icl II ugh, blurting tho words out, after an cmbarr:tssecl silence; "ancl bcc::wse 
I wished to ploaso you, if I could, an<l not to lrn,ve you go against mo. There. 
That's the true reason why I came to-night. You know that, ma ' tor, I am sure." 

'' You arc a specious follow," returned Sir John, fixing his eyes upon him, 
" and carry two faces under 'l.'Olll' hood as well as the best. Didn't you gi\'c • J ) 

mo in this room, this evening, any other reason; no dislike of anybody who 
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has slighted you, hte1y, on all occasions, abused you, treat~cl you with rudeness; 

acted towards you, more as if you were a mongrel dog tha,n a ma,n like himself ~n 

" To be sure I did !" cried Hugh, his passion rising, as tho other meant it 

should; "and I say it all over now, again. rd do anything to lrnve some 

revenge on him-anything. And when you told me that he and :dl the 

Catholics would suffer from those who joined together under that handbill, I 

said I'd make one of '0m, if their master was the <levil himself. I am one of 

cm. See whether I am as good as my word and turn out to be among the 

foremost, or no. I mayn't have much head, master, but I'Ye head enough to 

remember those that use me ill. You shall see, and so shall he, and so shall 

hundreds more, how my spirit backs me when the time comes. :My bark is 

nothing to my bite. Somo that I know, had better have a wild lion among 

'om than me, when I am fairly loose-they had !" 
The knight looked at him with a smile of far deeper meaning than ordinary; 

and pointing to the old cupboard, followed him ,vith his eyes while he filled 

and drank a glass of liquor ; and smiled when his back was turned, with 

deeper rne:ming yet. 
" You are in a blustering mood, my friendt he said, when Hugh confronted 

him again. 
" Not I, master!" cried Hugh. "I don't say half I mean. I can't. I haven't 

got tho gift. There are talkers enough among us ; I'll be one of tho doers.n 

" Oh! you have joined those follows then r' said Sir John, with an air of 

most profound indifference. 

" Yes. I went up to the house you told mo of, and got put down upon the 

muster. There was :mother man there, named Dennis-" 

" Dennis, eh ! " cried Sir John, laughing. " Ay, ay ! a pleasant fellow, 

I believe ? ,, 

" A roaring dog, master-one after my own heart-hot upon tho matter 

too-red hot." 
" So I have heard/ replied Sir John carelessly. " You don't happen to 

know his trade, do you ~ ,, 

" He wouldn't say," cried Hugh. " He keeps it secret:' 

" Ha ha!" laughed Sir J olm. " A strange fancy-a \Yeakness ·with some 

persons-you'll know it one day, I dare swear." 

" '\Vo're intimate already," said Hugh. 

" Quite natur::tl ! And have been drinking together, eh!" pursue<l Sir John. 

"Did you say wlrnt place you went to in company, when you left Lord George's!" 

Hugh had not said or tho11ght of saying, but he told him; and this inquiry 

~Jeing followed by a long train of questionsi he related all that had passed both 

m and out of doors, the kind of people he had seen, their numbers, state of 

feeling, mode of conversation, apparent expectations and intentions. His 

questioning was so artfully contrived, that he seemed even in his o,Yn eyes to 

volunteer all this information rather than to have it wrested from him; and 

ho was brought to this state of feeling so natura.lly, that ,.,.hen ~Ir. Chester 

yawned at length and declared himself quite wearied out, he made a roui:th 

kind ,Jf' excuse for ha,ying t:dked so much. '---



I I 

168 MASTER HUMPHREY'S CLOCK. 

" There-get you gone," said Sir John, holding the door open in his hand. 
" You have made a pretty evening's work. I told you not to do this. You 
may get into troubfo. You'll have an opportunity of revenging yourself on your 
proud friend Haredale, though, and for that, you'd hazard anything I supposer' 

" I would," retorted Hugh, stopping in his passage out, and looking back; 
" but what do I risk ! ""\Vhat do I stand a chance of losing, master? Friends, 
home? A fig for 'em all; I have none; they are nothing to me. GiYe me a 
good scuffle; let me pay off old scores in a bold riot where there are men to 
stand by me ; and then use me as you like-it don't matter much to me what 
the end is ! ,, 

'' ""\Vhat have you done \vith that paper?,, said Sir John. 
'' I have it here, master." 
" Drop it again as you go along; it's as well not to keep such things 

about you." 
Hugh nodded, and touching his cap with an air of as much respect as he 

could summon up, departed. 
Sir John, fastening the doors behind him, went back to his dressing-room, and 

sat dO\vn once again before the fire, at which he gazed for a long time, in 
earnest meditation. 

"This happens fortunately," he said, breaking into a smile, "and promises 
well. Let me see. l\Iy relative and I, who are the most Protestant fellows in 
the world, give our worst wishes to the Roman Catholic cause; and to Saville, 
who introduces their bill, I have a personal objection besides ; but as each of 
us has himself for the first article in his creed, we cannot commit ourselves by 
joining with a very extravagant madman, such as this Gordon most undoubtedly 
is. Now really, to foment his disturbances in secret, through the medium of 
such a very apt instrument as my savage friend here, may further our real 
ends; :1nd to express at all becoming seasons, in moderate and polite terms, a 
disapprobation of his proceedings, though we agree \vith him in principle, will 
certainly be to gain a character for honesty and uprightness of purpose, "·hich 
cannot fail to do us infinite senice, and to raise us into some importance. 
Good ! So much for public grounds. As to private considerations, I confess 
that if these vagabonds u;ould make some riotous demonstration (which does 
not appear impossible), and would inflict some little chastisement on Haredale 
as a not inactive man among his sect, it vrnuld be extremely agreeable to my 
feelings, and would amuse me beyond measure. Good again! Perhaps bettor!" 

"\Vhen he came to this point, he took a pinch of snuff; then beginning 
slowly to un<lress, he resumed his meditations, by saying with a smile : 

:, I fear, I do fear exceedingly, that my friend is following fast in the foot­
steps of his mother. His intimacy with :i\Ir. Dennis is very ominous. But I 
have no doubt he must have come to that end any way. If I lend him a 
helping hand, the only difference is, that he may, upon the whole, pos"ibly 
drink a few gallons, or puncheons, or hogsheads, less in this life than he other­
wise would. It's no business of mine. It's a matter of very small importance !'' 

So he took another pinch of snuff, and went to bod. 
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CHAPTER THE FORTY-FIRST. 

FROM tho workshop of the Golden Key, there issued forth a, tinkling sound, 

so merry and good-humoured, that it suggested the idea of some one working 
blithely, and ma,dc quite pleasa,nt music. No man who hammcre<l on at a dull 
monotonous duty, could have brought such cheerful notes from steel and iron ; 
none but a chirping, healthy, honest-hearted fellow, who made tho best of 

everything, and felt kindly towards everybody, could have <lone it for an 
instant. He might have been a coppersmith, and still been music:11. If he 

had sat in a jolting waggon, full of rods of iron, it seemed as if he would have 

brought some harmony out of it. 
rrink, tink, tink-clear as a silver bell, and audible at every pause of the streets' 

harsher noises, as though it said, "I don't care; nothing puts mo out; I am re­
solved to be happy.'' vV omen scolded, children squalled, heavy carts wont rumbling 
by, horrible cries proceeded from the lungs of hawkers; still it struck in n,ga,in, 

no higher, no lower, no louder, no softer; not thrusting itself on people's notice a, 

bit tho more for having been outdone by louder sounds-tink, tink, tink, tink, tink. 
It was a perfect embodiment of the still small voice, free from all cold, hoarse­

ness, huskiness, or unhealthiness of any kind ; foot-passengers slackened their 
pace, and were disposed to linger near it; neighbours who had got up splenetic that 
morning, felt good-humour stealing on them as they heard it, and by degrees 

became quite sprightly; mothers danced their babies to its ringing; still the 
Eia,mo mn.gical tink, tink, tink, came gaily from the workshop of the Golden I{ey. 

,v110 but tho locksmith could have made such music ! A gleam of sun 

shining through tbe unsashed window, and chequering the dark workshop with 

a broad patch of light, fell full upon him, as though attracted by his sunny 
heart. Thero ho stood working at his anvil, his face nll radiant with exorcise 
and gladness, his sleeves turned up, his wig pushed off his shining forehead­
tho easiest, freest, lrnppiest man in all tho world. Beside him sat a sleek cat, 
purring and "·inking in the light, and falling every now and then into an idle 
doze, as from excess of comfort. Toby looked on from a tall bench hard by; 
one beaming smile, from his broad nut-brown face down to the shck-baked 
buckles in his shoes. The very locks that hung around had something jovia,l 
in their rust, n,nd seemed like gouty gentlemen of hcnrty natures, disposed to 
joke on their infirmities. There was nothing surly or severe in the whole 

scene. It seemed impossible that any one of the innumerable keys could fit a 
churlish strong-box or a prison-door. Cellars of boor and wine, rooms where 
there were fires, books, gossip, and cheering laughter-these were their proper 
sphere of action. Places of distrust, and cruelty, and restraint, they wonk' 
have left quadruple-locked for ever. 

Tink, tink, tink. Tho locksmith paused at last, and wiped his brow. The 
silence roused the cat, who, jumping softly clown, crept to the door, and 
watched with tiger eyes a bird-cage in an opposite window. Gabriel lifted 
Toby to his mouth, and took a hearty draught. 
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Then, as he stood upright, ,vith his head flung back, and his portly chest 
tlwown out, you would have seen that Gabriel's lower man ,..-as clothed in military 
gear. Glancing at the wall beyond, there might have been espied, hanging on 
their several pegs, a cap and feather, broad-sword, sash, and coat of scarlet; 
,vhich any man learned in such matters would have known from their make aml 
pattern to be the uniform of a serjcant in the Royal East-London Volunteers. 

As the locksmith put his mug down, empty, on tho bench whence it h:id 
smiled on him before, he glanced at these articles with a, laughinz eye, and 
looking at them with his head a little on one side, as though he would get 
thorn all into a focus, said, leaning on his hammer : 

'' Time was, now, I remember, when I was like to run mad ,vith the desire 
to wear a coat of that colour. If any one ( except my father) had called me a 
fool for my pains, how I should have fired and fumed ! But what a fool I must 
have been, sure-I y ! '' 

"Ah!~' sighed :\Irs. Varden, who lrnd entered unobserved. "A fool indeed. 
A man at your time of life, Varden, should know better now." 

"'\Vhy, "·hat a ricliculous woman you are, l\Iartha," said the locksmith, turn­
ing round with a smile. 

" Certainly," replied l\Irs. V. with great demureness. " Of course I am. I 
know that, Varden. Thank you." 

" I mean-" began the locksmith. 
" Yes/ said his wife, "I know ,vhat you mean. You speak quite plain 

enough to be understood, Varden. It's very kind of you to adapt yourself to 
my capacity, I am sure.~' 

" Tut, tut, :Martha,'' rejoined the locksmith ; "don't fake offence at no­
thing. I mean;, how strange it is of you to run down volunteering, when it's 
done to defend you and all the other women, and our o"·n fireside a.nd every­
body else's, in case of need." 

" It's unchristian," cried l\Irs. Varden, shaking her head. 
·" Unchristian !" said the locksmith. " \Vhy, what the devil-" 
l\'.Irs. Varden looked at the ceiling, as in expectation that the consequence 

of this profanity would be the immediate descent of the four-post bedstead on 
the second floor, together with the best sitting-room on the first; but no 
visible judgment occurring, she heaved a deep sigh, and begged her husband, 
in a tone of resignation, to go on, and by all means to blaspheme as much as 
possible, because he knew she liked it. 

The locksmith did for a moment seem disposed to gratify her, but he grsvo a 
great gulp, and mildly rejoined: 

"I "·as going to say, what on earth do you call it unchristian for? ·y'-hich 
would be most unchristi an, Nia.rtha-to sit quietly clown and let our houses be 
sacked by a foreign army, or to turn out like men and drive 'cm off? Shouldn't 
I be a nice sort of a Christian, if I crept into a corner of my O\rn chimney and 
looked on while a parcel of whiskered savages bore off Dolly-or you-?" 

vVhen he saicl '· or you," .Mrs. Y arclen, despite herself, relaxocl into a smile. 
There was something complimentary in the idea. " In such a st:i.to of things 
as that, indeed-" she simper ed. 
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"As that!~' repeated tho locksmith. "vVell, that would be the state of things 
directly. Even Miggs would go. Some black tambourine-player, with a groat 
turban on, would be bearing her off, and, unless the tambourine-player was proof 
against kicking anci scratching, it's my belief he'd have the worst of it. Ha Jrn, ha! 
I'd forgive the tambourine-player. I wouldn't have him interfered with on any 
account, poor fellow." And here the locksmith laughed again so heartily, that 
foa,rs came into his eyes-much to ~Irs. Varden's indignation, who thought the 
capture of so sound a Protestant and estimable a private character as ~Iiggs by 

a pagan negro, a circumstance too shocking and awful for contemplation. 
The picture Gabriel had <lra,wn, indee<l, threatened serious consequences, 

and ,vould indubitably have led to them, but luckily at that moment a, light 

footstep crossed the threshold, and Dolly, running in, threw her arms round 
her old father's neck and hugged him tight. 

" Hero she is at last !" cried Gabriel. "And how well you look, Doll, and 
how late you are, my darling!" 

How well she looked? ,v ell? ,vhy, if he had exhausted every laudatory 
adjective in the dictionary, it wouldn't have been praise enough. ,vhen and 
where was there ever, such a plump, roguish, comely, bright-eyed, enticing, 
bewitching, captivating, maddening little puss in all this world, as Dolly ! 
,vhat was the Dolly of five years ago, to the Dolly of that day! How many 
coachmakers, saddlcrs, cabinet-makers, and professors of other useful arts, had 
deserted their fathers, mothers, sisters, brothers, and, most of all, their cousins, 
for the love of her! How many unknown gentlemen-supposed to be of 
mighty fortunes, if not titles-had waited round the corner after dark, and 
tempted .Miggs the incorruptible, with golden guineas, to deliver offers of 

marriage folded up in love-letters! How many disconsolate fathers and sub­
stantial tradesmen had waited on the locksmith for the same purpose, with 
dismal tales of how their sons had lost their appetites, and taken to shut them­
solYcs up in dark bedrooms, and wandering in desolate suburbs with pale faces, 
and all because of Dolly Varden's loveliness and cruelty ! How many young 
men, in all previous times of unprecedented steadiness, had turned suddenly 
wild and "·icked for the same reason, and, in an ecstasy of unrequited love, 
taken to "rench off door-knockers, and invert the boxes of rheumatic watch­
men! How had she recruited the king's service, both by sea and land, through 
rendering desperate his loving subjects between the ages of eighteen and twenty­
five ! HoYv many young ladies had publicly professed, with tears in their eyes, 
that for their tastes she was much too short, too tall, too bold, too cold, too 
stout, too thin, too fair, too dark-too everything but handsome! How many 
old la,clics, taking counsel together, had thanked Heaven their daughters were 
not like her, and had hoped she might come to no harm, and had thought she 
woul<l. come to no good, and had wondered what people saw in her, and had 
arrived at the conclusion that she was "going off" in her looks, or had never 
come on in them, and that she was a thorough imposition and a popular mistake! 

And yet here \rns this same Dolly Varden, so whimsical and hard to please 
that she ,vas Dolly Varden still, all smilos and dirnpks and plea.saint looks, 
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::rncl caring no morn for the fifty or sixty young fellows who at that very 
moment wore bro:1king their hearts to mn,rry her, tha,n if so many oysters 
had boen crossed in love and opened afterwards. 

Dolly hugged her father as has been already stated, and having hugged her 
mother also, accompanied both into the little parlour whore the cloth ,vas 
already laid for dinner, and where Miss Miggs-a trifle more rigid and bony 
than of yore-received her with a sort of hysterical gasp, intended for a smile. 
lnto the hands of tlrnt young virgin, she delivered her bonnet and walking dress 
(a,11 of a dreadful, artful, and designing kind), and then said with a bugh, which 
rivalled the locksmith's music, "How gbd I always am to be at home again!" 

" And how gbd we al ways are, Doll," said her father, putting back the 
dark hair from her sparkling eyes, "to have you at home. Give me a kiss.'' 

If there had been anybody of the male kind there to sec her do it-but 
there was not-it was a mercy. 

" I don't like your being at the "\Varren," said the locksmith, H I can't bear 
to h:.wc you out of my sight. And what is the news over yonder, Doll t' 

" '\Vhat nows there is, I think you know already," replied his daughter. 
" I am sure you do though." 

" Ay?" cried the locksmith. " "\Vhat's that?'' 
" Co~ne, come," said Dolly, "you know very well. I want you to tell me why 

l\1r. Hared::iJe-oh, how gruff he is ag:1in, to be sure !-has been away from 
homo for some days past, and why ho is travelling about (we know he is travel­
ling, because of his letters) without telling his own niece why or wherefore." 

" .Miss Emma doesn't want to know, I'll swear," returned the locksmith. 
" I don't know that," said Dolly; "but I do, at any rate. Do tell me. 

Why is he so secret, and ,vhat is this ghost story, which nobody is to tell :Miss 
Emma, and which seems to be mixed up with his going away~ Now I see you 
know, by your colouring so." 

~, What the story moa,ns, or is, or has to do with it, I know no more than 
you, my dear," returned the locksmith, "except tha,t it's some foolish fear of 
little Solomon's-\vhich has, indeed, no meaning in it, I suppose. As to l\lr. 
Harcdale's journey, ho goes, as I believe-" 

,~ Yes," said Dolly. 
" As I believe,,, resumed the locksmith, pinching her cheek, " on business, 

Doll. '\Vhat it may be, is quite another 111:1tter. Read Blue Beard, and don't 
be too curious, pot ; it's no business of yours or mine, depend upon that; and 
hero's dinner, which is much more to the purpose." 

Dolly might have remonstrated against this summary dismissal of the sub­
ject, notwithstanding the appearance of dinner, but at the mention of Blue 
Beard 1.\1rs. VarJ.cn interposed, protesting sho coulJ. not find it in her con­
science to sit tamely by, and hoar her child recommended to peruse tho 
adventures of a Turk and l\lussulman-far loss of a fabulous Turk, which she 
considered th:1t Potentate to be. She held tha,t, in such stirring and tremendous 
times as those in which they lived, it would be much more to tho purpose if 
Dolly became a regular subscribet· to the Thunderer, where she would have 

• 
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an opportunity of reading Lord George Gordon's speeches word for word, 

which would be a greater comfort and solace to her, than a hundrecJ. and fifty 

Blue Beards ever could impart. She appealed in support of this proposition 

to :Miss nliggs, then in waiting, who said that indeed the peace of mind sho 

had derived from the perusal of that paper generally, but especially of one 

article of the very last week as ever was, entitled "Great Britain drenched in 

gore," exceeded all belief; the same composition, she added, had also wrought 

such a comforting effect on the mind of a married sister of hers, then resident 

at Golden Lion Court, number twenty-sivin, second bell-handle on the right­

hand door-post, that, being in a delicate state of health, and in fact expecting 

an addition to her family, sho had been seized with fits directly after its 

perusal, and had raved of the Inquisition ever since; to the great improve­

ment of her husband and friends. Miss Miggs went on to say that she would 

recommend all those whose hearts were hardened to hear Lord George them­

selves, whom she commended first, in respect of his steady Protestantism, 

then of his oratory, then of his eyes, then of his nose, then of his legs, and 

lastly of his figure generally, which she looked upon as fit for any statue, 

prince, or angel, to which sentiment i1rs. Varden fully subscribed. 

Mrs. Varden having cut in, looked at a box upon tho mantle-shelf, painted 

in imitation of a very red-brick <l welling-house, with a yellow roof; ha,ving at 

top a real chimney, down which voluntary subscribers dropped their silver, 

gold, or pence, into tho parlour; and on tho door the counterfeit presentment 

of a brass pfate, whereon was legibly inscribed "Protestant Association:"­

n.ml looking at it, said, that it was to her a source of poignant misery to think 

that Varden never had, of all his substance, dropped anything into that temple, 

save once in secret-as she afterwards discovered-two fragments of tobacco­

pipe, which she hoped would not be put down to his last account. That Dolly, 

she was grieved to say, was no less backward in her contributions, better loving, 

as it seemed, to purchase ribbons and such gauds, than to encourage the great 

cause, then in such heavy tribulation; and that she did entreat her (her 

father sho much feared could not be moved) not to despise, but imitate, the 

bright example of 1viiss 1\'.Iiggs, who flung hor wages, as it were, into the very 

countenance of the Pope, and bruised his features with her quarter's money. 

" Oh, mimt said !-.Iiggs, "don't relude to that. I had no intentions, mim, that 

nobody should know. Such sacrifices as I can make, are quite a widder's mite. 

It's all I have," cried !-.liggs with a great burst of tears-for with her they never 

came on by degrees-" but it's m::i.de up to me in other ways; it's well made up." 

This was quite true, though not perhaps in the sense that !-.1iggs intended. 

As she never failed to keep her self-denial full in Mrs. Varden~s view, it drew 

forth so many gifts of caps and gowns and other articles of dress, tlmt upoi1 

the 'IYhole tho red-brick house was perhaps the best investment for her small 

capital she could possibly have hit upon ; returning her interest, at the rate of 

seven or eight per cent. in money, and fifty at least in personal repute and 

credit. 

" You needn't cry, 1\Iiggs," sa.id l\'Irs. Varden, herself in tears; "you needn't 

Le ashamed of it, though your poor mistress is on the sa.me side." 
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1Iiggs hoYvled at this remark, in a peculiarly dismal way, and s:1id she 
knowcd tlrnt master hated he1·. That it was a dreadful tliino- to live in families 

~ 

and have dislikes, and not give satisfactions. That to make di visions was a 
thing she could not abear to think of, neither could her feelings let her do it. 
That if it was master's wishes as she and him should part, it was best they 
should part, and she hoped he might be the happier for it, and alwa,ys wishes 
him well, and that he might find somebody as would meet his dispositions. It 
would be a hard trial, she said, to part from such a missis, but she could 
meet any suffering when her conscience told her she was in the rights, and 
therefore she was willing even to go that lengths. She did not think, she 
added, that she could long survive the separations, but, as she was hated and 
looked upon unpleasant, perhaps her dying as soon as possible would be the 
best endings for all parties. ,Vith this affecting conclusion, Miss !-iliggs shed 
more tears, nincl sobbed abundantlv. 

" Can you bear this, Varden r' said his wife in a solemn voice, laying down 
her knife and fork. 

., \Vhy, not very well, my dear,,, rejoined the locksmith, "but I try to keep 
my temper.,, 

" Don't let there be words on my account., mim," sobbed Miggs. "It's 
much the best that we should part. I wouldn't stay-oh, gracious me !-and 
make dissensions, not for a annuaJ gold mine, and found in tea and sugar.,' 

Lest the reader should be at any loss to discover the cause of 11iss l\1iggs's 
deep emotion, it may be whispered apart that, happening to be listening, as 
her custom sometimes waR, when Gabriel and his wife conversed together,she had 
heard the locksmith's joke relative to the foreign black who played the tambou­
rine, and bursting with the spiteful feelings which the taunt awoke in her fair 
breast, exploded in the manner we have witnessed. lviatters having now arrived 
a.ta crisis, the bcksmith as usual, and for the sake of peace and quietness,gavc in. 

" \'lhat arc ) ' OU crying for, girl?" he said. " What's the matter with 
you~ ,vha,t are you talking about hatred for? I don't hate you; I don't 
hate anybody. Dey your eyes and make yourself agreeable, in Heaven's name, 
and let us aJl be happy ,vhile we can." 

The ~dlied powers deeming it good generalship to consider this a sufficient 
:tpology on the part of the enemy, and confession of having been in tho wrong, 
ditl dry their eyes and take it in good part. :Miss l\1iggs observed that she 
bore no malice, no not to her greatest foe, whom she rather loved the more 
indeed, the greater persecution she sustained. Mrs. Varden approved of this 
meek and forgiving spirit in high terms, and incidentally declared as a closing 
article of agreement, that Dolly should accompany her to the Clerkenwe11 
branch of the association, that very night. This was an extraordinary instance 
of her great prudence and policy; having had this end in view from the first, 
nnd entertaining a secret misgiving that the locksmith (who was bold when 
Dolly was in question) ,vould object, she had backed Miss l\1iggs up to this 
point, in onlcr that she might haYe him at a disadvanfage. The rnanamvre 
succeeded so well that Gabriel only made a wry face, and with the warning 
he h:icl just had, fresh in his mind, did not dare to say 0110 word. 
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The difference ended, therefore, in :Miggs Leing presented with a gown by 

l\f rs. V a.rclen and half-a-crown by Dolly, as if she had eminently distinguished 

herself in the paths of morality and goodness. :Mrs. V ., according to 

custom, expressed her hope that Varden would take a lesson from what had 

passed and learn more generous conduct for the time to come ; and the dinner 

being now cold and nobodis appetite very much improved by what had passed, 

they went on with it, as .l\1rs. Varden said, " like Christians." 

As there was to be a gra,nd pa.rado of the Royal East London Volunteers 

that afternoon, the locksmith did no more work; but sat down comfortably 

with his pipe in his mouth, and his arm round his pretty daughter's waist, 

looking lovingly on :Mrs. V. from time to time, and exhibiting from the crown 

of his head to the sole of his foot, one smiling surface of good humour. And 

to be sure, when it was time to dress him in his regimentals, and Dolly, hang­

ing about him in all kinds of graceful winning ways, helped to button and buckle 

and brush him up and get him into one of the tightest coats that over was 

made by mortal tailor, he was the proudest father in all England. 
1

' \Vhat a handy jade it is!" said the locksmith to Mrs. Varden, ,vho stood by 

with folded hands-rather proud of her husband too-while 11iggs held his cap 

and sword at arm's length, as if mistrusting that the latter might run some one 

through the body of its o,Yn accord; "but never marry a soldier Doll, my dear." 

Dolly didn't ask why not, or say a \\·orcl indeed, but stooped her head c.ov.n 

very low to tie his sash. 

" I neycr wear this dres~," sa id honest Gabriel, ' ' bnt I th ink of poor Joe 
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\Villot. I loved Joe; he was always a favourite of mine. Poor J oe!-Dear 
heart, my girl, don't tie me in so tight." 

Dolly laughed-not like herself at all-the strangest little laugh that could 
be-and hekl her head down lower still. 

" Poor Joo!,, resumed the locksmith, muttering to himself; " I always 
wish he had come to me. I might have made it up between thorn, if he hacl. 
Ah! old John made a great mi.stake in his way of acting by that lad-a great 
mistake.-Have you nearly tied that sash, my dear?" 

\Vhat an ill-made sash it was ! There it was, loose again and trailing on tho 
ground. Dolly was obliged to kneel down, and recommence at the beginning. 

"Never mind young Willet, Varden," said his wife frowning; " you might 
find some one more deserving to talk about, I think." 

:Miss .Miggs gave a great sniff to the same effect. 
" Nay, :Martha," cried the locksmith, "don't let us bear too hard upon him. 

If the lad is dead indeed, we'll deal kindly by his memory." 
" A runaway and a vagabond ! "said Mrs. Varden. 
:Miss ~Iiggs expressed her concurrence as before. 
"A runaway, my dear, but not a vagabond,'' returned the locksmith in a 

gentle tone. "He belrnved himself well, did Joe-always-and was a haml­
some manly fellow. Don't call him a vagabond, :Martha." 

:Mrs. Varden coughed-and so did l\liggs. 
" He tried hard to gain your good opinion, 1VIartha, I can tell you," saicl 

tho locksmith smiling, ancl st1'oking his chin. " Ah! that he did. It seems 
but yesterday tlrn,t he followed mo out to the :Maypole door one night, and 
begged me not to say how like a boy they used him-sa,y here, at homo, he mo.'.tnt, 
though at tho time, I recollect, I didn't understand. ' And how's l\Iiss Dolly, 
1.,ir?' says Joe," pursued the locksmith, musing sorrowfully, "Ah ! Poor J oc ! " 

" "\Vell, I decla,re," cried Miggs. " Oh! Goodness gracious me! " 
" "\Vhat's the matter now?,, said Gabriel, turning sharply to her. 
" "\Vhy, if here an't I\Iiss Dolly," sa,id the ha,ndmaid, stooping down to look 

into her face, ''a giving ,vay to floods of tears. Oh mim! oh sir. Haly it's give mo 
such a turn," cried the susceptible damsel, pressing her hand upon her si<lu to quell 
the palpitation of her heart, "that you might knock me down with a feather." 

The locksmith, after 2:lancina at l\Iiss l\Iio·as as if ho could have ,vishecl to 
~ e oo 

have a feather brought straightway, looked on with a broa,d staro ,Yhilo Dolly 
hurried away, follo\ved by that sympathising young woman: then turning to his 
wife, stammered out, "Is Dolly ill? Have I done anything? Is it my fault?" 

"Your fault!" cried l\1rs. Y. reproachfully. '· There-You lwAl Lutter 
make lrn,ste out.,, 

""\Vhat lia,ve I clone?" said poor Gabriel. "It was agreed that J\Ir. Edward's 
n::une was never to 1e mentioned, and I have not spoken of him, have I!'' 

l\frs. Varden merely replied that she hacl no patience with him, and bou11coc.l 
off after tho other two. The unfortunate locL.smith wound his sash about 
him, girded on his sword, put on his cap, ::m<l. walked out. 

" I am not much of a dab a.t my exorcise," he sa.i<l under his breath, " but 
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I sha11 got into fewer scrapes at that work than at this. Every man came into 
the world for something; my department seems to be to make every woman 
cry without meaning it. ICs rather hard ! " 

But he forgot it before he reached the end of the street, and went on with 
a shining face, nodding to the neighbours, and showering :1bout his friendly 
greetings like mild spring rain. 

CHAPTER THE FORTY-SECOND. 

THE Royal East London Volunteers made a brilliant sight that day : formed 
into lines, squares, circles, triangles, and what not, to the beating of drums 
and the streaming of flags ; and performed a vast number of complex evolu­
tions, in all of which Serjeant Varden bore a conspicuous share. Having 
displayed their military prowess to the utmost in these warlike shows, they 
marched in glittering order to the Chelsea Bun-house, and regaled in the adja­
cent taverns until dark. Then at sound of drum they fell in again, and returned 
amidst the shouting of His Majesty's lieges to the place from whence they 
came. 

The homeward march being somewhat tardy,-owing to the un-soldierliko 
behaviour of certain corporals, who, being gentlemen of sedentary pursuits in 
private life and excitable out of doors, broke several windows with their 
bayonets, and rendered it imperative on the commanding officer to deliver them 
over to a strong guard, with whom they fought at intervals as they came 
along,-it was nine o'clock when the locksmith roached homo. A hackney-coach 
was waiting near his door ; and as he passed it, Mr. Haredale looked from the 
window and called him by his name. 

"The sight of you is good for sore eyes, sir,'' said tho locksmith, stepping up 
to him. " I wish you had walked in though, rather than waited here." 

" There is nobody at home, I find," Mr. Haredalo answered; "besides, I 
desired to bo as private as I could.'' 

" Humph!" muttered the lo.cksmith, looking round at his house. " Gone 
with Simon Tappertit to that precious Branch, no doubt." 

:Mr. Haredale invited him to come into the coach, and, if he were not tired 
or anxious to go home, to ride with him a little way that they might have some 
talk together. Gabriel cheerfully complied, and tho coachman mounting his 
box drove off. 

" V arden,i' said :Mr. Harodale after a minute's pause, "you will be amaze<.! 
to hear what errand I am on; it will seem a very strange one." 

" I have no doubt it's a rcasona,ble one, sir, and has a meaning in it,'' replied 
the locksmitJ1; " or it would not be yours at all. Ha,ve you just come back to 
town, sir?" 

" But half an hour ago." 
" Bringing no nows of Barnaby, or his mother?'' said the locksmith du­

biously. _"Ah! you needn't shake your hea,d, sir. It was a wild-goose chase. 
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I fea,red that, from tho first. You exhausted all reasonable means of cliscoi;ory 

when thoy went away. To begin again after so long a time has passed is 

hopeless, sir-quite hopeless." 
•' \Vhy, vv1here are theyt' he returned impatiently. " ·yvhere can they bo? 

Above ground ~ " 
" God knowst r ejoined the locksmith, "many that I knew above it five 

years ago, have their bee-Ls under the grass now. And the world is a ,ville place. 

It's a hopeless attempt, sir, believe me. \Ve must leave the discovery of this 

mystery, like all others, to time, and accident, and Heaven's pleasure." 

" Varden, my good fellow," said 1Ir. Haredale, " I have a deeper meaning 

in my present anxiety to find them out, than you can fathom. It is not a mere 

whim ; it is not the casual reviva,l of my old wishes and desires; but an earnest, 

solemn purpose. 1\Iy thoughts and dreams all tend to it, and fix it in my mind. 

I have no rest by day or night; I have no peace or quiet; I am haunted." 

His voice was so altered from its usual tones, and his manner bespoke so 

much emotion, that Gabriel, in his wonder, could only sit and look towards 

him in the darkness, and fancy the expre~sion of his face. 

" Do not a,sk me," continued l\1r. Hare<lale, " to explain myself. If I were 

to Jo so, you would think me the victim of some hideous fancy. It is enough 

th:1t this is so, and tha,t I cannot-no, I can not-lie quietly in my bed, with­

out doing wlw,t, will seem to you incomprehensible." 

'' Since when, sir," sa.id the locksmith after a pause, "has this uneasy feeling 

been upon you 1" 
iir. Haredale hesitn.ted for some moments, and then replied: "Since the 

night of the storm. In short, since the last nineteenth of ~larch." 

As though he feared that Varden might express surprise, or r eason with him, 

he hastily went on : 
'' You will think, I know, I l:.tbour under some delusion. Perhaps I do. But 

it is not a morbid ono; it is a wholesome action of the min<l, reasoning on actual 

occurrences . You know the furniture remains in 1\1rs. Rudge's house, and that it 

has been shut up, by my orders, since she went away, save once a-week or so, when 

an old neighbour visits it to scare away the rats. I am on my ,-r:iy there now." 

" For ,-rhat purpose!'' asked the locksmith. 

"To pass the night there," he replied; "and not to-night alone, but many 

nights. This is a secret which I trust to you in case of any unexpected emer­

gency. You will not come, unless in case of strong necessity, to me; from 

dusk to broad dn.y, I shall bo there. Emma, your cbughter, and the rest, 

rnppose me out of London, as I haYe been until within this hour. Do not 

undeceive them. This is the errand I am bound upon. I know I may confide 

it to you, and I r ely upon your questioning me no further at this time." 

\Vith that, as if to change the theme, he led the astounded locksmith back 

to the night of the :Maypole highwayman, to the robbPry of Edward Chester, 

to the reappearance of the man H,t lvirs. Rudge's house, and to a.11 the strange 

circumstances which afterwards occurred. He even asked him carelessly about 

tho man's height, his face, his figure, whether he was like any ono he had ever 
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seen-liko Hugh, for instance, or any man he had kn°'vn at any time-and put 

many questions of that sort, which the locksmith, considering them as mere 

devices to engage his attention and prevent his expressing the astonishment he 

felt, answered pretty much at random. 

At length they arrived at the corner of the street in which the house stood~ 

where :Mr. Harcdale, alighting, dismissed the coach. " If you desire to seo me 

safely lodged," he said, turning to the locksmith with a gloomy smile, "you can." 

Gabriel, to whom all former marvels had been nothing in comparison with 

this, followed him along the narrow pavement in silence. \Vhen they roached 

the door, ~Ir. Haredale softly opened it with a key ho had a,bout him, ancl 

closing it when Varden entered, they were left in thorough darkness. 

They groped their way into the ground-floor room. Here lVIr. Hare<la,le 

struck a light, and kindled a pocket taper he had brought with him for the 

purpose. It was then, when the flame was full upon him, that the locksmith 

saw for the first time how haggard, pale, and changed he looked ; how worn 

and thin he was; how perfectly his whole appearance coincided ,Yith all that 

he had said so strangely as they rode along. It ,Yas not an unnatural impulse 

in Gabriel, after what he had heard, to note curiously the expression of his 

eyes. It was perfectly collected and rational ;-so much so, indeed, tlrnt ho 

felt ashamed of his momentary suspicion, and drooped his own when l\fr. 

Haredale looked towards him, as if he feared they would betray his thoughts. 

""\Vill yon walk through the houset'said Mr. Hareclale, with n, glance towards 

the \Yindo,Y, the crazy shutters of which were closed and fastened. "Speak low." 

There was a kind of awe about the place; "·hich would have rendered it 

difficult to speak in any other manner. Gabriel whispered " Yes," and 

followed him up stairs. 
Everything was just as they had seen it last. There was a sense of close­

ness from the exclusion of fresh air, and a gloom and heaviness around, as 

though long imprisonment had made the very silence sad. Tho homely hang~ 

ings of the beds and windows had begun to droop; the dust lay thick upon 

their dwindling folds; and damps had made their way through ceiling, wall, 

and floor. The boards creaked beneath their tread as if resenting the unac­

customed intrusion; nimble spiders, paralysed by the taper's glare, checked 

the motion of their hundred legs upon the wall, or dropped like lifeless things 

upon the ground; the death-watch ticked aloud; and the scampering feet of 

rats and mice rattled behind the wainscot. 

As they looked about them on the deca,ying furniture, it was strange to find 

how viYidly it presented those to whom it had belonged, and with whom it 

"·as once familiar. Grip seemed to perch again upon his high-backccl chair; 

Barrntby to crouch in his old favourite corner by the fire; tho mother to 

resume her ustw.l scat, and watch him as of old. Even when they could sep:1rn,t0 

these objects from the phantoms of the mind whieh they invoked, the latter 

only glided out of sight, but lingered near them still; for then thev seemed 

to lurk in closets and behind the doors, ready to start out and sudde~ly accost 

them in their well-remembered tones. 
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They went down stairs, and ngain into the room they had just now left. 
Mr. Harodalc unbuckled his sword and laid it on the table, with a pair of 
pocket pistols ; then told the locksmith he would light him to the door. 

" But this is a dull place, sir,'' said Gabriel, lingering ; " may no one share 
your watch t' 

Ho shook his head, and so plainly evinced his wish to be alone, that Gabriel 
could say no more. In another moment the locksmith was standing in the street, 
whence ho could see that the light once more travelled up-stairs, and soon return­
ing to tho room below, shone brightly through the chinks in the shutters. 

If over man were sorely puzzled and perplexed, the locksmith was, that night. 
Even when snugly seated by his own fireside, with Mrs. Varden opposite in a 
night-cap and night-jacket, and Dolly beside him (in a most distracting 
dishabille) curling her hair, and smiling as if she had never cried in all ho1· 
life and never could-oven then, with Toby at his elbow and his pipe in his 
mouth, and l\Iiggs (but that perhaps was not much) falling asleep in tho 
bnck-ground, ho could not quite discard his wonder and uneasiness. So, in his 
dreams-still there wnis Mr. Haredalo, haggard and careworn, listening 
in tho solitary house to every sound that stirred, with the taper shining through 
the chinks until the day should turn it pale and end his lonely wn.tchi11g. 
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CHAPTER THE FORTY-THIRD. 

N.B.:xT morning brought no satisfaction to the locksmith's thoughts, nor next 

day, nor tho next, nor many others. Often after nightfall he entered the street, 

and turned his eyes towards the woll-lmown house; and as surely as ho did so, 

there was the solitary light, still gleaming through the crevices of the window~ 

shutter, while all within was motionless, noiseless, cheerless, as a grave. Un­

willing to hazard :Mr. Haredale's favour by disobeying his strict injunction, he 

never ventured to knock at the door or to make his presence known in any 

way. But whenever strong interest and curiosity attracted him to the spot­

which was not seldom-the light was always there. 

If he could have known what passed within, the knowledge would have 

yielded him no clue to this mysterious vigil. At twilight, 1\1r. Hareclale shut 

himself up, and at daybreak he came forth. He never missed a night, always 

came and went alone, and never varied his proceedings in the least degree. 

The manner of his watch was this. At dusk, he entered the house in tho 

same way as when the locksmith bore him company, kindled a light, went 

through tho rooms, and narrowly examined them. That done, he returned to 

the chamber on the ground-floor, and laying his sword and pistols on the table, 

sat by it until morning. 
He usually had a book with him, and often tried to read, but never fixed 

his eyes or thoughts upon it for five minutes together. The slightest noise 

without doors, caught his ear; a step upon tho pavement seemed to make his 

heart leap. 
He was not without some refreshment during the long lonely hours; gene­

rally carrying in his pocket a sandwich of bread and meat, and a small flask of 

wine. The latter, diluted with large quantities of water, he drank in a heated, 

feverish way, as though his throat were dried up; but he scarcely ever broke 

his fast, by so much as a crumb of bread. 

If this voluntary sacrifice of sleep and comfort had its origin, as the lock­

smith on consideration was disposed to think, in any superstitious expectation 

of the fulfilment of a dream or vision connected with the event on which he 

had brooded for so many years, and if he waited for some ghostly visitor who 

walked abroad when men lay sleeping in their beds, he showed no tra,ce of 

fear or wavering. His stern features expressed the most inflexible resolution; 

his brows were puckered, and his lips compressed, with deep and settled pur­

pose ; and when he started at a noise and listened, it was not with the start 

of fear but hope, and catching up his sword as though the hour had come at 

last, he would clutch it in his tight-clenched hand, and listen, with sparkling 

eyes and eager looks, until it died away. 

These disappointments were numerous, for they ensued on almost every 

sound, but his constancy w:1s not shaken. Still, every night he w:ts at his 

post, the same stern, sleepless, sentinel; and still night passed and morning 

dawned, and he _must ,va1tch again. 
YOL. III.-68, R 

..... -
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This went on for weeks; he had taken a lodging at Vauxhall in which 
to pass the day and rest himself; and from this place, when the tide served, he 
usually came to London Bridge from Westminster by water, in order that he 
might avoid the busy streets. 

One evening, shortly before twilight, he came his accustomed road upon the 
river's bank, intending to pass through \Vestminster Hall into Palace Yard, 
and there take boat to London Bridge as usual. There was a pretty large 
concourse of people assembled round the Houses of Parliament, looking at the 
members as they entered and departed, and giving vent to rather noisy demon­
strations of approval or dislike, according to their known opinions. As he 
made his way among the throng, he heard once or twice the No-Popery 
cry, which was then becoming pretty familiar to the ears of most men; but 
holding it in very slight regard, and observing that the idlers were of the 
lowest grade, he neither thought nor cared about it, but made his ·way along, 
with perfect indifference. 

There were many little knots and groups of persons in "\Vestminster Hall: 
some few looking upward at its noble ceiling, and at the rays of evening light, 
tinted by the setting sun, which streamed in aslant. through its small windows, 
and growing dimmer by degrees, were quenched in the gathering gloom below; 
some, noisy passengers, mechanics going home from work, and otherwise, 
who hurried quickly through, waking the echoes ,vith their voices, and soon 
darkening the small door in the distance, as they passed into the street beyond ; 
some, in busy conference together on political or private matters, pacing 
slowly up and down with eyes that sought the ground, and seeming, by their 
attitudes, to listen earnestly from head to foot. Here, a dozen squabbing urchins 
made a very Babel in the air; there, a solitary man, half clerk, half mendicant, 
paced up and down with hungry dejection in his look and gait; at his elbow 
passed an errand-lad, swinging his basket round and round, and with his shrill 
whistle riving the very timbers of the roof; while a more observant schoolboy, 
half-way through, pocketed his ball, and eyed the distant beadle as he came 
looming on. It was that time of evening when, if you shut your eyes and open 
them again, the darkness of an hour appears to have gathered in a second. 
The smooth-worn pavement~ dusty with footsteps, still called upon the lofty 
wa,lls to reiterate the shuffle and the tread of feet unceasingly, save when the 
closing of some heavy door resounded through the building like a clap of 
thunder, and drowned all other noises in its rolling sound. 

Mr. Hareclale, glancing only at such of these groups as he passed nearest to, 
and then in a manner betokening that his thoughts were elsewhere, had nearly 
traversed the Hall, when two persons before him caught his attention. One of 
these, a gentleman in elegant attire, carried in his hand a cane, which he 
twiriecl in a jaunty manner as he loitered on; the other, an obsequious, crouch­
ing, fawning figure, listened to what he said-at times throwing in an humble 
word himself-and, with his shoulders shrugged up to his ears, rubbed his hands 
submissively, or answered at intervals by an inclination of the head, half-way 
between a nod of acquiescence, and a bow of most profound respect. 

In the abstract there was nothing very remarkable in this pair, for servility 
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waiting on a handsome suit of clothes and a cane-not to speak of gold and 

silver sticks, or wands of office-is common enough. But there was that about 

the well-dressed man, yes, and about the other likewise, which struck n1r. 

Haredale with no pleasant feeling. He hesitated, stopped, and would have 

stepped aside and turned out of his path, but at the moment, the other two 

faced about quickly, and stumbled upon him before he could avoid them. 

The gentleman with the cane lifted his hat and had begun to tender an 

apology, which :Mr. Haredale had begun as hastily to acknowledge and walk 

away, when he stopped short and cried, "Hareda1e ! Gael bless me, this is 

strnnge indeed ! ,, 

"It is," he returned impatiently ; "yes-a-., 

" :My dear friend," cried the other, detaining him, " why such great speed? 

One minute, Harodale, for the sake of old acquaintance." 

"I am in haste," he said. "Neither of us has sought this meeting. Let it 

be a brief one. Good night ! " 
" Fie, fie!,, replied Sir John (for it was he), "how very churlish ! We 

were speaking of you. Your name was on my lips-perhaps you hoard me 

mention it~ No? I am sorry for that. I am really sorry.-You know our 

friend here, Haredale? This is really a most remarkable meeting l" 

The friend, plainly very ill at case, had made bold to press Sir John's arm, 

and to give him other significant hints that ho was desirous of avoiding this intro­

duc:tion. As it did not suit Sir.John's purpose, however, that it should be evaded, 
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he appeared quite unconscious of these silent remonstrances, and inclined his ha,nd towards him as ho spoke, to call attention to him more particularly. 
The friend, therefore, had nothing for it, but to muster up the pleasantest smile he could, and to make a conciliatory bow, as Mr. Hareclale turned his eyes upon him. Seeing that. he was recognised, he put out his hand in an awkward and embarrassed manner, ·which was not mended by its contemptuous rejection. "l\Ir. Gashford ! " said Harcdale, coldly. "It is as I have heard then. You have loft the darkness for the light, sfr, and hate those whose opinions you formerly held, with all the bitterness of a renegade. You are an honour, sir, to any cause. I ,vish the one you espouse at present, much joy of tho acquisi­tion it has made." 

The secretary rubbed his hands and bowed, as though he would disarm his advernary by humbling himself before him. Sir J olm Chester again exclaimed, with an air of groat gaiety, "Now, really, this is a most remarkable meeting!" and took a pinch of snuff with his usual self-possession. 
" l\Ir. Haredalc," said Gashford1 stealthily raising his eyes, and letting them drop again when they met the other's steady gaze, "is too conscientious, too honourable, too manly, I am sure, to attach unworthy motives to an honest change of opinions, even though it implies :1 doubt of those he holds himself. l\lr. Ha,re<lale is too just, too generous, too clear-sighted in his moral vision, to-,, " Yes, sir?" he rejoined with a sarcastic smile, finding that the secretary stopped. " You were sn,ying"-

Gashford meekly shrugged his shoulders, and looking on the ground again, was silent. 

"No, but let us really," interposed Sir John at this jancture, "let us really, for a moment, contemplate the very remarkable character of this meeting. I-Iaredale, my dear friend, pardon me if I think you are not sufficiently im­pressed with its singularity. Hero we stand, by no previous appointment or arrangement, three old schoolfellows, in "\V estminster Hall : three old boarders in a remarkably dull and shady seminary at Saint Omer's, where you, being Catholics and of necessity educated out of England, were brought up; and where I, being a promising young Protestant at that time, was sent to learn the French Tongue from a native of Paris ! " 
"Add to the singularity, Sir John," said .i\fr. Haredale, " that some of you Protestants of promise arc at this moment leagued in yonder building, to pre­vent our having the surpassing and unheard-of priYilege of teaching our children to read n.nd write-here-in this land, where thousands of us enter your ser­vice every year, and to preserve tho freedom of which, we die in bloody battles abroad, in heaps: and tlrn.t others of you, to the number of some thousands as I learn, are led on to look on all men of my creed as wolves and beasts of prey, by this man Gashford. Add to it, besides, the baro fact that this man Iirns in society, walks the streets in broad clay-I was about to say, holds up hi he:id, but that he does not-and it will be strange, and very strange, I gra,nt you." '' Oh! you a,ro hard upon our friend,,, replied Sir John, with an engaging smile. "You are really very hard upon our friend ! ,, 

"Let him go on, Sir ,John," sa.id Gn.shforcl, fumbling with his gloYcs. " Let 
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him go on. I can ma,ke allowances, Sir John. I mn honoured with your 

good opinion, and I can dispense with :Mr. Haireclale's. :Mr. Hairedale is a 

sufferer from the pona,l laws, and I can't expect his favour." 

" You lrnve so much of my favour, sir,'~ retorted 1Ir. Harcdale, with a bitter 

glance at the third party in their conversation, "that I am glad to sec you in 

suchgoodcompany. You are the essence of your great Association, in yourselves." 

"Now, there you mistake," said Sir John, in his most benignant way. 

'' There-which is a most remarlmble circumstance for a man of your punctu­

ality and exactness, my dear Haredale-you fall into an error. I don't 

belong to the body; I have an immense respect for its members, but I don't 

belong to it; although I am, it is certainly true, the conscientious opponent of 

your being relieved. I feel it my duty to be so; it is a most unfortunate 

necessity ; and cost me a bitter struggle.-W ill you try this box? If you don't 

object to a trifling infusion of a very chaste scent, you'll find its flavour exquisite." 

" I ask your pardon, Sir J olm," said Mr. Haredale, declining the proffer 

with a motion of his lmnd, " for having ranked you among the humble instru­

ments who are ohvious and in all men's sight. I should have done more justice 

to your genius. 11en of your capacity plot in secrecy and safety, and leavo 

exposed posts to the duller wits." 
" Don't apologise, for the world,'' replied Sir John sweetly; " ol<l friends 

like you and I may be allowed some freedoms, or the deuce is in it." 

Gashford, who had been very restless rLll this time, but had not once looked 

up, now turned to Sir John, and ventured to mutter something to the effect 

that he must go, or my Lord ,Yould perhaps be waiting. " Don't distress your­

self, good sir," said 1Ir. Ha,rcdale, "I'll take my leave, and put you at your 

ease-" which he was about to do without further ceremony, when he was 

stayed by a buzz and murmur at the upper end of the hall, and, looking in that 

direction, saw Lord George Gordon coming on, with a crowd of people round him. 

There ,,rns a lurking look of triumph, though very differently expressed, in the 

faces of his two companions, which made it a natural impulse on :Mr. Harc­

dale,s part not to give way before this leader, but to stand there while ho 

p:1ssed. He drew himself up to his full height, and, clasping his hands behind him, 

looked on with a proud and scornful aspect, while Lord George slowly aclv:mced 

(for the press was great about him) towards the spot where they were standing. 

He had left tho House of ·commons but that moment, and had come str:1ight 

d°'vn into tho Hall, bringing with him, as his custom was, intelligence of what 

had been said that night in reference to the Papists, and what petitions had 

been presented in their favour, and who had supported them, and when tho bill 

,vas to be brought in, and when it would be a,dvisable to present their own Great 

Protestant petition. All this he told the persons about him in a loud voice, and 

with great abundance of ungainly gesture. Those who were nearest him made 

comments to each other, and vented threats and murmurings; those who were 

out ide tho crowd cried " Silence,'' and " Stand back," or closed in upon the 

rest, endeavouring to make a forcible exclrnnge of places: and so they ca,me driv­

ing on in a very disorderly and irregular way, as it is the manner of a crowd to do. 

"\Yhen they ,vere very near to where the Secretary, Sir John, and l\lr. 
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Haredale stood, Lord George turned round and, making a few remarks of a sufficiently violent and incoherent kind, concluded with the usual sentiment, and called for three cheers to back it. ,vhile these were in the act of being given with great energy, he extricated himself from the press, and stepped up to Gashford's side. Both he and Sir John being well known to the populace, they fell back a little, and left the four standing together. 
"Mr. Haredale, Lord George," said Sir John Chester, seeing that the nobleman regarded him with an inquisitive look. "A Catholic gentleman un­fortunately-most unhappily a Catholic-but an esteemed acquaintance of mine, and once of !\fr. Gashford's. My dear Haredale, this is Lord George Gordon." " I should have known that, had I been ignorant of his lordship's person," said :Mr. Haredale. "I hope there is but one gentleman in England who, addressing an ignorant and excited throng, would speak of a large body of his follow-subjects in such injurious language as I heard this moment. For shame, my lord, for shame !" 

" I cannot talk to you, sir," replied Lord George in a loud voice, and waving his hand in a disturbed and agitated manner ; "we have nothing in common." 
" 

1
N e have much in common-many things-all that the Almighty gave u8," said l\[r. Haredale; "and common charity, my lord, not to say common sense and common decency, should teach you to refrain from these proceedings. If every one of those men had arms in their hands at this moment, as they h:1ve them in their heads, I would not leave this place without telling you that you disgrace your station." 

" I don't hear you, sir," he replied in the same manner as before ; " I can't hear you. It is indifferent to me what you say. Don't retort, Gashfordt for the secretary had made a show of wi~hing to do so; " I can hold no commu­nion with the worshipper of idols." 
As he said this, he glanced at Sir John, who lifted his lrnnds and eyebrows, as if deploring the intemperate conduct of ::.Ir. Hn,redale, and smiled in admiration of the crowd, and of their leader. 
"I-le retort !'' cried Haredale. '' Look you here, my Lord. Do you know h . ,,,, t 1s man~ 

Lord George replied by laying his hand upon the shoulder of his cringing secretary, and viewing him with a smile of confidence. 
"This man," said lYir. Hareclale, eyeing him from top to toe, '' who in his boyhood was a thief, and has been from that time to this, a servile, fol ~e , and truckling knave : this man, who has crawled and crept through life, wounding the hands he licked, and biting those he fawned upon: this syco­plrnnt, who never knew what honour, truth, or courage meant; who robbed hil:3 benefactor's daughter pf her virtue, and }-llarried her to break her heart, a.ncl did it, with stripes and cruelty: this creature, who has ,vhined at kitchen win­dows for the broken food, and begged for halfpence at our chapel doors: this apostle of the faith, whose tender conscience cannot bear the altars whore his vicious life was publicly denounced-Do you know this man, my Lord?'' 

" Oh, rea.Ily-you are Yory, Yory hard upon our friend!" excla.imed Sir John. "Let .Mr. Haredale go on,'' sa,id Ga,shford, upon whose unwholesome face the 
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perspiration had broken out during this speech, in blotches of wet;" I don't mind 

him, Sir.John; it's quite a~ indifferent to me what he says, as it is to my Lord ; 

if he reviles my Lord, as you have heard, Sir John, how can J hope to escape t' 

" Is it not enough, my Lord," Mr. Haredale continued, " that I, as good 

a gentleman as you, must hold my property, such as it is, by a trick at ·which 

the state connives because of these hard laws~ and that we may not teach our 

youth in schools the common principles of right and wrong; but must we be 

denounced and ridden by such men as this ! Here is a man to head your No­

Popery cry, my Lord. For shame. For shame ! " 

The infatuated nobleman had glanced more than once at Sir John Chester, 

as if to inquire whether there was any truth in these statements concerning 

Gashford, and Sir John had as often plainly answered by a shrug or look, 

"Oh dear me! no." He now said, in the same loud key, and in the same 

strange manner as before : 
" I have nothing to say, sir, in reply, and no desire to hear anything more. 

I beg you won't obtrude your conversation, or these personal attacks, upon me 

any further. I shall not be deterred from doing my duty t.o my country and 

my countrymen, by any such attempts, whether they proceed from emissaries 

of the Pope or not, I assure you. Come, Gashford ! 

They had walked on a few paces while speaking, and were now at the Hall­

door, through which they passed together. Mr. Haredale, without any leavc­

taking, turned away to the river-stairs, which were close at hand, and hailed 

the only boatman who remained there. 

But the throng of people-the foremost of whom had heard every word that 

Lord George Gordon said, and among all of whom the rumour had been 

rapidly dispersed that the stranger was a Papist who was bearding him for 

his advocacy of the popular cause-came pouring out pell-mell, and, forcing the 

nobleman, his secretary, and Sir John Chester on before them, so that they 

appeared to be at their head, crowded to the top of the stairs where Mr. 

Haredale waited until the boat was ready, and there stood still, leaving him 

on a little clear space by himself. 

They were not silent, however, though inactive. At first some indistinct 

mutterings arose among them, which were followed by a hiss or two, and these 

swelled by degrees into a perfect storm. Then one voice said, " Down with 

the Papists ! " and there was a pretty general cheer, but nothing more. After 

a lull of a few moments, one man cried out, " Stone him ; " another, " Duck 

him;" another, in a stentorian voice, " No Popery ! ,, This favourite cry tho 

r est re-echoed, and the mob, which might have been two hundred strong, 

joined in a general shout. 
~Ir. Haredale had stood calmly on the brink of the steps, until they made 

this demonstration, when he looked round contemptuously, and walked at ::1, 

slow pa.ce down the stairs. He was pretty near the boat, when Gashford, as 

if without intention, turned about, and directly afterwards a great stone 

was thrown by some hand in the crowd, which struck him on the head, 

and made him stagger like a drunken man. 

The blood sprung freely from the wound, and trickled down his coat. He 
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turned directly, and rushing up the steps with a boldness and passion \vhich 
made them all fall back, demanded : 

"Who did that? Show me the man who hit me.'' 
Not a soul moved ; except some in the rear who slunk off, and, escaping to 

the other side of the way, looked on like indifferent spectators. 
"vVho did that r, he repeated. '' Show me the man who did it. Dog, was 

it you ? It was your deed, if not your hand-I know you.'' 
He threw himself on Gashford as he said the ,vords, and hurled him to the 

ground. There was a sudden motion in the crowd, and some laid hands upon 
him, but his sword was out, and they fell off again. 

" l\tiy Lord-Sir John ''-he cried, "draw, one of you-you are responsible 
for this outrage, and I look to you. Draw, if you are gentlemen." "\Vith that 
he struck Sir John upon the breast with the flat of his weapon, and with a 
burning face and flashing eyes stood upon his guard ; alone, before them all. 

For an instant, for the briefest space of time the mind can readily conceive, 
there was a change in Sir John's smooth face, such as no man ever sn.w there. 
The next moment, he stepped forward, and laid one hand on Mr. Haredale's 
arm, while with the other he endeavoured to appease the crowd. 

" :My dear friend, my good Haredale, you are blinded ·with passion-it's 
very natural, extremely natural-but you don't know friends from foes.', 
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"I know them all, sir, I can-distinguish well-" he retorted, almost mad with 

rage. " Sir John, my Lord-do you hear me~ Are you cowards t' 
" Never mind, sir," said a man, forcing his way between and pushing 

him towards the stairs with friendly violence, " never mind asking that. For 

God's sake, get away. What can you do against this number~ And there arc 

as many more in the next street, who'll be round directly"-indeed they began 

to pour in as he said the words-" you'd be giddy from that cut, in the first 

heat of a scuffle. Now do retire, sir, or take my word for it you'll be worse 

used than you would be if every man in the crowd was a woman, and that 

woman Bloody :Mary. Come) sir, make haste-as quick as you can." 

:Mr. Haredale, who began to turn faint and sick, felt how sensible this 

advice was, and descended the steps with his unknown friend's assistance. 

John Grueby (for John it was) helped him into the boat, and giving her 

a shove off which sent her thirty feet into the tide, bade tho waterman pull 

away like a Briton; and walked up again as composedly as if he had just 

landed. 
There was at first a slight disposition on the part of the mob to resent this 

interference; but John looking particularly strong and cool) and wearing 

besides Lord George's livery, they thought better of it, and contented them­

selves with sending a shower of small missiles after the boat, which plashed 

harmlessly in the water, for she had by this time cleared the bridge, and was 

darting s,viftly down the centre of the stream. 
From this amusement, they proceeded to giving Protestant knocks at tho 

doors of private houses, breaking a few lamps, and assaulting some stray 

constables. But it being whispered that a detachment of Life Guards had 

been sent for, they took to their heels with great expedition, and left the 
street quite clear. 

CHAPTER THE FORTY-FOURTH. 

,vmm the concourse separated, and, dividing into chance clusters, drew off' 

in various directions, there still remained upon the scene.of the late disturbance, 

one man. This man was Gashford, who, bruised by his late fall, and hurt in 

a much greater degree by the indignity he had undergone, and the exposure 

of which he had been the victim, limped up and down, breathing curses an<l 

threats of vengeance. 
It was not the secretary's nature to waste his wrath in words. While he 

vented the froth of his malevolence in these effusions, he kept a steady eye on 

two men, who, having disappeared with the rest when the alarm was spread, 

had since returned, and were now visible in the moonlight, at no great 

distance, ·as they walked to and fro, and talked together. 

He made no move towards them, but waited patiently on the dark side of 

tho street, until they were tired of strolling backwards and forwards and walked 

away in company. Then he followed, but at some distance: keeping them 

in view, without appearing to have that object, or being seen by them. 

They went up Parliament Street, past s,~int Martin's church, and away by 
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Saint Giles's to Tottenham Court Road, at the back of which, upon the western 
side, was then a place called the Green Lanes. This was a retired spot, not 
of the choicest kind, leading into the fields. Great heaps of ashes; stagnant 
pools, overgrown with rank grass and duckweed; broken turnstiles; and the 
upright posts of palings loog since carried off for firewood, which menaced all 
heedless walkers with their jagged and rusty nails; were the leading features 
of the landscape: while here and there a donkey, or a ragged horse, tethered 
to a stake, and cropping off a wretched meal from the coarse stunted turf, 
were quite in keeping with the scene, and would have suggested (if the houses 
had not done so sufficiently, of themselves) how very poor the people were 
who lived in the crazy huts adjacent, and how fool-hardy it might prove for 
one who carried money, or wore decent clothes, to walk that ,vay alone, unless 
by daylight. 

Poverty has its whims and shows of taste, as wealth has. Some of these 
cabins were turreted, some had false windows painted on their rotten walls ; 
one had a mimic clock, upon a crazy tower of four feet high, which screened 
the chimney ; each in its little patch of ground had a rude seat or arbour. 
The population dealt in bones, in rags, in broken glass, in old wheels, in birds, 
and dogs. These, in their several ways of stowage, filled the gardens; and 
shedding a perfume, not of the most delicious nature, in the air, filled it 
besides with yelps, and screams, and howling. 

Into this retreat, the secretary followed the two men whom he had held in 
sight; and here he saw them safely lodged, in one of the meanest houses, which 
was but a room, and that of small dimensions. He waited without, until the 
sound of their voices, joined in a discordant song, assured him they were 
making merry; and then approaching the door, by means of a tottering plank 
which crossed the ditch in front, knocked at it with his hand. 

"Muster Gashford !" said the man who opened it, taking his pipe from his 
mouth, in evident surprise. "Why, who'd have thought of this hei·e honor! 
YValk in, Muster Gashford-walk in, sir/' 

Gashforcl required no second invitation, and entered with a gracious air. 
There was a fire in the rusty grate (for though the spring was pretty far 
advanced, the nights were cold), and on a stool beside it Hugh sat smoking. 
Dennis placed a chair, his only one, for the secretary, in front of the hearth; 
and took his seat again upon the stool he had left, when he rose to give the 
visitor admission. 

'' What's in the wind now, Muster Gashford ?" he said, as he resumed his 
pipe, :1nd looked at him askew. "Any orders from head-quarters? Are we 
going to begin? \Vhat is it, Muster Gashford ?" 

" Oh, nothing, nothing," rejoined the secretary, with a friendly nod to Hugh. 
" '\Ve have broken the ice, though. '\Ve had a little spurt to-day-eh, Dennis?" 

"A very little one," growled the hangman. "Not half enough for me.,, 
"Nor me either!" cried Hugh. "Give us something to do with life in it­

with life in it, :Master. Ha, ha !" 
" vVhy, you ,vouldn't," said the secretary, with his worst expression of 

face, and in his mildest tones, "have anything to do, with-with death in it?" 
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" I don't know tlrn,t," replied Hugh. " I'm open to orders. I don't care; 

not I.'' 
"Nor I !" vociferated Dennis. 
"Brave fellows!" said the secretary, in as pastor-like a voice as if he were 

commending them for some uncommon act of valour and generosity. " By the 

bye "-and here he stopped and warmed his hands : then suddenly looked up-

" who threw that stone to-day t' 
l\fr. Dennis coughed and shook his head, as who should say, '' A mystery 

indeed!,, Hugh sat and smoked in silence. 

'· It was well done ! " said the secretary, warming his hands again. '' I 

should like to know that man.,, 
" ,v ould you?" said Dennis, after looking at his face to assure himself that 

he was serious. "Would you like to know that man, Muster Gashford ~" 

" I should indeed," replied the secretary. 
" \Vhy then, Lord love you," said the hangman, in his hoarsest chuckle, as 

he pointed with his pipe to Hugh, "there he setR. That's the man. My stars 

and halters, 1\1:uster Gashford,i' he added in a whisper, as he drew his stool close 

to him and jogged him with his elbow, '· what a interesting blade he is l He 

wants as much holding in a,s a thorough-bred bulldog. If it hadn't been for 

mo to-day, he'd have had that 'ere Roman down, and made a riot of it, in 

another minute/' 
" And why not?'' cried Hugh in a surly voice, as he overheard this last 

remark. "\Vhere's the good of putting things off? Strike while the iron's 

hot ; that's what I say.,, 
" Ah ! " retorted Dennis, shaking his head, with a kind of pity for his friend's 

ingenuous youth: "but suppose the iron an't hot, brother i You must get 

people's blood up afore you strike, and have 'em in the humour. There wasn't 

quite enough to provoke 'em to-day, I tell you. If you'd had your way, you'd 

have spoilt the fun to come, and ruined us." 
" Dennis is quite right," said Gashford, smoothly. "He is perfectly correct. 

Dennis has great knowledge of the world,,, 

" I ought to have, 1\1.uster Gashford, seeing what a many people I've helped 

out of it, eh ? " grinned the hangman, whispering the words behind his hand. 

The secretary laughed at this jest as much as Dennis could desire, and when 

he had done, said, turning to Hugh: 
You saw, for 
I did nothing " Dennis's policy was mine, as you may have observed. 

instance, how I fell when I was set upon. I made no resistance. 

to provoke an outbreak. Oh dear no ! " 
'' No, by the Lord Harry ! " cried Dennis with a noisy la,ugh, " you went 

down very quiet, ~luster Gashford-and very flat besides. I thinks to myself 

at the time 'it's all up with Muster Gashford ! ' I never see a man lay fl11tter 

nor more still-with the life in him-than you did to-day. He's a rough 'un 

to play with, is that 'ere Papist, and that's the fact." 

The secretary's face, as Dennis roared with laughter, and turned his wrinkled 

eyes on Hugh who did the like, might have furnished a study for the devil's 
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picture. He sat quite silent until they were serious again, and then said, looking round : 

" '-Ve are very pleasant here; so very pleasant, Dennis, that but for my Lord's pa.rticular desire that I should sup with him, and the time being very near at hand, I should be inclined to stop, until it would be hardly safe to go homeward. I come upon a little business-yes, I do-as you supposed. It's very flattering to you; being this. If we ever should be obliged- and we can't tell, you know-this is a very uncertain world ,,_ 
"I believe you, ~I uster Gashford," interposed the hangman with a grave nod. "The uncertainties as I've seen in reference to this hero sta,te of existence, the unexpected contingencies as have come about !-Oh my eye!" 

And feeling tho subject much tou vast for expression, he puffed at his pipe again, and looked the rest. 

" I say,,, resumed the secretary, in a slow, impressive way; '' we can't tell what may come to pass; and if we should be obliged, against our wills, to have recourse to violence, my Lord (who has suffered terribly to-day, as far as words can go) consigns to you two-bearing in mind my recommendation of yon both, as good staunch men, beyond all doubt and suspicion-the pleasant task of punishing this Haredale. You may do as you please with him, or his; provided that you show no mercy, and no quarter, and leave no two beams of his house standing where the builder placed them. You may sack it, burn it, do with it as you like, but it must come down; it must be razed to the ground; and he, and all belonging to him, left as shelterless as new-born infants whom their mothers have exposed. Do you understand me 1" said Gashford, pausing, and pressing his hands together gently. 
"Understand you, master! ,, cried Hugh. " You speak plain now. Why, this is hearty ! " 

" I knew you would like it," said Gashford, shaking him by the hand; " I thought you would. Good night! Don't rise, Dennis: I "·oulcl rather find my way alone. I may have to make other visits here, and it's pleasant to come and go without disturbing you. I can find my way perfectly well. Good night ! " 

He was gone, and had shut the door behind him. They looked &t each other, and nodded approvingly: Dennis stirred up the fire. 
"This looks a little more like business ! " he said. 
"Ay, indeed ! " cried Hugh; "this suits me ! " 
'' I'Ye heerd it said of :l\Iuster Gashford," said tho hangma.n, thoughtfully, '' that he'd a surprising memory and wonderful firmness-that he never forgot, and never forgave.-Let's drink his health!,, 

Hugh readily complied; pouring no liquor on the floor when ho drank this toast; and they pledged the secretary as a man after their own hearts, in a bumper. 
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CHAPTER THE FORTY-FIFTH. 

"\VmLE the worst passions of the worst men were thus working in the cbrk, 

and the mantle of religion, assumed to cover the ugliest deformities, threatened 
to become the shroud of all that ,vas good and peaceful in society, a circum­

stance occurred which once more altered the position of two persons from 
whom this history has long been separated, and to whom it must now return. 

In a small English country town, the inhabitants of which supported them­
selves by the labour of their hands in plaiting and preparing straw for those 
who made bonnets and other articles of dress and ornament from that material, 
-concealed under an assumed name, and living in a quiet poverty which knew 

no change, no pleasures, and few cares but that of struggling on from clay to 
day in the one great toil for bread,-dwelt Barnaby and his mother. Their 
poor cottage had known no stranger's foot since they sought the shelter of its 
roof five years before; nor had they in all that time held any commerce or 
communication with the old world from which they had fled. To labour in 

peace, and devote her labour and her life to her poor son, was all the widow 
sought. If happiness can be said at any time to be the lot of one on whom a 
secret sorrow preys, she was happy now. Tranquillity, resignation, and her 
strong love of him who needed it so much, formed the small circle of her quiet 
joys; and while that remained unbroken, she was contented. 

For Barnaby himself, the time which had flown by, had passed him like the 
wind. The daily suns of years had shed no brighter gleam of reason on his 
mind; no da,vn had broken on his long, dark night. He would sit sometimei 

-often for dttys together-on a low seat by the fire or by the cottage door, 
busy at work (for he had learnt the art his mother plied), and listening, God 
help him, to the tales she would repeat, as a lure to keep him in her sight. 
He had no recollection of these little narratives; the tale of yesterday was new 
upon the morrow; but he liked them at the moment; and when the humour 
held him, would remain patiently within doors, hearing her stories like a little 

child, and working cheerfully from sunrise until it was too dark to see. 
At other times,-and then their scanty earnings were barely sufficient to 

furnish them with food, though of the coarsest sort,-he would ·wander abroad 
from dawn of day until the twilight deepened into night. Few in that place, 
even of the children, could be idle, and he had no companions of his own kind. 
Indeed there were not many who could have kept up with him in his rambles, 
had there been a legion. But there were a score of vagabond dogs belonging 
to the neighbours, who served his purpose quite as well. With two or three 
of these, or sometimes with a full half-dozen barking at his heels, he would 
sally forth on some long expedition that consumed the day; and though, on 
their return at nightfall, the dogs would come home limping and sore-footed, 
and almost spent with their fatigue, Barnaby was up and off acrain at sunrise . ~ 

with some new ~ttendants of the same class, with whom he would return in 
like manner. On all these travels, Grip, in his little basket at his master's 

YOL. III,-69. S 
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hack, was a constant member of the party, and when they set off in fine weather 
and in high spirits, no dog barked louder than the raven. 

Their pleasures on these excursions were simple enough. A crust of bread 
and scrap of meat, with water from the brook or spring, sufficed for their 
repast. Barnaby's enjoyments were, to walk, and run, and leap, till he was 
tired ; then to lie down in the long grass, or by the gro,ving corn, or in the 
shade of some tall tree, looking upward at the light clouds as they floated over 
the blue surface of the sky, and listening to the lark as she poured out her 
brilliant song. There were wild-flowers to pluck-the bright red poppy, the 
gentle harebell, the cowslip, and the rose. There were birds to watch ; fish; 
ants; worms; hares or rabbits, as they darted across the distant pathway in the 
wood and so were gone: millions of living things to have an interest in, and 
lie in wait for, and clap hands and shout in memory of, when they had dis­
appeared. In default of these, or when they wearied, there was the merry 
sunlight to hunt out, as it crept in aslant through leaves and boughs of trees, 
and hid far down-deep, deep, in hollow places-like a silver pool, where 
nodding branches seemed to bathe and sport ; sweet scents of summer air 
breathing over fields of beans or clover; the perfume of wet leaves or moss; 
the life of waving trees, and shadows always changing. "'\Vhcn these or any of 
them tired, or in excess of pleasing tempted him to shut his eyes, there was 
slumber in the midst of all these soft delights, with the gentle wind murmuring 
like music in his ears, and everything around melting into one delicious dream. 

Their hut-for it was little more-stood on the outs1 irts of the town, at a 
short distance from tho high road, but in a secluded place, where few chance 
passengers strayed at any season of the year. It had a plot of garden-ground 
attached, which Barnaby, in fits and starts of working, trimmed, and kept in 
order. V\Tithin doors and without, his mother laboured for their common 
good; and hail, rain, snow, or sunshine, found no difference in her. 

Though so far removed from the scenes of her past life, and with so little 
thought or hope of ever visiting them again, she seemed to have a strange 
desire to kno'iY what happened in the busy world. Any old newspaper, or scrap 
of intelligence from London, she caught at with avidity. Tho excitement it 
produced was not of ~ pleasurable kind, for her manner at such times expressed 
the keenest anxiety and drea.d; but it never faded in the least degree. Then, 
and in stormy winter nights, when the wind blew loud and trong, the old 
expression came into her face, and she would be seized with a fit of trembling, 
like one who had an ague. But Barnaby noted little of this; and putting a 
great constraint upon herself, she usually recovered her accustomed manner 
before the change had caught his observation. 

Grip was by no moans an idle or unprofit:1ble member of the humble house­
hold. Partly by dint of Barnaby's tuition, and partly by pursuing a species 
of self--instruction common to his tribe, and exerting his powers of observation 
to the utmost, he had acquired a degree of sagacity which rendered him 
famous for miles round. His conversational powers and surprising performances 
were the universal theme: and as many persons came to see the wonderful 
raven, and none loft his exertions unrewarded-when ho condescended to 
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exhibit, which was not always, for genius is capricious-his earnings formed 

an important item in the common stock. Indeed, the bird himself appeared 

to know his v:1lue well; for though he was perfectly free and unrestrained in 

the presence of Barnaby and his mother, he maintained in public an amazing 

gra,vity, and never stooped to any other gratuitous performances tha.n biting 

the ankles of vagabond boys (an exercise in which he much delighted), killing 

a fowl or t,vo occasionally, and swallowing the dinners of various neighbouring 

dogs, of vd1om the boldest held him in great awe and dread. 

Time had glided on in this way} and nothing had happened to disturb or 

change their mode of life, when, one summer's night in June, they were in their 

little garden, resting from the b,bours of the day. The widow's work was yet 

upon her knee, and strewn upon the ground about her; and Barnaby stood 

leaning on his spade, gazing at tho brightness in the west, a,nd singing softly 

to himself. 

\ 
~ 

r._\._'-- .J'-:-
\ ' 
, _ ' 
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" A brave m·cning, mother ! If we had, chinking in our pockets, but a few 

specks of that gold which is piled up yonde1· in the sky, we should be rich 

for life.'' 
" \Ye arc better as we are," returned the widow with a quiet smile. " Let 

u be contented, and we do not want and need not care to have it thouo-h it 

1 l
. . ' 0 

ay s 1111mg at our feet." 
" A , 1 " • cl B b t' . h d . ) • sa1 arn:1 y, res mg wit crosse arms on his spade, and looking 

wistfully at the sunset, "that's well enough, mother; but gold,s a good thing 

to_ haYe. I wish that I knew where to find it. ·Grip ancl I could do much 

,nth gold , be sure of that." 
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K vVhat would you do! n she asked. 
" "'\Vhat ! A world of things. We'd dress finely-you and I, I mean; ne>t 

Grip-keep horses, dogs, wear bright colours and feathers, do no more work, 
live delicately and at our ease. Oh, we'd find uses for it, mother, and uses that 
would do us good. I would I knew where gold was buried. How hard I'd 
work to dig it up!" 

" You do not know," ~aid his mother, rising from her seat and laying her 
hand upon his shoulder, "what men have done to win it, and how they have 
found, too late, that it glitters brightest a.t a. distance, and turns quite dim 
and dull when handled." 

" Ay, ay; so you say; so you think," he answered, still looking eagerly in 
the same direction. "For all that, mother, I should like to try." 

" Do you not see," she said, "how red it is? Nothing bears so many stains 
of blood, as gold. Avoid it. None have such cause to hate its name as we 
have. Do not so much as think of it, dear love. It has brought such misery 
and suffering on your head and mine as few have known, and God grant few 
may lw,ve to undergo. I would rather we were dead and laid down in our 
graves, than you should ever come to love it." 

For a moment Barnaby withdrew his eyes and looked at her with wonder. 
Then, glancing from the redness in the sky to the mark upon his wrist as if 
he would compare the two, he seemed about to question her with earnestness, 
when a new object caught his wandering attention, and made him quitQ 
forgetful of his purpose. 

This was a man with dusty feet and garments, who stood, bareheaded, 
behind the hedge that divided their patch of garden from the pathway, and 
leant meekly fonvard as if he sought to mingle with their conversation, and 
waited for his time to speak. His face was turned towards the brightness, 
too, but the light that fell upon it showed that he was blind, and saw it not. 

'' A blessing on those voices!" said the wayfarer. " I feel the beauty of the 
night more keenly, when I hear them. They are like eyes to me. "'\Vill they 
speak again, and cheer the heart of a poor traveller?,, 

'• Have you no guide?', asked the widow, after a moment's pause. 
"None but that,ii he answered, pointing with his staff towards the sun. 

"and sometimes a milder one at night, but she is idle now." 
'' Have you travelled far?'' 
"A Vi1eary way and long," rejoined the traveller as he shook his head. 

"A we:iry, weary, way. I struck my stick just now upon the bucket of your 
well-l>o pleased to let me have a draught of water, lady.'' 

" \Vhy do you call me lady?'' she returned. "I am as poor a.s you." 
" Y oul' speech is soft and gentle, and I judge by that," r eplied the man. 

'' Tho coarsest stuffs and finest silks, are-apart from the sense of touch-alikg 
to me. I cannot judge you by your dress." 

"Como round this way," said Bn.rnaby, who had passed out at the g~rdcn 
crate anc.l now stood close beside him. " Put ,,om· han<l in mine. You're b .1 

blind and alwnys in the dark, eh? Are you frightened in the <lark? Do you 
sec groat cro'tvus of faces, now? Do they grin uml chatter r' 
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"Alas!" returned the other, "I see nothing. Waking or sleeping, nothing." 

Barnaby looked curiously at his eyes, and touching them with his fingers, as 

an inquisitive child might do, led him towards the house. 

" You have come a long distance," said the widow, meeting him at the 

door. "How have you found your wa.y so far?'' 

"Use and necessity are good teachers, as I have heard-the best of any," 

said the blind man, sitting clown upon the chair to which Barnaby had led 

him, ::mcl putting his hat and stick upon the reel-tiled floor. " :May neither 

you nor your son ever learn under them. They are rough masters.,, 

"You have wandered from the road, too/' said the widow, in a tone of pity. 

"Maybe, maybe,,, returned the blind man with a sigh, and yet with some­

thing of a smile upon his face, "that's likely. Handposts and milestones 

are dumb, indeed, to me. Thank you the more for this rest, and this refresh­
ing drink ,,, 

As he spoke, he raised the mug of water to his mouth. It was clear, and 

col<l, and sparkling, but not to his ta~te nevertheless, or his thirst was not 

very great, for he only wetted his lips and put it down again. 

He wore, hanging with a long strap round his neck, a kind of scrip or wallet, 

in which to carry food. The widow set some bread aml cheese before him, 

but ho thanked her, and said that through the kindness of tho charitable he 

had broken his fast once since morning, and was not hungry. "\Vhen he had 

made her this reply, he opened his wallet, and took out a few pence, which 

was all it appeared to contain. 
" Might I make bold to ask," he said, turning towards where Barnaby 

stood looking on, "that one who has the gift of sight, would lay this out for 

me in bread to keep me on my way? Heaven's blessing on the young feet that 

will bestir themselves in aid of one so helpless as a sightless man!" 

Barnaby looked at his mother, who nodded assent ; in another moment he 

was gone upon his charitable errand. The blind man sat listening ,vith ::m 

attentive face, until long after the sound of his retreating footsteps wai 

inaudible to tho widow, and then said, suddenly, and in a very altered tone: 

" There are various degrees and kinds of blindness, widow. There is the 

connubial blindness, ma,am, which perhaps you may have observed in the 

course of your own experience, and which is a kind of \\'ilful and self-bandaging 

blindness. There is the blindness of party, ma'am, and public men, which is 

the blindness of a nmd bull in the midst of a regiment of soldiers clothed in red. 

There is the blind confidence of youth, which is the blindness of young kittens, 

whose eyes have not yet opened on the world ; and there is that physical 

blindness, ma'am, of which I am, contrairy to my own desire, a most illustrious 

example. Ad<lcd to these, ma'am, is that blindness of the intellect, of which 

we have a specimen in your interesting son, and which, having sometimes 

glimmerings and dawnings of the light, is scarcely to be trusted as a total 

darkness. Therefore, ma,am, I have taken the liberty to get him out of the 

way for a short. time, while you and I confer together, and this prec::rntirm 

arising out of the delicacy of my sentiments towards yourself, you will excuse 

me, ma,'am, I know." 
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Having delivetecl himself of this speech with many flourishes of manner, he 
drew from beneath his coat a flat stone bottle, and holding the cork between 
his teeth, qualified his mug of water with a plentiful infusion of the liquor it 
contained. He politely drained the bumper to her health, and the ladies, and 
setting it down empty, smacked his lips with infinite reli~h. 

" I am a citizen of the world, ma'am," said the blind man, corking his 
bottle, '' and if I seem to conduct myself with freedom, it is the way of the 
world. You wonder who I am, ma'am, and what has brought me here. 
Such experience of human nature as I have, leads me to that conclusion, 
without the aid of eyes by which to read the movements of your soul as 
depicted in your feminine features. I will satisfy your curiosity imme­
diately, ma'am; im-mediately.', With that he slapped his bottle on its 
broad back, and having put it under his garment as before, crossed his legs 
and folded his hands, and settled himself in his chair, previous to proceeding 
any further. 

The change in his manner was so unexpected, the craft and nakedness of 
his deportment were so much aggravated by his condition-for we :1re :iccus­
tomed to see in those who have lost a human sense, something in its place 
almost divine-and this alteration bred so many fears in her whom he addressed, 
that she could not pronounce one word. After waiting, as it seemed, for 
some remark or ans\rer, and waiting in vain, the visitor resumed: 

" Madam, my name is Stagg. A friend of mine who has desired the honour 
of meeting with you any time these five years past, has commissioned me to 
c:111 upon you. I should be glad to whisper that gentleman,s name in your ear. 
-Zounds, ma,am, are you deaf? Do you hear mo say that I should be gbd 
to whisper my friend's name in your ear t' 

'' You need not repeat it,,, said the widow, with a stifled groan; "I see too 
well from whom you come." 

"But as a man of honour, ma'am,', said the blind man, striking himself on 
the breast, '' whose credentials must not be disputed, I take leavo to say that 
I will mention that gentleman,s name. Ay, ay," he a<lded, seeming to catch 
with his quick ear the very motion of her hand, '' but not aloud. ""\Vith your 
lea,ve ma'am, I desire the favour of a whisper." 

She moved towards him, and stooped down. He muttered a word in her 
ear ; and, wringing her hands, she paced up and down the room like one dis­
tracted. The blind man, with perfect composure, produced his bottle again, 
mixed another glass-full; put it up as before; and, drinking from time to time, 
followed her with his face in silence. 

".You are slow in conversation, widow," he said after a time, pausing in his 
draught. "\Ve shall have to talk before your son.,, 

" vVhat would you have me do 1 " she answered. "What do you want?'' 
"vVe are poor, widow, we are poor," he retorted, stretching out his right 

hand, and rubbing his thumb upon its palm. 
''Poor!,, she cried. "And what am I?,, 
"Comparisons are odious," said the blind man. +' I don't know, I don't 

care. I say that we are poor. :My friend's circumstances arc indifferent, n.nd 
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so arc mine. ,v e must have our rights, widow, or we must be bought off. 

But you know that, as well as I, so where's the use of talking?" 

She still walked wildly to and fro. At length, stopping abruptly before 

him, she said : 
" Is he near here? " 
" Ho is. Close at hand." 
'' Then I am lost ! '' 
'' Not lost, widow," said the blind man, calmly; '' only found. Shall I call him ?'' 

"Not for the "·orld,'' she answered, with a shudder. 

" Very good,'' he replied, crossing his legs again, for he had made as 

though he would rise and walk to the door. " As you please, widow. His 

presence is not necessary that I know of. But both he and I must live ; to 

live, we must eat and drink; to eat and drink, we must have money :-I say 

no 1nore." 
" Do you know how pinched and destitute I am?" she retorted. "I do 

not think you do, or can. If you had eyes, and could look around you on this 

poor cabin, you would have pity on me. Oh! let your heart be softened by 

your mvn affliction, friend, and have some sympathy with mine." 

The blind man snapped his fingers as he answered : 
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' ' -Beside the question, ma'am, beside the question. I have tho softest heart 

in the world , but I can't live upon it. 1'1any a gentleman lives well upon a 

so:t lien.cl, who would find a heart of the same quality a very great drawback. 

Listen to me. This is a matter of business, with which sympathies and senti­

ments have nothing: to do. As a mutual friend I wish to arra1wo it in a 
• '--' ' t-, 

satisfactory manner, if possible ; and thus the case stands.-If you are very 
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poor now, it's your own choice. You have friends who, in case of need, 21,re 
always ready to help you. :My friend is in a more destitute and desolate 
situation than most men, and, you and he being linked together in a common 
cause, he naturally looks to you to assist him. He has boarded and lodged 
with me a long time (for as I said just now, I am very soft-hearted), and I 
quite approve of his entertaining this opinion. You have always had a roof 
over your head ; he has always been an outcast. You have your son to com­
fort and assist you; he has nobody at all. The advantages must not be aU 
one siJe. You are in the sa.me boat, and we must divide the balbst a little 
more equally." 

She was about to speak, but he checked her, and went on. 
"The only way of doing this, is by making up a little purse now and then 

for my friend ; and that's what I advise. He boars you no malice that I 
know of, ma'am: so little, that although you have treated him harshly more 
than once, and driven him, I may say, out of doors, he has that regard for you 
that I believe, even if you disappointed him now, he vrnuld consent to take 
clrnrge of your son, and to make a man of him." 

He laid a great stress on these latter words, and paused as if to find out 
what effect they had produced. She only answered by her tears. 

" He is a likely lad/ s:1id the blind man, thoughtfully, '' for many purposes, 
and not ill-disposed to try his fortune in a little change and bustle, if I may 
judge from what I heard of his talk with you to-night.-Corne. In a word, 
my friend has pressing necessity for twenty pounds. You, who can give up 
an annuity, can get that sum for him. It's a pity you should be troubled. 
You seem very comfortable here, and it's worth that much to remain so. 
Twenty poun<ls, widow, is a moderate demand. You know where to apply 
for it; a post will bring it yon.-Twenty pounds !'~ 

She was about to answer him again, but again he stopped her. 
" Don't say anything hastily ; you might be sorry for it. Think of it a, 

little while. Twenty pounds-of other people's money-how easy! Turn it 
over in your mind, I'm in no hurry. Night's coming on, and if I don't sloop 
here, I shall not go far. Twenty pounds ! Cm1sider of it, ma'am, for twenty 
minutes; give each pound a minute; that's a fair allowance. I'll enjoy the 
air the while, which is very mild and pleasant in these parts." 

With these words, he groped his way to the door, carrying his ch:tir ,Yith 
him. Thon seating himself, under a spreading honeysuckle, and stretching 
his legs across the threshold so that no person could pass in or out without 
his knowledge, he took from his pocket a pipe, flint, steel and tinder-box, 
and began to smoke. It was a lovely evening, of that gentle kind, and at that 
time of year, when the twilight is most beautiful. Pausing now and then to 
let his smoke curl slowly off, and to sniff the grateful fragrance of the flowers, 
he sat there at his ease-as though the cottage were his proper <l welling, and 
he ha,d held undisputed possession of it all his life-waiting for the widow's 
answer and for Barnaby's return. 
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CHAPTER THE FORTY-SIX'rH. 

vV IIEN Barna.by returned with the bread, the sight of the pious old pilgrim 
smoking his pipe and making himself so thoroughly at home, appeared to 
surprise even him; the more so as that worthy person, instea,d of putting up 
the loaf in his wallet as a. scarce and precious article, tossed it carelessly on the 
table, and producing his bottle, bade him sit down and drink. 

H For I carry some co!llfort you see," he said. "Taste that. Is it good?" 
The water stood in Barnaby's eyes as he coughed from the strength of the 

draught, and answered in the affirmative. 
" Drink some more," said the blind man ; " don't be afraid of it. You don't 

taste anything like that, often, eh t' 
" Often ! " cried Barnaby. " Never!" 
" Too poor~,, returned the blind man with a sigh. "Ay. That's bad. 

Your mother, poor soul, would be happier if she was richer, Barnaby." 
" \iVhy, so I tell her-the very thing I told her just before you came 

to-night, when all that gold was in the 2ky," said Barnaby, drawing his chair 
nearer to him, and looking eagerly in his face. "Tell me. Is there any way 
of being rich, that I could find out t' 

"Any way! A hundred ways." 
"Ay, ay ?" he returned. "Do you say so? vVhat are they?-Nay, mother, 

it's for your sake I ask; not mine ;-for yours, indeed. "\Vhat are they~" 
The blind man turned his face, on which there ,vas a smile of triumph, to 

where the widow stood in great distress; and answered, 
" \Vhy, they are not to be found out by stay-at-homes, my good friend.'' 
" By stay-at-homes!~, cried Barnaby, plucking at his sleeve. " But I am 

not one. Now, there you mistake. I am often out before the sun, and travel 
home when ho has gone to rest. I am a,way in the woods before the day has 
reached the shady places, and am often there when the bright moon is peeping 
through the boughs, and looking down upon the other moon that li\·es in 
water. As I walk along, I try to find, among the grass and moss, some of that 
small money for which she works so hard and used to shed so rn:1ny tears. As 
I lio asleep in the shade, I dream of it-dream of digging it up in heaps; and 
spying it out~ hidden under bushes ; and seeing it sparkle, a,s the dew~drops 
do, among the leaves. But I never find it. Tell me where it is. I'd go 
there, if the journey were a whole year long, because I know she would be 
happier when I came home and brought some with me. Speak again. I'll 
listen to you if you talk all night." 

The blind man passed his hand lightly over the poor fellow's face, and 
finding that his elbows wore planted on the table, that his chin rested on his 
two hande, that he loaned eagerly forward, and that his whole rna.nner 
~xprcssc<l the utmost interest and anxiety, paused for a minute as though ho 
<l~sired the widow to observe this fully, and then made answer: 

" It's in tho world, bold Ba,rna.by, tho merry world; not in solitary phccs 
like those you pass your time in, but in crowds, and where there's noise and 
rattle." 
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" Good! good!" cried Barnaby, rubbing his hands. " Yes ! I loYe that. 
Grip loves it too. It suits us both. That's brave ! " 

" -The kind of places," said the blind man, " that a young fellow likes, and 
in which a good son may do more for his mother, and himself to boot, in a 
month, than he could here in all his life-that is, if he had a friend, you know 
and some one to advise with." 

" You hear this, mother t' cried Barnaby, turning to her with delight, 
" Never tell me ,ve shouldn't heed it, if it lay shining at our feet. Why do 
we heed it so much now ? Why do you toil from morning until night t' 

" Surely," said the blind man, "surely. Have you no answer, widow? Is 
your mind," he slowly added, "not made up yeti" 

" Let me speak with you," she answered, "apart.'' 
" Lay your hand upon my sleeve," said Stagg, rising from the table; "and 

lead me where you will. Courage, bold Barnaby. We'll talk more of this : 
I've a fancy for you. Wait there till I come back. Now, widow." 

She led him out at the door, and into the little garden, where they stopped. 
" You are a fit agent," she said, in a half breathless manner, "and well 

represent the man who sent you here.'' 
" I'll tell him that you said so," Stagg retorted. "He has a regard for you, 

and will respect me the more (if possible) for your praise. We must lrnve our 
rights, widow.'' 

" Rights ! Do you know,'' she said, "that a word from me-" 
" Why do you stop?" returned the blind man calmly, after a long pause. 

"Do I know that _a word from you would place my friend in the last position of 
the dance of life? Yes, I do. "'\Vhat of that? It will never be spoken, widow." 

" You are sure of that ? '' 
'' Quite-so sure, that I don't come here to discuss the question. I say we 

must have our rights, or we must be bought off. Keep to that point, or let 
me return to my young friend, for I have an interest in the bd, ancl desire to 
put him in the way of making his fortune. Bah! you needn't speak," he added 
hastily; " I know what you would say : you have hinted at it once already. 
Have I no feeling for you, because I am blind ? No, I have not. "'\Vhy do 
you expect me, being in darkness, to be better than men who have their sight 
-why should you? Is the hand of God more manifest in my having no eyes, 
than in your having two? It's the cant of you folks to be horrified if rL blind 
man robs, or lies, or steals; oh yes, it's far worse in him, who can barely lirn 
on the few halfpence that are thrown to him in your crowded streets, than in 
you, who can see, and work, and are not dependent on the mercies of tho 
world. A curse on you! You who have seven senses may be wicked at your 
pleasure; we who have six, and want the most important, are to live and be 
moral on our affliction. The true charity and justice of rich to poor, all tho 
world over ! " 

He paused a moment when he had said these words, and caught the sound 
of money, jingling in her hand. 

" \V ell ~" he cried, quickly resuming his former manner. " That shonld 
lead to something. The point, widow!'' 
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· " h 1· d " Y l . I " First answer me one question, s e rep 10 • ou say 10 1s c ose at 

hand. Has he left London?" 
" Being close at hand, widow, it would seem he has,i' returned the blind man. 

" I mean, for good? You know that." 
"Yes, for good. The truth is, widow, that his making a longer sta.y there 

might have had disagreeable consequences. He has come away for that 

reason. 
,, 

"Listen," said the widow, telling some money out, upon a bench beside 

t] " C t " . 1em. oun . 
"Six,i' said the blind man, listening attentively. "Any more~" 
"They are the savings" she answered '' of five years. Six guineas.,, 

"He put out his hand for one of the coins; felt it carefully, put it between 

his teeth, rung it on the bench; and nodded. to her to proceed. 

" These have been scraped together and laid by, lest sickness or death 

should separate my son and me. They have been purchased at the price of 

much hunger, hard labour, and want of rest. If you can take them-do-on 

condition that you leave this place upon the instant, and enter no more into 
that room, where he sits now, expecting your return.'' 

" Six guineas " said the blind man, shaking his head, " though of the fullest 
weight that were ever coined, fall very far short of twenty pounds, widow." 

" For such a sum, as you know, I must write to a distant part of the country, 

To do that, and receive an answer, I must have time." 
" Two days~" said Stagg, 
"i1ore." 
"Four days 1" 
"A week. Return on this day week, at the same hour, but not to the 

house. Wait at the corner of the lane." 
"Of course,'' said the blind man, with a crafty look, " I shall find you 

there?" 
'' Where else can I take refuge ? Is it not enough that you have made a 

beggar of me, and that I have sacrificed my whole store, so hardly earned, to 
preserve this home ~" 

" Humph ! " said the blind man, after.some consideration. "Set me with 

my face towards the point you speak of, and in the middle of the ro~d. Is 
this the spot i" 

" It is." 
"On this day week at sunset. And think of him within doors.-For the 

present, good night.,, 

She made him no answer, nor did he stop for any. He went slowly away, 
turning his head from time to time, and stopping to listen, as if he were curious 
to know whether he was watched by any one. The shadows of night were 
closing fast around, and he was soon lost in the gloom. It was not, however, 
until she had traversed the lane from end to end, and made sure that he was 

gone, that she re-entered the cottage, and hurriedly barred the door and window. 

"Mother ! '' said Barnaby. '' What is the matter? vVhere is the blind 
m ~n ?" 
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" Ho is gone." 
"Gone ! "he cried, starting up. " I must have more talk with him. "\Vhich 

way did he take~" 
" I don't know,'' she answered, folcling her arms about him. "You must 

not go out to-night. There are ghosts and dreams abroad." 
"Ay ?" said Barnaby, in a frightened ·whisper. 
" It is not safe to stir. "\Ve must leaye this place to-morrow." 
" This place ! This cottage-and the little garden mother ! ,, 
"Yes! To-morrow morning at sunrise. "\1/ e must travel to London; lose 

ourselves in that wide place-there would be some trace of us in any other 
town-then travel on again, and find some new abode. 

Little persuasion was required to reconcile Barnaby to anything that pro­
mised change. In another minute, he was wild with delight; in another, full of 
grief at the prospect of parting with his friends the dogs; in another, wild 
::igain; then he was fearful of what she had said to prevent his wandering 
abroad that night, and full of terrors and strange questions. His light­
heartedness in the end surmounted all his other feelings, and lying down in 
his elothes to the end tha.t he might be ready on the morrow, he soon fell fast 
asleep before the poor turf fire. 

His mother did not close her eyes, but sat beside him, watching. Every 
breath of wind sounded in her ears like that dreaded footstep a,t the door, or 
like that hand upon the latch, and made the calm summer night, a night of 
horror. At length the welcome day a,ppeared. vVhen she had made the 
little preparations which were needful for their journey, and had prayed upon 
her knees with many tears, she roused Barnaby, who jumped up gaily at her 
summons. 

His clothes were few enough, and to carry Grip was a. labour of love. As 
the sun shed his earliest beams upon the earth, they closed the door of their 
deserted home, and turned a·way. The sky was blue and bright. The air was 
fresh and filled with a thousand perfumes. Barnaby looked upward, and 
laughed with all his heart. 

But it was a day he usually devoted to a long ramble, and one of the dogs 
-the ugliest of them all-came bounding up, and jumping round him in the 
fulness of his joy. He had to bid him go back in a surly tone, and his hca.rt 
smote him while he did so. The dog retreated ; turned with a half-incredu­
lous, haJf-imploring look; came a little back; and stopped. 

It was the last appeal of an old companion and a faithful friend-en.st off. 
Barnaby could bear no more, and as he shook his head and waved his play­
nw,te home, he burst into tears. 

"Oh mother, mother, how mournful he will be when he scratches at the 
door, and finds it always shut!" 

There was such a sense of home in tho thought, that though her own eyes 
overflowed she would not have obliterated the recollection of it, either from 
her own mind or from his, for the ,vealth of the whole wide ,vorld. 
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CHAP'fER THE FORTY-SEVENTH. 

IN the exlrnustlei::;s catalogue of Heaven's mercies to mankind, the power we 

have of finding some germs of comfort in the hardest trials must ever occupy 

the foremost place; not only because it supports a,nd upholds us when we most 

require to be sustained, but because in this source of consolation there is some­

thing, we have reason to believe, of the divine spirit; something of that good-· 

ncss which detects [),midst our own evil doings, a redeeming quality; something 

,vhich, even in our fallen nature, we possess in common with the angels; which 

had its being in tho old time when they trod the earth, and lingers on it yet, 

in pity. 
How often, on their journey, did the widow remember with a grateful heart, 

that out of his clcprinttion Barnaby's cheerfulness and affection sprung~ 

How often did she call to mind that but for that, he might have been sullen, 

morose, unkind, far removed from her-vicious, perhaps, and cruel ! How 

often had she cause for comfort, in his strength, m1d hope, and in his simple 

nature! Those feeble powers of mind which rendered him so soon forgetful of 

the past, save in brief gleams and flashes,-oven they were a comfort now. 

The world to him was full of happiness; in every tree, and plant, and flower, 

in every bird, and boast, and tiny insect whom a breath of summer wind iaid 

low upon the grounJ, ho had delight. His delight was hers; and where many 

a wise son "·ould have made her sorrowful, this poor light-hearted idiot filled 

her breast with thankfulness and loYc. 
Their stock of money was low, but from tho hoard she had told into the 

blind man's hand, the widow had withheld one guinea. This, with the few 

pence she possessed besides, was to two persons of their frugal habits, a goodly 

sum in bank. :Moreover they had Grip in company; and when they must 

othenviso have changed the guinea, it was but to make him exhibit outside a,n 

alehouse door, or in a village street, or in the grounds or gardens of a mansion 

of the better sort, and scores, who would have given nothing in charity, were 

rea,dy to bargain for more amusement from the talking bird. 

Ono cfay-for they moved slowly, and although they had many rides in carts 

and waggons, were on tho road a week-Barnaby, with Grip upon his shoulder 

and his mother following, begged permission at a trim lodge to go up to the 

great house, at the other end of the avenue, and show his raven. The man 

within was inclined to give them admittance, and was indeed about to do so, 

when a stout gentleman with a long whip in his hand, and a flushed face which 

seemed to indicate tha,t he had had his morning's draught, rode up to the gate, 

and called in a loud voice and with more oaths than the occasion seemed to 
warrant to have it opened directly. 

'· "\Vho hast thou got hero?,, said tho gentleman angrily, as the man throw 

the gate wide open, and pulled off his hat, "who are those? Eh ·~ ar't a 
l>cggar, woman~" 

The widow ctliswcrcll \\ ith .. L curtsey, that they were poor tra.Ycll 'rs. 
YO!.. llI.-10. T 
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,: Vagrants," said the gentleman, "vagrants and vagabonds. Thee ,vish to 
be made acquainted with tho cage, dost thee-the cage, the stocks, and the 
,vhipping-post? "\Vhere dost come from?'' 

She told him in a timid manner,-for he was very loud, hoarse, and red­
faced,-and besought him not to be angry, for they meant no harm and would 
go upon their v,ay that moment. 

" Don't be too sure of that,'' replied the gentleman, "we don't allow vagrants 
to roam about this place. I know what thou want'st-stray linen drying on 
hodges, and stray poultry, eh? ,vhat hast got in that basket, lazy houncl t' 

"Grip, Grip, Grip-Grip the clever, Grip the \Yicked, Grip the knowing­
Grip, Grip, Grip," cried the raven, whom Barnaby had shut up on the approach 
of this stern personage. "I'm a devil I'm a devil I'm a devil, Neyer say die 
Hurrah Bow wow wow, Polly put the kettle on we'll all have tea." 

" Take the virmin out, scoundrel," said the gentleman , " and let me 
see him.'' 

Barnaby, thus eonclescenclingly addressed, produced his bird, out not without 
much fe~r and trembling, and set him down upon the ground ; ,Yhir.h he had 
no sooner done than Grip drew fifty corks at least, and then began to dance; 
at the same time eyeing the gentleman with surpl'ising insolence of manner, 
and. screwing his head so much on one side that he appeared desirous of screwing 
it off upon the spot. 

The cork-drawing seemed to make a greater impression on the gentleman's 
mind, than the r:1ven's power of speech, and ,vas indeed particularly adapted 
to his habits and capacity. He desired to haye that clone a.gain, but despite 
l1i,5 being very peremptory, and notwithstanding that Barnaby coaxed to the 
utmost, Grip tul'necl a deaf ear to the request, a.ncl preserved a dead silence. 

,: Bl'ing him along," said the gentlema,n, pointing to the house. But Grip, 
who had wa.tchod the action, ::mtieipated his master, by hopping on before 
them ;-constantly flapping his wings, and scre:1ming "cook!,, meanwhile, 
a8 a hint perhaps that there was compa,ny coming, and a small collation \Yould 
bo acceptable. 

Barnaby and his mother walked on, on either side of the gentlom:rn on 
horseback, ,vho surveyed each of them from time to time in a proud and coa,rse 
manner, and occasionaJly thundered out some question, the tone of ,rhich 
alarmed Barnaby so much tlrnt he could find no answer, and, as a matter of 
course, could make him no reply. On one of these occasions, when the gentle­
man appeared disposed to exercise his horse,Yhip, the widow ventured to inform 
him in a low Yoice and ,-..i th tears in her eyes, that her son was of wca,k mind. 

" An idiot, eh?" said tl10 gentleman looking at Barnaby as he spoke. "An l 
how long hast been an idiot?" 

'' She knows," was Barnaby's timid answel', pointing to his mother-" I -
always, I belieYe." 

" From his birth," said tho widow. 
"I don't belieYe it," cried the gentleman, "not a bit of it. It's an excuse 

not to work. There's nothing like flogging to cure that disorder. I'cl maJ.:o n, 
clifferencr in him in ten minutes, I'll be bound." 
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'' IIe~wcu ha.s made none in more than twice ten yea.rs, sir,'' said the wi<low 

mildly. 
" Then why don't you shut him up~ we pay enough for county institutions, 

damn 'cm. But thou'<.l rather drag him about to excite charity-of course. 

Ay. I know thee." 
Now, this gentleman had various endearing appellations among his intimate 

friends. By some ho was called "a country gentleman of the true school,i' by 

some " a fine old country gentleman," by some " a sporting gentleman," by 

some "a thorough-bred Englishman," by some "a genuine John Bull;~, but 

they all agreed in one respect, and that was, tlrnt it was a pity there wore not 

more like him, and that because th01·e were not, the country was goiug to rack 

and ruin every day. He was in the commission of the peace, and could write 

his name almost legibly; but his greatest qualifications wore, that he was more 

severe with poachers, was a better shot, a harder rider, h::ul better horses, kept 

better dogs, could eat more solid food, drink more strong wine, go to bed eyery 

night more drunk and get up every morning more sober, than any man in the 

county. In knowledge of horseflesh he was almost equal to a farrier, in stable 

learning he surpassed his own head groom, and in gluttony not a pig on his 

estate was a match for him. He had no seat in Parliament himself, but he 

was extremely patriotic, and usually drove his voters up to the poll with his 

own hands. Ho ,Yas ,ya,rmly attached to the church, and never appointed to 

the living in his gift any but a three-bottle man and a first-rate fox-hunter. 

He mistrusted the honesty of all poor people who could rea,d and write, and had 

a secret jealousy of his o,-rn wife (a young lady whom he had married for ,rhat 

his friends cailed " the good old English reason," that her father,s property 

adjoined his own) for possessing those accomplishments in a greater degree 

than himself. In short, Barnaby being an idiot, and Grip a creature of mere 

brute instinct, it would be Yery hard to say what this gentleman was. 

He rode up to the door of a handsome house approached by a great flight of 

steps, where a man ,vas waiting to take his horse, and led tho way into a brge 

ha,11, which, spacious as it \Vas, was tainted with the fumes of last night's stale 

debauch. Great-coats, riding-whips, bridles, topboots, spurs, and such gear, 

were strewn about on all sides, and formed, with some huge stags' antlers, 

!Lnd a few portraits of dogs and horses, its principal embellishments. 

Throwing himself into a great chair (in which, by the bye, ho often snored 

away the night, when ho had been, according to his admirers, a finer country 

gentleman than usual) ho ba<le the man tell his mistress to come down: and 

presently there appeared, a little flurried, as it seemed, by the unwonted 

summons, a lady much younger than himself, who had the a,ppearance of beirw 
in delicate health, and not too happy. 

0 

"Here! Thou,st no delight in following the hounds as anE1wlishwonrnn should 

ha,vc;' saicl the gentleman. " See to this here. That'll pk,;se thee perhaps." 

Tho lady smiled, sat clown at a little distancQ from him, and glanced at 
Barnaby \Yith a, look of pity. 

"He's an idiot, the woman says," observed the gentleman. shaking his head; 
" I don't believe it." 
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" Are you his mother t' asked the lady. 
She answered yes. 
" \Vhat 's the use of asking her?" said the gentleman, thrusting his hands 

into his breeches pockets. " She'll tell thee so, of course. !dost likely he's 
hired, at so much a day. There. Get on. :Make him do something." 

Grip h:wing by this time recovered his urbanity, condescended, at Barnaby's 
solicitation, to repeat his various phrases of speech, and to go through the 
whole of his performances with the utmost success. The corks, and the never 
sa,y die, afforded the gentlema,n so much delight that he demanded the repe­
tition of this part of the entertainment, until Grip got into his basket, and 
positively refused to sa,y another ,vord, good or bad. The lady too, was much 
amused with him; and the closing point of his obstinacy so delighted her 
husband that he burst into a roar of hughter, and demanded his price. 

Barnaby looked as though he didn't understand his moaning. Probably he 
did not. 

" His price," said the gentleman, rnittling the money in his pockets, " what 
dost want for him? How mnch ?" 

"He's not to be sold," replied Barnaby, shutting up tho basket in a grer..t 
hurry, and throwing the strap over his shoulder. "l\Iother, come n,wn,y." 

"Thou seest how much of an idiot he is, book-learnert said the gentleman) 
looking scornfully at his wife. ,: He ca,n make a bargain. "\Vhat dost wa.nt 
for him, old woman ~ " 
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" He is my son,s constant companion," said the widow. " He is not to be 

sold, sir, indeed." 
" Not to be sold !" cried the gentleman, growing ten times redder, hoarser. 

and louder than before. " Not to be sold ! " 

" Indeed no,,, she answered. " We have never thought of parting with 

him, sir, I do assure you." 

He was evidently about to make a very passionate retort, when a few mur­

mured words from his wife happening to catch his ear, he turned sharply 

round, and said, " Eh~ ,¥hat f' 

" vVe can hardly expect them to sell the bird, against their own desire,'' 

she faltered. " If they pref er to keep him -" 

'' Prefer to keep him !" he echoed. " These people, who go tramping about 

the country, a pilfering and vagabondizing on all hands, prefer to keep a bird, 

when a landed proprietor and a justice asks his price! That old woman's been to 

school. I know she has. Don't tell me no," he roared to the widow, "I say, yes.,, 

Barnaby's mother pleaded guilty to the accusation, and hoped there was no 

harm in it. 
" No harm ! ,, said the gentleman. " No. No harm. No harm, ye old 

r ebel, not a bit of harm. If my clerk was here, I'd set ye in the stocks, I 

would, or hi.y ye in jail for prowling up and down, on the look-out for petty 

larcenies, ye limb of a gipsy. Here, Simon, put these pilferers out, shove 'em 

into the road, out with 'em! Ye don't want to sell the bird, ye that come 

here to beg, don't ye~ If they an't out in donblo-quick, set the dogs upon 'em!" 

They \vaitecl for no further dismissal, but fled precipitately, leaving the 

gentleman to storm away by himself (for the poor lady had already retreated), 

and making a great many vain attempts to silence Grip, who, excited by the 

noise, drew corks enough for a city feast as they hurried clown the avenue, and 

appeared to congratulate himself beyond measure on having been the cause of 

the disturbance. ,Vhcn they had nearly reached the lodge, another servant, 

emerging from the shrubbery, feigned to be very active in ordering them off, 

but this man put a cro,vn into the widow's hand, and whispering that his lady 

sent it, thrust them gently from tho gate. 

This incident only suggested to the widow's mind, when they halted at an 

alehouse some miles further on, and heard the justice's character as given by 

his friends , that perhaps something more than capacity of stomach and tastes 

for the kennel and the stable, were required to form either a perfect country 

gentleman, a thorough-bred Englishman, or a genuine John Bull; and that 

possibly the terms were sometimes misappropriated, not to say disgraced. 

She little thought then, that a circumstance so slight ,vould ever influence their 

fnture fortunes; bu~ time and experience enlightened her in this respect. 

" Mother," said Barnaby, as they were sitting next day in a wagon which 

was to take them to within ton miles of the cn,pital, " we're going to London 

first, you said. Shall we sec that blind man there~,, 

She was about to answer '' H eaven forbid ! " but chocked herself, and told 

l1im No, she thought not ; why difl he ask~ 
" II , . ,, . l I:, l . l 1 f 1 " I 

es a wise man, s:w. Ja,r1u ))': wit 1 a t 1ough t 11 countmrnnce. 
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wish that we may meet with him again. \Vhat was it that he ~aid of crowds? 
That gold ,...-as to be found where people crowded, and not among the trees 
and in such quiet places? He spoke as if he loved it; London is a cro-wcled 
place ; I think we shall meet him there." 

" But why do you desire to see him, love~" she asked. 
" Because,,, said Barnaby, looking wistfnlly at her, ,; he talked to me about 

gold, which is a rare thing, and s:1y ,vhat you will, a thing yon would like to 
have, I kno,v. And because he came and went away so strangely-just as 
white-headed old men come sometimes to my be(rs foot in the night, and say 
what I c:in,t remember when tho b1·ight day returns. He told me he'd come 
back. I wonder "·hy he broke his word!'' 

" But you neYer thought of being rich or gay, Lefore, dear Barnaby. You 
hn.ve always been contented.', 

He laughed and bade her say that again, then cried, "Ay ay-oh yes," 
and laughed once more. Then something passed that caught his fancy, and the 
topic wandered from his mind, anLl was succeeded by another just as fleeting. 

But it was plain from ,vhat he lrnd said, and from his returning to the point 
more than once that cby, and on the next, t1rnt the blind man's visit, and 
indeed his words, had taken strong possession of his mind. ,Vhether the idea, 
of wealth had occurred to him for tho first time on looking at the golden 
clouds that evening-and inrnges were often presented to his thoughts by ont­
wn.rd objects quite as remote and distant; or whether their poor and humble way 
c,f life ha,1 suggested it, by coutrast, long ngo; or ,vhether the a,ccident (as ho 
would deem it) of the blind man's pursuing the current of his own remarks, 
had <lone so at the moment~ or he lrn.d been impressed by the mere circumstance 
of the mnn being blind, and, therefore, unlike any one with whom he had talked 
Lefore ; it was impossible to tell. She tried every me:ms to discover, but in 
vain; and the probability is that Barnn,by himself was equally in the dark. 

It filled her with uneasiness to find him harping on this string, but all that 
she could do, was to lead him quickly to some other subject, and to dismiss it from 
his brain. To caution him against their visitor, to show any fear or suspicion 
in reference to him, "·oultl only be, she foarod, to increase that interest ·with 
which Barnaby regarded him, and to strengthen his clesire to meet him once 
again. She hoped, by plunging into tho crowd, to rid herself of her terrible 
pursuer, and then, by journeying to a distance and observing increased caution, if 
tha,t wore possible, to live again unknown, in secl'ccy and peace. 

They reached, in course of time, their lrnJting-place within ton miles of 
London, and lay there for tho night, after bargaining to be cn.rried on for a 
trifle next day, in a light va,n \rhich was returning empty, and was to start 
at five o'clock in the morning. The driver was punctunl, the road good­
s~we for the dust, the weather being very hot and dry-and at seven in tho 
forenoon of Friday the second of J nno, one thousand seven hundred and eighty, 
they a,lightecl at the foot of \V estminster Bridge, bade their conductor fare,Ycll, 
and stood alone, together, on the scorching pavement. For the freshness which 
night sheds upon such busy thoroughfares h::tcl already departed, and the sun 
was shining with uncommon lustre. 
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CHAPTER THE FORTY-EIGH'fH. 

UNCERTAIN where to go next, and bewildered by the crowd of people who 

were aJrearly astir, they sat down in one of the recesses on the bridge, to rest. 

They soon became aware that the stream of life was all pouring one way, and 

that~ a vast throng of persons were crossing the river from the Middlesex to the 

Surrey shore, in unusual haste and evident excitement. They ,vero, for t.ho 

most part, in knots of two or three, or sometimes half-a-dozen; they spoke little 

together-many of them ,vere quite silent; and hurried on as if they had one 

absorbing object in view, which was common to them all. 

They were surprised to see that nearly every man in this groat concourse, 

which still came pouring past, ,vithout slackening in the least, wore in his hat a 

blue cockade; and that the chance passengers who were not so decorated, ap­

peared timidly anxious to escape observation or attack, and gaye them the wall 

as if they would conciliate them. This, however, was natural enough, consider­

ing their inferiority in point of numbers; for the proportion of those who wore 

hlne cockades, to those who were dressed as usual, ,vas at least forty or fifty to 

one. There was no q_uarrelling, however : the blue cockades went swarming 

on, passing each other when they could, and making all the speed that was 

possible in such a multitude; and exchanged nothing more than looks, and very 

often not even those, with such of the passers-by as were not of their number. 

At first, the current of people had been confined to the two pathways, and 

hilt a few more cager stragglers kept tho road. But after half an hour or so, 

tho passage was completely blocked up by the great press, which, being now 

closely wedged togethc:r, and impeded by the carts and coaches it encountered, 

moved but slowly, and ,vas sometimes at a stand for five or ten minutes together. 

After the lapse of nearly two hours, the numbers began to diminish visibly, 

and gra.clually dwindling away, by little and little, left the bridge quite clear, save 

thn.t, now and then, some hot and dusty man with the cockade in his hat, and 

his coat thrown over his shoulder, went panting by, fearful of being too late, or 

stopped to ask which vmy his friends had taken, and being directed, hastened 

on again like one refreshed. l n this com para tin) solitude, which seemed quite 

strange and novel after the lato crowd, the widow had for the first time an 

opportunity of inquiring of an old man ·who came and sat beside them, what 

was the meaning of that great assemblage. 

'' \Vhy, where have you come from," he returned, "that you haven't heard 

of Lord George Gordon's great association? This is the day that he presents 

the petition against tho Catholics, God bless him ! ,, 

,. \Vhat have all these men to do with that?" she asked. 

" "\Vhat have they to do with it !" the old man replied. "'\Vhy, how you talk! 

Don't you know his Lordship has declared he ,Yon't present it to the house at 

all, unless it is attended to the door by forty thousand good and true men at 

least 1 There's a crowd for you !" 

" J\. crowll indeed ! said Barnaby. '' Do you hear that, mother ! " 

"~\nd they're mustering yonder, as I am tolcl," 1·esm11ed the old man, '' nigh 
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upon a hundred thousand strong. Ah! Let Lord George alone. He knows 
his power. There,11 be a good many faces inside them three windmvs over 
there," and he pointed to where the House of Commons overlooked the river, 
"that'll turn pale when good Lord George gets up this afternoon, and with rea­
son too . Ay, ay. Lot his Lordship alone. Let him alone. He knows!" 
And so, with much mumbling and chuckling and shaking of his forefinger, he 
rose, with the assistance of his stick, and tottered off. 

"Mother ! ,, said Barnaby, "that's a brave crowd he talks of. Come,,, 
'' Not to join it ! ,, cried his mother. 
~, Yes, yes," ho ans,Yerecl, plucking at her sleeve. " "\Vhy not 1 Come !" 
"You don't know,'' she urged, "what mischief they may do, ''"here they 

may lead you, what their me;:i,ning is. Dear Barnaby, for my sake-" 
"For your sake ! ,, he cried, patting her hand. " "\Yell ! It is for your sake, 

mother. You remember what the blind man said, about the gold. Here's a 
brave crowd ! Come ! Or wait till I come back-yes, yes, wait here." 

She tried with all the earnestness her fears engendered, to turn him from 
his purpose, but in vain. He was stooping dovm to buckle on his shoe, when a 
hackney-coach passed them rather quickly, and a voice inside called to the 
driver to stop. 

"Young man," said a voice within. 
" "\Vho's that r' cried Barnaby, looking up. 
" Do you wear this ornament 1" returned the stranger, holding out a blue 

cockade. 
"In II eaven's name, no. Pray do not give it him!" exclaimed the widow. 
H Speak for yourself, ,voman," said tho man within the coach, coldly. "Leave 

the young man to his choice ; he's old enough to make it, and to snap your 
apron-strings. He lrno,vs, without your telling, whether he wears the sign of 
a loyal Eng1ishman or not." 

Barn:iby, trembling with impatience, cried "Yes! yes, yes, I do," as he hn.d 
cried a dozen times already. The man threw him a cockade, and crying" .:Mako 
haste to Saint George's Fields," ordered the coachman to drive on fast; and 
left them. 

"\Vith hands that trcmLlecl with his eagerness to fix the bauble in his hat, 
Barnaby was a,cljusting it as he best could, anu hurriedly replying to the tears 
and entreaties of his mother, when two gentlemen passed on tho opposite side 
of the way. Observing them, and seeing how Barnaby was occupied, they stop­
ped, whispered together for an instant, turned back, and came over to them. 

'' "\Vhy are you sitting here f, said one of them, who was dressed in a plain 
suit of black, wore long lank hair, and carried a groat cane. " ,vhy have 
you not gone with tho rest 1', 

'' I am going, sir," replied Barnaby, finishing his task, and putting his hat 
on with an air of priclo. "I shall be there dii·ectly." 

"Sa.y my Lord, young man, when his Lordship does you tho honour of 
speaking to you," said the second gentlenw,n mildly. "If you don't know Lord 
George Gordon when :·ou see him, ifs high time you should.,, 

'' Nn.y, Gnshford," said Lord George, as Barnaby pulled off his hat again and 
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made him a low bow, '' it,s no great matter on a day like this, which every 

Englishma.n will remember with delight and pride. Put on your hat, friend, 

:rncl follow us, for you lag behind and are fate. It's past ten now. Didn't you 

kno,Y tha.t the hour of assembling was ten o'clock r 
Bnrnn,by shook his head and looked vacantly from one to the other. 

'· You might have known it, friend,, said Gashford, "it was perfectly under­

stood. How came you to be so ill informed t' 
"II e cannot tell you, sir," the widow interposed. "It's of no use to ask 

him. \Ve are but this morning come from a long distance in the country, and 

b10w nothing of these matters.'' 

" The cause has taken a deep root, and has spread its branches far and wide," 

said Lord George to his secretary. "This is a pleasant hearing. I thank 

Heaven for it!'' 
"Amen!" cried Gashford with a solemn face. 

"You do not understand me, my Lord," sa.id the widow. "Pardon me, but 

you cruGlly mistake my meaning. We know nothing of these matters. vVe 

have no desire or right to join in what you are about to do. This is my son, 

my poor n.ffiicted son, clearer to me than my own life. In mercy's name, my 

Lord, go your way n.lonc. ::mcl do not tempt him into danger !" 

...-..--- -

I ' 

"~r y good womant said Gashford, '' how can you !-Dear me !-"\Vh;:i,t do 

you mcn.n by tempting, and by da,ngor? Do you think his Lordship is a roaring 

lion, going a.bout and seeking ,vhom he may devour? God bless mo !'' 

"No, no, my Lord, forgive me," implored tho widow, laying both her hands 

upon his breast, and scarcely knowing what she did, or said, in tho earnestness 

')f her supplication, "but there are rea,sons why you should hear my earnest, 
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mother's prayer, and loaNe my son with me. Oh do~ He is not in his right 
senses, he is not, indeed !.,, 

'~ It is a bad sign of the wickedness of these times,,, said Lord George, evalling 
hor touch, and colouring deeply, '' that those who cling to the truth and sup­
pvrt the right cause, are set down as mad. Have you the heart to say this 
of your own son, unnatural mother!'' 

"I am astonished at you!" said Gashford, with a kind of meek severity. 
" This is a very sad picture of female depravity." 

" He has surciy no appearance," said Lord George, glancing at Barnaby, 
and whispering in his secretary's ear, "of being deranged? And even if he 
had, we must not construe any trifling peculiarity into madness. "\Vhich of 
us ''-and hero he fornccl red again-" would be safe, if tlrn.t were made 
the law!" 

" Not one," replied the secretary ; " in that case, the greater the zeal, the 
truth, and talent; the more direct the cn.11 from above; the clearer would be 
the madness. "\Vith regard to this young man, my Lord,'' he aclclecl, with a 
lip thn,t slightly curled as he looked at Barnaby, who stood twirling his hat, 
and stealthily beckoning them to come awa.y, " ho is as sensible and self­
possessed as any one I ever saw." 

" And you desire to make one of this great body?,, said Lord George, 
addressing him; " and intended to make one, did you?" 

" Yes-yes," said Ba.rnaby, with sparkling eyes. " To be sure I did! 
I tolcl her so myself.'~ 

'' I see," replied Lord George, ,Yith a reproachful glance at the unhappy 
mother. " I thought so. Follow me and this gentleman, and you shall lul\'e 
your wish." 

Barnaby kissed his mother tenderly on tho cheek, and bidding her be of 
good cheer, for their fortunes were both made now, did as he ,yas desired. 
She, poor \Yoman, followed too-with how much foa.r and grief it would bo 
hard to tell. 

They passed quickly through the Bridge-road, where the shops were all shut 
up (for tho passage of the great crowd and the expectation of their return had 
ala,rmed the tradesmen for their goods and windows), and where, in the upper 
stories, all the inhabitants were congregated, looking down into the street 
below, with faces variously expressive of alarm, of interest, expectancy, and in­
digna.tion. Somo of these applauded, and some hissed; but regardless of these 
intenuptions-for tho noise of a vast congregation of people at a little distance, 
sounded in his cars like the roaring of a sea-Lord George Gordon quickened 
his pace, and presently arrived before St. George's Fields. 

They were really fields at that time, and of consi<lorable extent. Hero an 
immense multitude was collected, bearing flags of various kinds and sizes, but 
all of the same colour-blue, like tho cocka.des-some sections marching to aml 
fro in military array, and others drawn up in circles, sr1uares, and lines. A 
largo portion, both of tho bodies which pn.radocl tho ground, and of those which 
rernaino(l stationary, wore occupied in singing hymns or psalms. \ Vith whom­
soever this origin:itcd, it was \vell done; for the sound of so many thou,sanLl 
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voices in the air must have stirred tho heart of any man within him, ::m<l could 
not fail to haso a wonderful effect upon enthusiasts, however mistaken. 

Scouts had been posted in advance of the groat body, to give notice of their 
lc11der's coming. These falling back, the word was quickly passed through the 
whole host, and for a short interval there ensued a profound and death-like 
silence, during which the mass was so still and quiet, that the fluttering of a 

banner ca.ught the eye, and became a circumstance of note. Then they burst 
into a tremendous shout, into another, and another; am.l the air seemed rent 
and sha.ken, as if by the discharge of cannon. 

" Gashford ! ,, cried Lord George, pressing his secretary's arm tight within 

his own, and speaking with as much emotion in his voice, a,s in his aJtercd face, 
" I am called indeed, now. I feel and know it. I am the leader of a ho~t. If 
they summoned me at this moment with one voice to lead them on to death, 
I'd do it-Yes, and fall first myself!" 

"It is a proud sight," said the secretary. " It is a noble day for England, 
and for the great cause throughout the \Yorld. Such homage, my Lord, as I, 
an humble but devoted man, can render-" 

" \Vlrnt are you doing!" cried his master, catching him by both hands ; 
for ho had made a show of kneeling at his feet ; "Do 11ot unfit me, dear Gash­
ford, for the solemn duty of this glorious day-" tho tears stood in tho eyes of 

the poor gentleman as he said the \Yords.-" Let us go among them ; we have 
to find a place in some division for this new recruit-give me your hand." 

Gashforcl slid his cold insidious palm into his master's grasp, and so, hand 
in hand, and followed still by Barnaby and by his mother too, they mingled 
,rith the concourse. 

They had by this time taken to their singing ag,'1in, and as their leader 
passed between their ranks, they raised their voices to their utmost. lVIany 
of those who were banded together to support the religion of their country, 
even unto death, had never hoard a hymn or psalm in all their lives. But 
these follows having for the most part strong lungs, and being naturally fond 
of singing, chanted any ribaldry or nonsense that occurred to them, feeling 
pretty certain that it would not be detected in the general chorus, and not 
caring very much if it were. l\lany of these voluntaries were sung under the 
very nose of Lord George Gordon, who, quite unconscious of their burden, 
passed on with his usual stiff and solemn deportment, very much edified and 
delighted by the pious conduct of his followers. 

So they went on and on, up this line, down that, round the exterior of this 
circle, and 011 every side of that hollow square ; a11cl still there were lines, a,nd 
squares, and circles out of number to review. The day being now intensely 
hot, ancl the sun striking down his fiercest rays upon the field, those ,..-ho 
carried heavy ba.nners began to grow faint and weary ; most of the number 
assembled were fain to pull off their neckcloths, and throw their con,ts and 
waistcoats open ; and some, towards the centre, quite overpowered by the 
excessive heat, which ,Yas of course rendered more unendurable by the multi­
tude around them, lay down upon tho grass, and offered all they had about 
them for a drink of water. Still, no man left the ground, not even of these who 
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·were so distressed; still Lord George, streaming from every pore, went on 
with Gashford ; and still Barnaby and his mother followed close behind them. 

They had arrived at the top of a long line of some eight hundred men in 
single file, and Lord George Im.cl turned his head to look back, ·when a loud 
cry of recognition-in that peculiar and half-stifled tone which a voice has, 
when it is raised in the open air and in the midst of a great concourse of 
persons-was heard, and a man stepped with a shout of laughter from the 
rank, and smote Barnaby on the shoulders with his heavy hand. 

" How now!" he cried. " :Barnaby Rudge ! "\Vhy, where have you been 
hiding for these hundred years !"' 

Barnaby had been thinking ,rithin himself that the smell of the trodden 
grass brought back his old days at cricket, when he was a young boy and 
played on Chigwell Green. Confused by this sudden and boisterous address, 
he stared in a bewildered manner at the man, and could scarcely say "\Vlrnt ~ 
Hugh!'~ 

';Hugh !" echoed the other; "ay, Hugh-J\Iaypole Hugh! You remember 
my dog~ Ho's alive now, and will know you, I warrant. "\Vhat, you wear 
the colour, do you? "\Vell c.lone ! Ha, ha ha!" 

" You know this young man, I see," said Lord George. 
"l{now him, my Lord! as well as I know my 0 \ \"11 r ight hand. l\ly captain 

knows him. "'\V c all know him." 
" "\Vill you take him int0 your division r' 
"It hasn't in it a better, nor a nimbler, nor a more active man, than Barnaby 

Rudge," said Hugh. " Show me the man who says it has. Fall in, Barna.Ly. 
H e shall march, my Lord, between me and Dennis; and he shall carry," ho 
added, taking a flag from the hand of a tired man ,vho tendered it, "the gayest 
silken streamer in this valiant army." 

"In the name of God, no !'' shrieked the wido,v, darting forward. " Bar­
naby- my Lord- see-he'll come back-Barnaby-Barnaby!" 

"\Vomen in the field!'' cried Hugh, stepping between them, and holding 
her off. " Holloa ! :My captain there ! ,, 

" "\Vhat's the matter here?" cried Simon Tappertit, bustling up in a grea,t 
heat. " Do you call this order?" 

" Nothing like it, captain," answered Hugh, still holding her back with his 
outstretched hand. "It's against all orders. Ladies are carrying off our 
gallant soldiers from their duty. The word of command, captain! They're 
filin g off t he ground. Quick !'' 

" Close ! " cried Simon, with the whole po,ver of his lungs. " Form ! 
1b .rch ! " 

She was thrown to the ground; the whole field was in motion; Barnaby 
wns ,rhirled away into the heart of a dense mass of n,en, and she saw him no 
more, 
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CHAPTER THE FORTY-NINTH. 

't,l;lil0~~1'1,,,.. ~~..&e~' HE mob had been divided from its first assemblage into four 
divisions ; the London, the Westminster, the Southwark, and 
tho Scotch. Each of these divisions being subdivided into 
various bodies, and these bodies being drawn up in various 
forms and figures, the general arrangement was, except to 
the few chiefs and leaders, as unintelligible as the plan of 
a great battle to the meanest soldier in the field. It was 

not without its method, how8ver; for, in a very short space of time after being 
put in motion, the crowd had resolved itself into three great parties, and 
were prepared, as had been arranged, to cross the river by different bridges, 
and make for the House of Commons in separate detachments. 

At the he:1d of that division which had Westminster Bridge for its approach 
to the scene of action, Lord George Gordon took his post; with Gashford at 
his right hand, and sundry ruffians, of most unpromising appearance, forming 
a kind of sfaff about him. The conduct of a second party, whose route lay by 
Blackfriars, was entrusted to a committee of management, including perhaps 
a dozen men : while the third, which was to go by London Bridge, and through 

VOL. III,-71. U 
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the main streets, in order that their numbers and their serious intentions 
might be the bettor known and appreciated by the citizens, were led by Simon 
Tappertit (assisted by a few subalterns, selected from the Brotherhood of 
United Bull-dogs), Dennis the hangman, Hugh, and some others. 

The word of command being given, each of those great bodies took the road 
assigned to it, and departed on its ,-ray, in perfect ord~r and profound silence. 
That which went through the City greatly exceeded the others in number, and 
was of such prodigious extent that when the rear began to move, the front was 
nearly four miles in advance, notwithstanding that the men marched three 
abreast and followed very close upon each other. 

At the head of this party, in the place where Hugh, in the madness of his 
humour, had stationed him, and walking between that dangerous companion 
and the hangmn,n, went Barnaby; as many a man among the thousands \Yho 
looked on that day afterwards remembered well. Forgetful of all other things 
in the ecstacy of the moment, his face flushed and his eyes spar1ding with 
delight, heedless of tho weight of the great banner he carried, and mindful 
only of its flashing in the sun and rustling in the summer breeze, on he went, 
proud, happy, elated past a,ll hilling :-the only light-hearted, undesigning 
creature, in the whole assembly. 

" vVhat do you think of this ? " asked Hugh, as they passed through the 
crowded streets, and looked up at the windows which were thronged ·with 
spectators. '' They have all turned out to see our Hags and streamers? Eh, 
Rarnaby? "\Vhy, Barnaby's the greatest man of all the pack ! His flag's 
the largest of the lot, the brightest too. Thero 's nothing in the show, like 
Barnaby. All eyes are turned on him. Ha ha ha ! " 

" Don't make that din, brother," grmded the hangman, glancing with no 
very approving eyes at Barnaby as he spoke : " I hope he don't think there's 
nothing to he done, but carrying that there piece of blue rag, like a boy at a 
bren.king-up. You're ready for action I hope, eh? You, I mean," he added, 
nudging Barnaby roughly with his elbow. " What nire you staring at? \Yhy 
don't you speak ? " 

Barnaby had been gazing at his flag, and looked vacantly from his questioner 
to Hugh. 

"He don't understand your way," said tho fatter. "Here, I'll explain it 
to him. Barnaby old boy, attend to me." 

" rll attend," said Barnaby, looking anxiously round; " but I wish I could 
see her somewhere." 

" See who?" demanued Dennis in a gruff tone. " You an't in love I hope, 
brother? That an't the sort of thing for us, you know. ,v e mustn't have 
no love here." 

" She would be proud indeed to see me now, oh Hugh?" said Barnn.1.)y. 
" vVouldn't it make her glad to sec me at the head of this large show 1 She'd 
cry with joy, I know she would. "\Vhoro can she be. She never sees me at 
my best, and what do I care to be gay and fine if she's not by?" 

" "\Vhy, what palaver's this?" asked nir. Dennis with supreme disdain. 
" vVe an't got no sentimental members among us, I hope." 
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'' Don't be unoasy, brother," cried Hugh, ,: he's only talking of his mother." 
" Of his what?,, said .Mr. Dennis with a, strong oath. 
" His mother." 
" And have I combined myself with this here section, and turned out on 

this here memorable day, to hear men talk about their mothers ! " growled 
l\Ir. Dennis with extreme disgust. " The notion of a man's sweetheart's bad 
enough, but a man's mother!-" and here his disgust was so extreme that he 
spat upon the ground, an<l could sa,y no more. 

" Barnaby's right,'' cried Hugh with a grin, " and I say it. Lookee, bold 
bd. If she's not here to see, it's because I've provided for her, and sent lulf a 
dozen gentlemen, every one of 'em with a blue flag (but not half as fine as 
yonrs), to take her, in state, to a grand house all hung round with gold and 
silver banners, and everything else you please, where she'll wait till you come, 
and want for nothing.'' 

" Ay ! ,, said Barnaby, his face beaming with delight : " have you indeed~ 
That's a good hearing. That's fine ! K.ind Hugh! ,, 

" But nothing to what will come, bless you," retorted Hugh, with a wink 
at D ennis, who regarded his new companion in arms with great astonishment. 

" No, indeed?" cried Barn,1,by. 
" Nothing at all," said Hugh. " :Money, cocked hats and feathers, red 

coats and gold lace ; all the fine things there are, ever were, or will be ; will 
belong to us if we are true to that noble gentleman-the best man in the 
world, carry our flags for a few daysi ::ind keep 'cm s:1fe. That's all we've got 
to do. 

" Is that all?,, cried Ba.1·n:1by with glistening eyes, as he clutched his pole 
the tighter; " I warrant you I keep this one safe, then. You have put it in 
good ha,nds. You know me, Hugh. Nnbody shall wrest this flag away." 

" ,Yell said!,, cried Hugh. " Ha ha! Nobly saicl ! That's the old stout 
Ba,rnaby, that I have climbed and leaped with many and many a day-I knew 
I was not mistaken in Barnaby.-Don't you sec man," he added in a whisper, 
as he slipped to the other side of Dennis, "that the lad's a natur::il, and can 
bo got to do a,nything, if you take him the right way. Letting alone tho fun 
ho is, he's worth a dozen men, in earnest, as you'd find if you tried a fall with 
him. Leaye him to me. You sh:111 soon see whether he's of use or not." 

:Mr. Dennis received these explanatory remarks with many nods and winks, 
and softened his behaviour towards Barnaby from that moment. Hugh, lay­
ing his finger on his nose, stopped back into his former pbce, and they pro­
ceeded in silence. 

It was between two and three o'clock in the aJternoon when the three great 
parties mot at "\Vestminstor, and, uniting into one huge mass, raised a tremen­
dous shout. This wns not only clone in token of their presence, but as a signal 
to those on whom the task devolved, that it was time to take possession of the 
lobbies of both Houses, and of tho various avenues of approach, and of the 
gallery stairs. To tho b.st-namccl place, Hugh and Dennis, still with theil' 
pupil bot,veen them, rushed straightwa.y; J3:1rna.by ha.ving given his fb.g into 
the h::incls of one of their o,Yn p:nty, who kept them at the outer door. 

,, 
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Their followers pressing on behind, they were borne as on a great wave to the 
Yery doors of the gallery, whence it was impossible to retreat, even if they had 
been so inclined, by reason of the throng which choked up the passages. It, is 
a familiar expression in describing a great crowd, that a person might have 
walked upon the people's heads. In this case it was actually done ; for a boy 
who had by some means got among the concourse, and was in imminent danger 
of suffocation, climbed to the shoulders of a man beside him and walked upon 
the people's hats and heads into the open street; traversing in his passage the 
whole length of hvo staircases and a long gallery. Nor was the swarm with­
out less dense; for a basket which had been tossed into the crowd, was jerked 
from head to head, and. shoulder to shoulder, and went spinning and whirling 
on aboye them, until it was lost to view, without ever once falling in among 
them or coming near the ground. 

Through this vast throng, sprinkled doubtless here and there with honest 
zealots, but composed for the most part of the very scum and refuse of London, 
whoso growth was fostered by bad criminal laws, bad prison regulations, and 
the vrnrst conceivable police,-such of the members of both Houses of Parlia­
ment as had not taken the precaution to be already at their posts, were com­
pelled to fight and force their way. Their carriages were stopped and broken ; 
the wheels wrenched off; the glasses shivered to atoms; the panels beaten in; 
drivers, footmen, and masters, pulled from their seats and rolled in the mud. 
Lords, commoners, and reverend Bishops, with little distinction of person or 
party, were kicked and pinched and hustled; passed from hand to hand through 
various stages of ill-usage ; and sent to their fellow senators at last with their 
clothes hanging in ribands about them, their bagwigs torn off, themselves 
speechless and breathless, and their persons covered ,vith the powder which 
had been cuffed and beaten out of their hair. One Lord was so long in the 
hands of tho populace, that the Peers as a body resolved to sally forth and 
rescue him, and were in the act of doing so, when he happily appeared among 
them covered with dirt and bruises, and hardly to be recognized by those who 
knew him best. The noise and uproar were on the increase every moment. 
The air was filled with execrations, hoots, and howlings. The mob raged and 
ro:1red, like a mad monster as it was, unceasingly, and each new outrage served 
to swell its fury. 

""\Vithin doors, matters were even yet more thrnatcning. Lord George­
prececled by a man who carried the immense petition on a porter's knot 
through the lobby to the door of the House of Commons, "·here it was received 
by two officers of the house who rolled it up to the table ready for pre­
sentation-had taken his seat at an early hour, before the Speaker ,vent to 
prayers. His followers pouring in at the saime time, the lobby and all tho 
avenues were immediately filled, as we have seen: thus tho members ·were not 
only attacked in their passage through the streets, but were set upon ,vithin 
the very ,-ralls of Parliament; while the tumult, both within and without, was 
so great, that those who attempted to speak could scarcely hear their own 
voices; far less consult upon the course it would be wise to take in 
such oxtremit.y, or anima.to each other to dignified ancl firm resistance. So 
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sure as any mombor, just arrived, with dress disordered and dishevelled hair, 

came struggling through the crowd in the lobby, it yelled and screamed in 

triumph; and when the door of the house, partially and cautiously opened by 

those within for his admission, gave them a momentary glimpse of the interior, 

they grew more wild and savage, like boasts at the sight of prey, and made a 

rush against the portal which strained its locks and bolts in their staples, and 

shook the very beams. 
The stranger's gallery, which was immediately a,bove the door of the house, 

had been ordered to be closed on the first rumour of disturbance, a,nd was 

empty; save that now a,nd then Lard George took his scat there, for the con­

venience of coming to the head of the stairs which led to it, and repeating to 

the people what had passed within. It wa,s on these stairs that Ba,rnaby, 

Hugh, and Dennis were posted. There were two flights, short, steep, and 

narrow; running parallel to each other, and leading to two little doors com­

municating with a low passa,ge which opened on the gallery. Between them 

was a kind of well, or unglazed skylight, for the admission of light and air into 

the lobby, which might be some eighteen or twenty feet below. 

Upon one of these little staircases-not that at the head of which Lord 

George appeared from time to time, but the other-Gashford stood with his 

elbow on the bannister, and his cheek resting on his lrnnd, with his usua1 craJty 

a,spect. ,vhenever he varied this attitude in the slightest degree-so much 

as by the gentlest motion of his arm-the uproa,r was certain to increase, not 

merely there, but in the lobby below; from which place no doubt, some man 

who acted as fugleman to the rest, was constantly looking up and "·atching him. 

" Onler ! '' cried Hugh, in a voice which made itself hoard even a,bovo the 

roar and tumult, as Lord George a,ppeared at the top of the staircase. 

" News ! News from my Lord ! " 
The noise continued, notwithsta,nding his appearance, until Gashforcl looked 

round. There was silence immediately-oven among the people in the passages 

without, and on the other staircases, who could neither see nor hoar, but to 

whom, notwithstanding, the signal wa,s conveyed with mar 'ellous rapidity. 

" Gentlemen" said Lord George, ,vho was very pale ancl agita,ted~ " ,v e 

must be firm. They talk of delays, but we must have no delays. They tn,lk 

of taking your petition into consideration next Tuesday, but we must ha,vo it 

considered now. Present appearances look bad for our success. but we must 

succeed and will ! " 
" "\Ve must succeed and will ! " echoed the crowd. And so a,mong their 

shouts and cheers and other cries, he bowecl to them and retired, and presently 

came back again. There was another gesture from Gashford, and a dead 

silence directly. 
"I am afraid," he said, this time, "tlrn,t we have little reason, gentlemen, 

to hope for any redress from the proceedings of Parliament. But \YO must 

redress our own grievances, we must meet aga,in, we must put our trust in 

Providence, and it will bless our endeavours." 

This speech being a little more temperate than the bst, was not so fo.vonrably 

received. "\Yhen the noise and exasperation were at their height. he came 
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back once more, and told them that the alarm had gone forth for m:iny miles 
round; that when the K.ing heard of their assembling together in that great 
body, he ha.cl no doubt His lVIajesty would send down private orders to haYo 
their wishes complied with ; and-with the manner of his speech as childish, 
irresolute, and uncertain as his matter-was proceeding further, when two gen­
tlemen suddenly appeared at the door where he stood, and pressing past him 
and coming a step or two lower down upon the stairs, confronted the people. 

Tho boldness of this action quite took them by surprise. They were not 
tho less disconcerted, when one of the gentlemen) turning to Lord George, 
spoke thus-in a loud voice that they might hear him well, but quite coo1ly 
and collectedly. 

"You may tell these people, if you please, my Lord, that I am General 
Conway of ,vhom they have heard; and that I oppose this petition, and all 
their proceedings, and yours. I am a soldier, you may tell them; and I will 
protect the freedom of this place ,vith my sword. You see, my Lord, that the 
members of this house are all in arms to-d:1y; you know that the entrance to 
it is a narrow one; you cannot be ignorant that there are men within those 
walls who arc determined to defend that pass to the last, and before whom 
many lives must fall if your adherents persevere. HaYe a ca,re what yon do.,, 

"And my Lord George,,, said the other gentleman, addressing him in like 
rna.nner, " I desire them to hear this, from me-Colonel Gordon-your near 
r elation. If a man among this crowd, whose uproar strikes us deaf, crosses the 
threshold of the House of Commons, I swe::i.r to run my sword that moment 
-not into his, but into your body!,, 

\Vith that, they stopped back again, keeping their faces towards tho crowd; 
took each an arm of the misguided nobleman; drew him into the pas.sa.ge, n.nd 
shut the door; which they directly locked :1nd fastened on tho inside. 

This was so quickly done, and the demeanour of both gentlemen-who were 
not young men either-was so gall::tnt and resolute, that the crowd faltered and 
stn.rocl at each other with irresolute and timid looks. Many tried to turn 
towards the door; some of the faintest-hearted cried that they had best go 
back, and called to those behind to giYe way; and the panic and confusion ,..,.ere 
increasing rapidly, when Gashford whispered Hugh. 

" ,Vhat now ! ,, Hugh roared aloud, turning towa,rds them. ""\Vhy go 
back~ "\Vhere can you do better than here, boys! One good rush against these 
doors and one below at the same time, will do the business. Rush on, then ! 
As to the door below, let those sta.nd back who ar0, afraid. Let those who are not 
:1frn,id, try who slrnll be the first to pa,ss it. Hore goes! Look out down there!', 

1Vithout the delay of an ins-tant, ho threw himself headlong over the 
bannisters into the lobby below. Ho ha.cl lrnrdly touched tho grountl when 
Bar11:1by wa,s at his side. The chaplain's assistant, and some members who were 
imploring tho people to retire, immedia,tely "·ithdrcw; and then, "·ith a gren.t 
shout, both crow·ds throw themselves against tho doors pell-mell, and besieged 
tho H ousc in earnest. 

At that moment, ,vhcn a second onset must have brought. them into collision 
with thoF-c who stood on the defensive ,vithin, in ,,,.hich case great loss of life 
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and bloodshed \YOuld inevitably have ensued,-the hindmost portion of tho crowd 
gave way, a,nd the rumour spread from mouth to mouth that a messenger had 
been despatched by water for the military, who were forming in the street. 
Fearful of sustaining a charge in the narrow passages in which they were so 
closely ,Yedged together, the throng poured out as impetuously as they had 
flocked in. As the whole stream turned at once, Barnaby and Hugh went 
with it: and so, fighting and struggling and trampling on fallen men and being 
trampled on in turn themselves, they and the whole mass floated by degrees 
into the open street, ·where a large detachment of the Guards, both horse and 
foot, came hurrying up; clearing the ground before them so rapidly that tho people seemed to melt away as they advanced. 

The word of command to haJt being given, the soldiers forme·d across the 
street; the rioters, breathless and exhausted with their late exertions, formed 
likewise, though in a very irregular and disorderly manner. The commanding 
officer rod e hastily into the open space between tho two bodies, accompanied 
by a magistrate and an officer of the House of Commons, for ,vhose accommo­
dation a couple of troopers had hastily dismounted. The Riot Act was read, but not a man stirred . 

In tho first rank of the insurgents, Barnaby and Hugh stood side by side. 
Somebody had thrust into Barnaby's hands "·hen ho came out into the street, 
his precious flag ; which, being now rolled up and tied round the pole, looked 
like a giant quarter-staff ns he grasped it firmly and stood upon his guard. If 
over man believed "·ith his whole heart and soul that he was engaged in a just 
cause, and that he was bound to stand by his leader to the last, poor Barnaby bolieYed it of himself and Lord George Gordon. 

After an ineffectual attempt to make himself heard, tho magistrate ga,vo 
tho ,vord and the Horse Guards came riding in among the crowd. But even 
then he galloped here and there, exhorting tho people to disperse ; and, 
although heavy stones were thrown at the men, a.nd some were desperately 
cut and bruised, they had no· orders but to make prisoners of such of the 
rioters as were the most active, and to drive tho people back with the flat of 
their sabres. As the horses came in among them, the throng gave wa,y at 
mnny points, and tho Guards, following up their advantage, were rapidly clear­
ing tho ground, when two or three of the foremost, ,vl10 were in a manner cut 
off from tho rest by the people closing round them, made straight towards 
Barnaby and Hugh, "·ho had no doubt been pointed out as the two men who 
dropped into the lobby; laying about them now ,vith some effect, and inflict­
iug on tho more turbulent of their opponents, a few slight flesh wounds, under 
tho influence of ,Yhich a man droppeci, hero and there, into tho arms of his follo,Ys, amid much groaning and confosion. . 

.. \ t the sight of gashed and bloody faces, seen for a moment in the crowd, 
then hidden by the press around them, Barnaby turned pale and sick. But 
ho stood his ground, and gmsping his polo more firmly yet, kept his eye fixed 
upon the nea.re~t soldier-nodd ing his head meanwhile, as Hugh, ,vith a sco\\"ling visage, whispered in his ear. 

The soldier <':11110 spurring on, making his horse rear as tho people pressed 
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about him, cutting at the hands of those who would have grasped his rein and 

forced his charger back, and waving to his comrades to follow-and still Bar­

naby, vvithout retreating an inch, waited for his coming. Some called to him 

to fly, and some were in the very act of closing round him, to prevent his being 

taken, when the pole swept the air above the people's heads, and the man's 

saddle was empty in an instant. 
Then he and Hugh turned and fl.eel; the crowd opening to let them pass, 

and closing up again so quickly that there was no clue to the course they had 

taken. Panting for breath, hot, dusty, and exhausted with fatigue, they 

reached the river-side in safety, and getting into a boat with all despatch were 

soon out of any immediate danger. 
As they glided down the river, they plainly heard the people cheering ; and 

supposing they might have forced the soldiers to retreat, lay upon their oars 

for a few minutes, uncertain whether to return or not. But the crowd passing 

along ""\V estminster Bridge, soon assured them that the populace were dis­

persing; and Hugh rightly guessed from this, that they lrnd cheered the 

magistrate for offering to dismiss the military on condition of their immediate 

departure to their several homes; and that he and Barn:1by were better where 

they were. He :1dvised, therefore, th:1t they should proceed to Blackfriars, 

and, going ashore at the bridge, make the best of their wa,y to the Boot; where 

there was not only good entertainment and safe lodging, but where they ,vould 

certainly be joined by many of their late companions. Barnaby assenting, 

they decided on this course of action, and pulled for Blackfriars accordingly. 

They landed at a critical time, and fortunately for themselves at the right 

moment. For, corning into Fleet Street, they found it in an unusual stir; and 

inquiring the cause, were told that a body of Horse Guards had just galloped 

past, and that they were escorting some rioters whom they had made prisoners, 

to Ncwgate for saJety. Not at all ill-pleased to have so narrowly escaped the 

ca,valcade, they lost no more time in asking questions, but hurried to the Boot 

with as much speed as Hugh considered it prudent to make, without appearing 

singular or attracting ::m inconvenient share of public notice. 

CHAP'l'ER TUE FIFTIETH. 

TnEY were among the first to reach the tavern, but they had not been there , 

many minutes, when several groups of men who had formed part of the 

crowd, came straggling in. Among them ·were Simon Tappertit and J\Ir. 

Dennis ; both of whom, but especially the latter, greeted Barnaby with the 

utmost warmth, and paid him many compliments on tho prowess ho had 

shown. 
" ""\Vhich," said Dennis, with an oath, as he rested his bludgeon in a corner 

with his hat upon it, and took his seat at the same table with them, "it docs 

me good to think of. There was a opportunity ! But it led to nothing. For 

my part, I don't know what would. There's no spirit among the people in 

these here times. Bring something to eat and drink here. I'm disgusted with 

h 
. ,, 

umamty. 
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" On what account?" asked i\1r. Tappertit, who had been quenching his fiery 
face in a half-gallon can. " Don't you consider this a good beginning, misted,, 

" Give me security that it an't an ending," rejoined the hangman. "vVhen 
that soldier went down, we might have made London ours; but no ;-we stand, 
and gape, and look on-the justice (I wish he had had a bullet in each eye, as 
he would have had, if we'd gone to work my way) says 'My lads, if you'll give 
me your word to disperse, I'll order off the military,'-our people set up a 
hurrah, throw up the game with the winning cards in their hands, and skulk 
away like a pack of tame curs as they are. Ah !" said the hangman, in a tone 
of deep disgust, "it makes me blush for my feller creeturs. I wish I had been 
born a ox, I do ,,, 

" You'd have been quite as agreeable a character if you had been, I think," 
returned Simon Tappertit, going out in a lofty manner. 

" Don't be too sure of that," rejoined the hangman, calling after him ; " if 
I wn.s a horned animal at the present moment, with the smallest grain of 
sense, I'd toss every man in this company, excepting them two," meaning 
Hugh n,nd Barnaby, "for his manner of conducting himself this day.,' 

·\Vith which mournful review of their proceedings, Mr. Dennis sought con­
solation in cold boiled beef and beer; but without at all relaxing the grim and 
dissatisfied expression of his face, the gloom of which was rather deepened 
than dissipated by their grateful influence. 

The company who were thus libelled might have retaliated by strong words, 
if not by blows, but they were dispirited and worn out. The greater part of 
them had fasted since morning ~ all had suffered extremely from the excessive 
heat; and, between the day's shouting, exertion, and excitement, many had 
quite lost their voices, and so much of their strength that they could hardly 
stand. 'rhen they were uncertain what to do next, fearful of the consequences 
of what they had done already, and sensible that after all they had carried 
no point, but had indeed left matters worse than they had found them. Of 
those who had come to the Boot, many dropped off within an hour; such 
of them as were really honest and sincere, never, after the morning's experi­
ence, to return, or to hold any communication with their late companions. 
Others remained but to refresh themselves, and then went home desponding; 
others who had theretofore been regular in their attendance, avoided the place 
altogether. The half-dozen prisoners whom the Guards had taken, were mag­
nified by report into half a hundred at least; and their friends, being faint and 
sober, so slackened in their energy, ancl so drooped beneath these dispiriting 
influences, that by eight o'clock in the evening, Dennis, Hugh, and Barnaby, 
wer0 left alone. Even they were fast asleep upon the benches, when Gashford's 
entrance roused them. 

" Oh ! You are here then~" said the secretary. " Dear me !" 

'' '\Vhy, where should we be, :Muster Gashford !" Dennis rejoined as he rose 
into a sitting posture. 

" Oh nowhere, nowhere," he returned with excessive mildness. " The streets 
are filled with blue cockades. I rather thought you might ha,ve been among 
them. I am glad you are not.,, 
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" You have orders for us, master, then~" said Hugh. 
" Oh doa.r, no. Not I. No orders, my good fellow. What orders should I 

have~ You are not in my service.,, 
".I\Iuster Gashford,"remonstrated Dennis," we belong to the cause, don't we~,, 
" The cause !" repeated the secretary, looking at him in a sort of abstra.c­

tion. " There is no cause. The cause is lost." 
'' Lost !,' 
"Oh yes. You have heard, I suppose? The petition is rejected by a lnm­

dred and ninety-two, to six. It's quite fin:11. ,Ve might have spared our­
selves some trouble: that, and my Lord's vexation, are the only circumstances 
I regret. I am guite satisfied in all other respects.'' 

As he said this, he took a penknife from his pocket, and putting his hat 
upon his knee, bega,n to busy himself in ripping off the blue cock-3.de which he 
had ,-rorn all da,y; at the same time humming a psalm tune which had been 
very popular in the morning, and dwelling on it with a gentle regret. 

His two adherents looked at each other, and at him, as if they were at a 
loss how to pursue the subject. At length Hugh, after some elbowing and 
winking between himself and :Mr. Dennis, ventured to stay his hand, a,nd to 
ask him why he meddled with that rib:1nd in his lrnt. 

" Bocause," said the secretary, looking up with something bet\rnen a snarl 
and a s~nile, " because to sit still and wear it, or fall asleep and wear it, or run 
away and wear it, is a mockery. That's all, friend.,, 

" \Vhat would you have us do, master!" cried Hugh. 
"Nothing," returned Gashford, shrugging his shoulders; "nothing. ,vhen 

my Lord ,...-as reproached and threatened for standing by you, I, as a prudent 
man, would have had you do nothing. \Vhen the soldiers were trampling you 
under their horses' feet, I would have had you do nothing. '\Vhen one of thorn 
"·as struck clown by a daring hand, and I saw confusion and dismay in all their 
faces, I would have had you do nothing-just wha,t you did, in short. This is 
the young man who harl so little prudence and so much boldness. Ah ! I am 
-sorry for him." 

"Sorry, master!" cried Hugh. 
" Sorry, ?viuster Gashforcl !" echoed Dennis. 
" In case there should be a proclamation out to-morro\v, offering five hun­

dred pounds, or some such trifle, for his apprehension; and in case it should 
include another man who dropped into tho lobby from the stairs above," said 
Gashford, coldly ; " still, do nothing." 

" Fire and fury, master!" cried Hugh, starting up. " \\7hat have we done, 
tlrn,t you should talk to us like this!" 

"Nothing,i' returned Gashford "·ith a sneer. "If you [Lro cast into prison; 
if the young nmn-" here ho looked hard at Barnaby's attentirn face-" is 
dragged from us and from his friends ; perhaps from people whom ho loves, and 
whom his death would kill; is thrown into jail, brought out [Lncl hangetl before 
their eyes; still, do nothing. You'll fincl it your best policy, I ha.Yo no doubt." 

"Come on,,, cried Hugh, striding towards tho door. "Dennis-Bn.rnaby 
-•come on ,,, 
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" \Vhere ! To do ,vhat t' said Gashford, slipping past him, a,ml sbndjng 
with his back against it. 

"Anywhere! Anything!" cried Hugh. " Stand aside, niaster, or the window 
will serve our turn as well. Let us out!'' 

"Ha ha ha! You are of such-of such an impetuous nature," s:1id Gash­
ford, changing his manner for one of the utmost good fellowship and the plca,­
santest raillery; "you are such an excitable creature-but you'll drink with 
me before you go ~,, 

"Oh, yes-certainly," growled Dennis, drawing his sleeve across his thirsty 
lips. "No malice, brother. Drink ,vith :Muster Gashford !'' 

Hugh wiped his heated brow, and relaxed into a smile. The artful secretary 
laughed outright. 

" Some liquor here! · Be quick, or he'll not stop, even for that. He is a 
man of such desperate ardour!" said the smooth secretary, whom lVIr. Dennis 
corroborated with nmdry nods and muttered oa,ths-" Once roused, he is a 
fellow of such fierce determination !" 

Hugh poised his sturdy arm aloft, and clapping Barnaby on the back, bade 
him fear nothing. They shook hands together-poor Barnaby evidently pos­
sessed with the idea, that he was among the most virtuous a,nd disinterested 
heroes in the world-and µashford laughed again. 

" I henr," he said smoothly, as he stood among them with a great measure 
of liquor in his hand, and filled their glasses as quickly and as often as they 
chose, " I hear-but I ca,nnot say whether it be true or false-that the men 
who are loitering in tho streets to-night, are half disposed to pull down a 
Romish chapel or two, and that they only want leaders. I even heard men­
tion of those in Duke Street Lincoln's-Inn Fields, and in -vv arwick Stred 
GolJen Square; but common report, you knov,1-Y ou are not going~,, 
-" To do nothing, master, eh~,, cried Hugh. "No jails and halter for 

Barn:1by and me. They must be frightened out of that. Leaders are wanted, 
are they~ Now boys !', 

"A most impetuous fellow!', cried the sec1~etary. " Ha ha! A courageous, 
boistei·ous, most vehement fellow! A man who-" 

There was no need to finish the sentence, for they had rushed out of the 
house, and wero far beyond hearing. He stopped in the middle of a laugh, 
listened, drew on his gloves, and, clasping his hands behind him, paced tho 
deserted room for a long time, then bent his stops towards the busy town, and 
walked into the streets. 

They were filled with people, for the rumour of that da,y's proceedings ba.:l 
made a great noise. Those persons who did not care to leave home, were at 
their doors or winJows, and one topic of discourse preva,iled on every sido. 
Some reported that the riots were effectually put down; others that they l1ad 
broken out again : some said that Lord George Gordon had been sent und er 
a strong guard to the Tower; others that an at.tempt had been made upon 
the King's life, that the soldiers had been again ca,lled out, and that the noise 
of musketry in a distant part of the town had been pbinly hoard within an 
hour. As it grew darker, these stories became more direful and mysterious ; 
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and often, when some frightened passenger ran past with tidings that the 
rioters were not far off, and were coming up, the doors were shut and barred, 
lower windows made secure, and as much consternation engendered, as if the 
city were invaded by a foreign army. 

Gashfor<l walked stealthily about, listening to all ho heard, and diffusing or 
confirming, whenever he had an opportunity, such false intelligence as suited 
his own purpose; and, busily occupied in this way, turned into Holborn for the 
twentieth time, when a great many women and children came flying along tho 
street-often panting and looking back-and the confused murmur of numerous 
voices struck upon his ear. Assured by these tokens, and by the red light 
which began to flash upon the houses on either side, that some of his friencls 
were indeed approaching, he begged a moment's shelter at a door which opened 
as he passed, and running with some other persons to an upper ,vindow, looked 
out upon the crowd. 

They had torches among them, and the chief faces were distinctly visible. 
Tha,t they had been engaged in the destruction of some building was sufficiently 
apparent, and that it was a Catholic place of worship was evident from the 
spoils they boro as trophies, which were easily recognisable for the vestments 
of priests, and rich fragments of altar furniture. Covered with soot, and dirt, 
and dust, and lime; their garments torn to rags ; their hair hanging wildly 
about them ; their hands and faces jagged and bleeding with the ,vounds of 
rusty nails; Barnaby, Hugh, and Dennis hurried on before them all, like 
hideous madmen. After them, the dense throng came fighting on: some singing; 
some shouting in triumph; some quarreling among themselves; some menacing 
the spectators as they passed; some ,vith great wooden fra.gments, on which 
they spent their rage as if they had been alive, rending them limb from limb, 
and hurling the scattered morsels high into the air ; some in a drunken state, 
unconscious of the hurts they had received ~rom falling bricks, a,nd stones, and 
beams; one borne upon a shutter, in the very midst, covered with a clingy 
cloth, a senseless, ghastly heap. Thus-a vision of coarse faces, ,vith hero and 
there a blot of flaring, smoky light; a, dream of demon heads and savage eyes, 
and sticks and iron bars uplifted in the air, and whirled about; a, bewildering 
horror, in which so much was seen, and yet so little, which seemed so long and yet 
so short, in which there were so many phantoms, not to be forgotten all through 
life, and yet so many things that could not be observed in tha,t distracting 
glimpse-it flitted onward, and was gone. 

As it passed away upon its work of wrath and ruin, a piercing scream was 
hoard. A knot of persons ran towards the spot; Gashford, who just then 
emerged into the street, among them. He ·was on the outskirts of the little 
concourse, and could not see or hear what passed within; but one who ha<l a 
better place, informed him that a widow woman Imel descried her son among 
the rioters. 

'' Is that all t' said the secretary, turning his face homewards. " '\ V ell! I 
think this looks a little more like business!" 
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PnoMISING as these outrages were to Gashford's view, and much like business 
as they looked, they extended that night no farther. The soldiers were again 
called out, again they took half-a -dozen prisoners, and again the crowd dis­
persed after a short and bloodless scuffle. Hot and drunken though they were, 
they had not yet broken all bounds and set all law and government at defiance. 
Something of their habitual deference to the authority erected by society for 
its own preservation yet remained among them, and had its majesty been vindi­
cated in time, the secretary would have had to digest a bitter disappointment. 

By midnight, the streets were clen,r and quiet, and, save that there stood in 
two parts of the town, a hea,p of nodding walls and pile of rubbish, where there 
had been at sunset a rich and handsome building, everything wore its usual 
aspect. Even the Catholic gentry and tradesmen, of whom there were many. 
resident in different parts of the City and its suburbs, had no fear for their lives 
or property, and but little indignation for the wrong they had already sus­
tained in the plunder and destruction of their temples of worship. An honest 
confidence in the government under whose protection they had lived for many 
years, and a well-founded reliance on the good feeling and right thinking of 
the great mass of the community, with whom, notwithstanding their religious 
differences, they were every day in habits of confidential, affectionate, and 
friendly intercourse, re-assured them, even under the excesses that had been 
committed; and convinced them that they who were Protestants in anything 
bnt the name, were no more to be considered as abettors of these disgraceful 
occurrences, than they themselves were chargeable with the uses of the block, 
the rack, the gibbet, and the stake, in cruel Marfs reign. 

Tho clock was on the stroke of one, when Gabriel Varden, with his lady 
and 1\liss ::Higgs, sat waiting in the little parlour. This fact; the toppling wicks 
of the dull, wasted candles ; the silence that prevailed ; and above all the 
nightcaps of both maid and matron, were sufficient evidence that they had 
been prepared for bed some time ago, and had some strong reason for sitting 
up so far beyond their usual hour. 

If any other corroborative testimony had been required, it would have been 
abunda,ntly furnished in the actions of Miss Miggs, who, having arrived at that 
restless state and sensitive condition of the nervous system which are the result 
of long watching, did, by a constant rubbing and tweaking of her nose, a per­
petual change of position (a,rising from the sudden growth of imaginary knots 
~nd knobs in her chair), a frequent friction of her eyebrows, the incessant 
recurrence of a small cough, a small groan, a gasp, a sigh, a sniff, a spasmodic 
start, and by other demonstrations of that nature, so file down and rasp, as it 
were, the patience of the locksmith, that after looking at her in silence for some 
time, he at la.st broke out into this apostrophe : 

".Miggs my good girl, go to bed-do go to bed. You're really worse than 
tho dripping of a hundred ,vater-butts outside the window, or the scratching 
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of as many mice behind the wainscot. I ca,n't bear it. Do go to Led, l\Iiggs. 
To oblige mo-do." 

" You haven,t got nothing to untie sir," returned 11:iss Ivliggs, " and therc­
forn your requests docs not surprise me. But l\Iissis has-and ,rhile yon set 
up, rnim ~,-she added, turning to the locksmith's wife, '' I couldn't, no not if 
twenty times the quantity of cold water was aperiently running clown my back 
at this moment, go to bed with a quiet spirit." 

Having spoken these words, l\Iiss l\Iigg3 made divers efforts to rub her 
shm.1lders in an impossible place, n.nd shivered from head to foot; thereby 
giving the beholders to understand that the im11ginary cascade was still in full 
fl.o,v, but that a sense of duty upheld her under that, and all other sufferings, 
and nerved her to endurance. 

Mrs.Var<len being too sleepyto speak, and l\Iiss 1Iiggs having, as the phrase is, 
said her E•:1y, the locksmith had nothingfor it but to sigh and be as quiet as he could· 

But to be quiet with such a basilisk before him, was impossible. If he 
looked another way, it was worse to foel that she \Vas rubbing her cheek, or 
twitching her ear, or ,Yinking her eye, or making all kinds of extraordinary 
shapes with her nose, than to see her do it. l f she was for a moment foee from 
any of these complaints, it wa,s only because of her foot being asleep, or of her 
arm having got the fidgets, or of her leg being doubled up ,Yith the cramp, or 
of some other horrible disorder which racked her "·hole frame. If she did 
enjoy a moment's ease, then ,Yith her eyes shut nnd her mouth ,Yide open she 
,voulcl be seen to sit very stiff and upright in her chair; then to nod a little 
way forward, and stop with a jerk; then to nod a little further forward, 
and stop with another jerk ; then to recover herself; then to come forward 
again-lower-lower-lower-by very slow degrees, until, just as it seemed 
impossible that she could prescrYe her balance for another instant, and the 
locksmith was about to call out in an agony, to save her from clashing down 
upon her forehead and fracturing her skull, then, all of a sudden and without 
tho smallest notice, she ,Yould come upright and rigid again with her eyes open, 
and in her countena,nce an expression of defiance, sleepy but yet most obsti­
nate, which plainly said "rve neycr once closed 'em since I looked at you 
fast, and I'll take my oath of it ! " 

At length, after the clock had struck two, there was a sound at the street 
doo.r as if somebody lrnd fallen against the knocker by accident. 1Iiss l\Iiggs 
immedintely jumping up and clapping her lrnnds, cried with a dro,Ysy mingling 
of the sacred and profane, "Ally Looyer l\Iim ! there's Simmuns's knock !" 

" "'\Vho's there?" said Gabriel. 
"l\1e l" cried the wcll-lmo,yn voice of l\Ir. Tappertit. Gabriel opened the 

door, and gave him admission. 
I-le did not cut a very insimrnting figure; for a man of his stature suffers in 

a crowd ; and having been actiYc in ycstercl~LY morning's work, his dress was 
literally crushed from head to foot: his hat being beaiten out of all shape, a.ncl 
his shoes trodden clown at heel like slippers. His coa.t fluttered in strips about 
him, tho buckles were torn away both from his knees and feet, half his necker­
chief vrns gone, a.nd tho bosom of his shirt ,..,-as rent to tatters. Yet notwith-
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