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THE HISTORY 

01' 

JOHN MARTEN. 

CHAPTER I. 

THE simplest mode of opening this history, in 
which many of the trials and tern ptations of a 
young minister will be detailed, is to give 
the copy of a letter from a father, who is 
abroad, to his son in England; that son being 
John Marten, the most beloved . friend of 
Henry Milner, and of course well known to 
all who are acquainted with the said H enry 
Milner . . The letter is dated from Nice, and 
seems to have been written in the summer of 
the year after Mr. Dalben's death. Marten 
had passed as soon as it was in his power to 
do so, and he had therefore still some terms 
to keep after his examination before he could 
bid adieu to college life. Mr. lVIarten senior 
was a widower, and his son an only child, and 
this being· mentioned, I will at · once proceed 
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2 THE HISTORY OF 

to the letter, regretting much that the worldly 
principles developed in it are too frequently 
those which influence persons similarly situ­
ated, although perhaps not often so openly ex­
pressed. The evil effects of this letter on the 
mind of the young· man, as weJl as on his 
future career, will develop themselves in the 
sequel. 

"My DEAR JOHN, 

"It will be no news to tell you, that your 
concerns occupy my mind almost continually, 
and that I am ever considering what is the 
best advice I can give you. All I have hitherto 
heard of your progress in the University and 
elsewhere, has afforded me satisfaction. rrhe 
friendship formed with Henry Milner has 
turned out more to your advantage than I ever 
anticipated, independently of the many plea­
sures derived from it in your more youthful 
years. The old gentleman's remembrance in 
his will was a solid benefit, and one very ac­
ceptable to me. But passing these things 
over, I would have you consider, dear John, 
that the introduction to Lord H- is the princi­
pal advantage of the friendly connexion which 
you have formed with Milner, and from which 
you may hereafter derive much assistance in 
your future progress through life. I need not, 
therefore, I trust, press the duty of preserving 
a friendship for young Milner, and through 
him of improving every opportunity of culti­
vating Lord H-'s acquaintance. There are, 
I understand, several livings in that noble­
man's gift. On all accounts, therefore, keep 
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as much as possible in my Lord H-'s view at 
present, and preserve Milner's interest alive. 
Coming out as that youth will do, under the 
patronage of Lord H-, and in high society, 
easy as to fortune, and pleasing as you describe 
him in appearance and manner, of course it 
cannot be expected that he will long retain 
that simplicity which you attribute to him. 
You will soon find the Henry Milner at the 
cottage in Worcestershire, and the Mr. Mil­
ner residing with my Lord H-, two very dis­
tinct persons, unless you contrive to keep old 
affections alive by constant intercourse. I must, 
therefore, relinquish the idea I have formed of 
having you with myself during the interval 
between the taking· of your degree and your 
ordination ; and if: in the mean time, D r. 
Matthews would receive you into his family, 
allowing a small salary for any assistance which 
you might render him, many objects would be 
obtained at once. My resources are very me­
diocre, and would not then be drawn upon ; 
you might gain further instruction under your 

/ old and deeply erudite master, and might keep 
up a regular intercourse with Henry M ilner, 
and be ready to accept of any invitation from 
Lord H-, who is not the man to think the 
worse of you for any honourable exertion you 
might make to assist yourself. On second 
thoughts, I shall myself write to my old friend 
Matthews, and arrange all these matters. 
There is at length some hope of obtaining the 
place which I have so long been desiring, and 
then all things will be easy. In the mean time 
your ordination must be got over,'' &c., &c. 
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4 THE HISTORY OF 

The· advice given by the elder Marten was 
good, as far as it affected action, but with re­
ference to motives, it worked on the yonng 
man's mind like wormwood infused into a cup 
of sparkling and pure water. 

Marten was keeping his last term at 
Oxford when he received this letter, and he 
was still meditating with much dissatisfaction 
on the idea of a residence at Clent Green, with 
the liability of being classed with such a man 
as Perkins, and pondering at the same time 
on the possibility of escaping such an infliction, 
when Henry l\1ilner entered his rooms. These 
young men generally spent their evenings to­
gether, and now Henry entered all fresh and 
at ease, inviting his friend to take their usual 
walk before tea. The smile on Henry's face 
was, however, instantly changed to a look of 
concern at the portentous aspect of Marten's 
brow. An open letter lying on the table 
leading at once to the conjecture, that this 
letter and the lowering look were connected, 
"I hope," said Henry, '' that you have had 
no bad news, Marten ; your father, I trust, is 
well." 

The first move of :Marten was to gather up 
the letter, for it was not of a kind to be shown 
or read to Henry. He tried, however, to an­
swer carelessly, asserting that all was well, 
but in such a tone as made it still more evi­
dent to Henry that all was not so. Henry did 
not press the matter further, for he had 
often observed that Marten could be mys­
terious, and could look portentous on trifling 
occasions, and he had ever accustomed himself 
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to let the shadows have time to pass without 
making any remarks on the chilling effects of 
their transit. So he spoke of the fineness of 
the evening, and proposed a walk of some 
length, in search of some particular plant. 
The very air with which JVIarten put on his c~p 
was indicative of irritation, and the manner 
in which he said-" Go on, Milner, I will fol­
low "-was connected with the paternal injunc­
tion that he must keep up the old affections of 
Milner by continual intercourse. 

Marten's affection for Henry had till that 
evening been pure and natural and uncon­
strained. But when he said to his friend, 
"Do you go first, Henry, I will follow," the 
worldly advice of his father received into his 
heart, had already begun to spread its poison ; 
and as Henry went bounding down the stairs, 
his gown flying behind him, and his light hair 
floating in the wind created by his own quick 
movements, for he held his cap in his hand, 
his friend stood above, meditating bitterly for 
an instant on the boyish simplicity, as it was 
his humour just then to think it, of that cha­
racter to which his father and common worldly 
prudence were suggesting the propriety of 
his accommodating himself. 

Of course, in such a temper as this, lVIarten 
did not make himself a very pleasing com­
panion during the former part of their walk, 
and Henry tried various subjects in vain, till, 
finding his friend still reserved, he at length 
spoke out, and again asked him if he had 
had ba<l news? 

"No," replied lVIarten; "but my father has 
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lived abroad till he has lost his judgment, I 
believe, and, acting from his own head, he has 
taken a step which is enough to drive a man 
mad, even to think of." 

"What is it?" asked Henry, in alarm. 
"He has actually written to old l\1atthews," 

replied Marten, reddening to the very brow, 
"to prick me down as an assistant to Perkins 
and Simson, to be pen-mender and copy-writer, 
and fag extraordinary in the very school 
through which I passed, as the son of a gentle­
man, and the equal-I trust something more 
than the equal-of most gentlemen's sons 
there." 

Henry could not avoid expressing some as­
tonishment at this proposition of Mr. Marten 
senior, represented in the light which his son 
chose to throw upon it. 

" Of course," said Marten, ·" you must be 
astonished, Milner,-of .. course you see things 
in a different light, after having spent several 
vacations at Lord H-'s, to what you did in 
your retirement in Worcestershire. The world 
of course must appear to you now in a differ­
ent point of view, and you must see, that a 
man cannot do worse for his son, than to put 
him, on first starting in life, in a situation so 
beneath his expectations, as that which my 
sapient parent has selected for me. If he pad 
not been so hasty-if he had consulted me be­
fore he wrote to Matthews, I should certainly 
have found means to extricate myself from 
the dilemma; but what can -I do now? -
All I have to hope is, that l\1atthews will 
decline my assistance. If he consults his own 
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comfort, I am sure be will do so, for I shall 
never have sufficient self-command to endure 
all the miseries of being usher extraordinary 
at Clent Green, for the next twelve or more 
months.'' 

"Twelve months," repeated Henry, "and 
then you will be old enough to be ordained; 
from these deduct three months' holidays, 
and there remain nine, and then you will be at 
liber,ty ." 

"Cool enough, Milner," replied Marten; 
"do you think no evil to live on suet-pudding, 
and associate with Perkins for nine months­
to bear all the pomposities of the pedagogue, 
and all the drynesses of old Simson for so long 
a time? Call you it no evil, l\tlilner, even if 
this were all ?-but the disgrace-the shame. 
How Wellings wilJ laugh over it! I-Ie 
will call upon me for very malice, and bring 
the set with him to chorus his mirth. I 
have the greatest mind in the world, after I 
have taken my degree, to cut and run." 

"No, l\tlarten , no," said Henry; " do no 
such thing; let Wellings laugh if be will, 
surely you do not mind W e1lings' laugh; you 
will not be despised for obeying your father by 
any really respectable people. Lord H-----:-, I 
am quite sure, will think you ought to please 
your father, however disagreeable it may be to 
you to do so; and then l\ilarten, you know, that 
happiness cannot fail to proceed from submis­
sion to the will of God, if not just at first, 
yet certainly -in the progress of time. My 
uncle used always to lay this rule down as a 
thing that no pious person could dispute." 
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Henry might have gone on quoting Mr. 
Dalben, even to the end of the chapter, with­
out conveying an idea to Marten's mind; he 
heard nothing whatever of what his companion 
said, beyond his opinion of what Lord H-­
would think proper for him to do; and an idea 
had occurred to him, which be interrupted 
Henry to suggest. 

"You write to Lord H-," he said, "often, 
don't you, Milner? I wish you would take 
occasion to mention my dilemma, though 
not as from me; if he thinks, and says so 
in his answer to you, that it would be 
right for me to eat my way into a few more 
suet-puddings at Clent Green, it will be a 
great encouragement to me ;. Milner, will you 
do thus much for me?" 

Henry's reply was at once ready, hearty, 
and careless ; he would do it, and would write 
that very night to his kind patron,-and then 
he changed his tone, saying,-

" Well, Marten, if you can be contented at 
C]ent Green, how glad shall I be to have you 
so near me in the vacations~ I sha11 often come 
riding over, and perhaps Lord H-. -will b.e so 
kind as to invite you to spend the holidays 
with me; I wish I could help being glad of 
what makes you sorry." 

"Can you suppose," asked Marten, " that 
Lord H- would notice an usher of Dr. Mat­
thews?" 

" It might depend," replied Henry, " on 
who or what that usher might be." 

"You are beginning to understand a little 
of the world, Milner," returned Marten, with 
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another sentiment of his father's letter upper­
most in his mind. 'You will soon find the 
Henry Milner at the cottage in Worcester­
shire, and the Mr. Milner residing at Lord 
I-I---'s, very distinct persons.' 

" The world," repeated Henry ; " of course 
I cannot live in the world without learning 
something of it. Is not Oxford a little world 
of itself? And one cannot live in Oxford with­
out understanding something of this little 
world; but, honestly, Marten, the more I see 
of what is called the world, the less I wish to 
have to do with it." 

"That sentiment," returned Marten, "will 
do very well for an independent man likeyou, 
Milner; you have an easy income, and are 
sure of preferment; but a man who is to make 
his way like me, must not shrink from the 
world; he must meet it in something of its 
own spirit, and avail himself of every opening 
to bustle his way through the contending 
crowd; he must keep pushing on.-W hy do 
you smile, Milner ?'' 

"Because" replied Henry " I am thinkino-
' ' 0 what pains you are taking to avoid such plain 

phrases as you do not think I shall like, by 
using circumlocutions." 

"I do not understand you," said lVIar­
ten. 

"Why not say at once," answered Henry, 
"that unless a man is ambitious and pushing, 
he will never get on !-By-the-bye, we must 
decide what getting on means." 

" Getting on !" returned Marten, " what is 
it but advancing one's position in life; and if 
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you call every effort which a man uses for 
advancing his position in life ambition, I main­
tain that you are ambitious when you study to 
obtain your degree." 

"I think not," replied Henry. 
" Explain," returned l\!Iarten ; " let us hear 

a little of your logic, Milner." 
"Is there no distinction, l\farten," replied 

Henry, " between endeavouring to do your 
duty in that state of life in which Providence 
has placed you, and forcing your way by 
your own exertions into a place above your 
own?'' 

'' As I before said," added Marten, "these 
sentiments will do for you, Milner, because 
you are well assured of an agreeable position 
in society, but not for one who, like me, has 
no position at all." 

"Nay!" replied Henry, " you have a posi­
tion now, the same nearly as mine, and are 
likely to have another for some months after-­
wards; and the only desire which you and I 
ought to entertain, according to the principles 
I have been taught, should be to do our best 
in these our present conditions, and leave it to 
Providence to open out the future to us: should 
it not be so, Marten ?" 

The young man made no answer; he fan­
cied tbat there was some affectation of superior 
wisdom in Henry's last remark; he was on 
the look-out for symptoms of that superiority 
which his father had admonished him to ex­
pect sooner or later in the protege of a noble­
man, and he feared that be had already found 
one of these symptoms. He therefore spoke 
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not again~ till the silence was broken by a 
sudden start and exclamation of his com­
pamon. 

"Th ere it is," Henry cried, " and in full 
bloom!" and the next minute, he was in the 
act of gathering the plant which he had come 
out to seek. 

Another party of specimen-seekers joined 
Henry and l\1arten on their return, and gave 
Marten time to recover his usually easy, lively, 
and affectionate manner towards Henry,a pro­
cess which was greatly facilitated by the total 
unconsciousness of his friend, in respect to 
what had before passed in his mind. 

lVIarten, in order to give a colour to his 
violent irritation, had misstated his father,s 
plans respecting his establishment at Clent 
Green. There had been no idea of making 
him an usher, and no proposition of the kind, 
as speedily appeared by a letter from Dr. 
]\'Iatthews, stating most cordially, that he 
should rejoice to have his old pupil in his 
house for a few months'-hinting that every­
thing should be done to make him com­
fortable, and proposing very fair terms, in 
consideration for any assistance the young 
gentleman might give him, in certain processes 
of cramming, in which he was continually en­
gaged, and of which he professed himself 
e ·peciall y weary. 

So far all was smooth before l\ilarten, and a 
paragraphinthenextletter Henry received from 
Lord H- -, made the way more than smooth, 
actually slippery, for the paragraph announced 
pleasure, on Henry's account, on the prospect 
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of the near neighbourhood of his friend for so 
many months to come. Marten's views cer­
tainly took a long stretch, when Henry read 
this passage to him. 

Within two months from this period Marten 
had finished his career in Oxford with great 
credit to himself, spent a few days at Lord 
H-'s, taken a walk in North Wales, with ano­
ther liberated member of old Queen's, and beq 
come a resident at Clent Green. 
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CHAPTER II. 

MARTEN was allowed many privileges at Clent 
Green, which he had no right to-expect. A small 
study was entirely appropriated to his use, and if 
it was located on the second floor, it was only so 
much the farther from the ineessant turmoil of the 
lower parts of the house. Marten was never re­
quired to go into the school-room, for the young 
gentlemen had received orders to wait upon him, 
and he took great care that they should treat him 
with all due respect. 

He dined with the family, and only at those 
times appeared in the parlour, though he often 
spent the evening in Dr. Matthews' study, where 
the discourse generally ran on subjects of erudi­
tion. 

Marten always held aloof from the ushers, 
though he made a very proper distinction in his 
occasional salutations of Mr. Simson and Mr. 
Perkins. 

It was a proud day to the• young man when 
Lord H-'s carriage drove up to the door to bear 
him to Woodville to spend the Christmas vacation 
with Henry Milner. 

The party which be met at Woodville was quite a 
domestic one, Henry of course excepted. Lord 
H-'stwo sons, the elder of whom was a fine y.outh 
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of about seventeen, were also present and ready to 
receive the visitor into all their plans of amuse­
ment. Lord and LadyH- were, as ever,all kind­
ness, and made Marten feel himself more at 
home than he ever could have done at Clent 
Green. 

We must now refer to a former hint respecting 
our young gentleman, which occurs in the last 
volume of the history of his friend, and which 
we did not think ourselves bound to explain at the 
time, not having then pledged ourselves, as we 
now have done, to account for all his important. or 
mysterious movements. The passage is as fol­
lows, and refers to the first visit which Henry 
Milner and his friend made together at Wood­
ville. 

" In the mean time, Henrv knew not what to 
make of Marten, whose mari'ner, though always 
kind, seemed to carry with it an unaccountable 
reservedness, for he was often absent for hours in 
a morning, and never volunteered any account of 
those excursions." 

It would be leaving a shadow over the cha­
racter of the young man if we suffered this pas­
sage to remain unexplained, and did not now ac­
count for these frequent and mysterious absences; 
and though we do not defend the mystery of his 
movements, yet are we anxious to prove that it 
was with no low nor disgracefnl purpose that he 
took steps which he thought right to conceal from 
his best young friend. 

The very need which he felt of such conceal­
ment ought to have admonished him that he was 
treading a perilous path, and probably he did feel 
this after a while, from the impatience which he is 
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said to have expressed, in the next passage to that 
we have cited, to return into vV orcestershire. 

The reader of the fourth volume of Henry 
Milner cannot have forgotten the Howard woods, 
the chapel on the rock, and the hermitage be­
low; nor can they have forgotten the highly 
polished and insinuating· priest, the Father Ro­
landi, nor how courteously he di<l the honours of 
his hermitage of the woods to the two young gen­
tlemen, accompanying them to the boundary-line 
between the Elminton or Howard grounds, and 
of Lord H--. 

All intercourse had then and there ceased be­
tween Henry and the priest; but not so with 
Marten. 

The wily Jesuit had probably seen at once that 
nothing could be done with the former, whilst 
there were points in the character or physiognomy 
of the latter, which he conceived might be taken 
hold of. So fine a young man was worth trying 
for,at least so he thought, and he set machinery to 
work, the nature of which may be explained here­
after, by which he became informed of Marten's 
movements, and contriving to meet him alone one 
day, he invited him to l1is hermitage, which in 
fact was his study, on pretence of showing him 
some natural curiosities. 

,vherefore Marten, when he returned to 
Woodville, should not at once have told where he 
had been, is a natural inquiry, and demands some 
explanation. The truth is, that theconversatiou be­
tween himself and the priest, which had commenced 
by the simple discussion of natural objects, had end­
ed in a deep controversy respecting the nature and 
privileges of the church, of which the priest spoke 
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indefinitely; and he had already made many as­
sertions which Marten was totally unprepared to 
answer, when the latter was admonished by a dis­
tant bell, that he must hasten back to Wood­
ville. 

In this case what was to be done but to make 
an engagement for meeting again the next day. 

This second meeting only led to another and 
another, Marten becoming more and more inte­
rested in the discussion, and more and more con­
vinced by the priest's arguments, that the legiti­
mate church, and the ministry, who are such by 
right of laying on of hands, in direct line from the 
apostles., are possessed of privilegys amounting 
in fact to the opening and shutting of the door 
of heaven. Though whenever the Jesuit, for 
such he was, attempted to prove that this church 
could be no other than the Church of Rome, and 
that the Church of England was schismatic, 
Marten had always drawn back, and had at 
length left the priest, the argument, and the place, 
1:lnder the full persuasion that he had fought a 
good fight and come off scatheless. 

And so far he bad fought well; he had not 
given up the Church of England, he had not 
become an actual Papist, as many another might 
have done in his circumstances, but he had 
brought a.way with him many opinions, which 
worked like leaven in bis mind, though they 
never. operated strongly upon him till he began 
to think seriously of his approaching ordination. 

It had always been his determination to seek 
out this same Father Rolandi, should he ever 
visit Woodville again, for he felt that he was 
·hetter prepared to meet him and to contend with 
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him than he had been ; and therefore as soon 
after his arrival in the country as he could escape 
the observation of Henry, he turned his steps 
towards the gate in the valley which opened on 
the Elmington grounds. 

He had scarcely reached the wicket between 
the grounds, when he saw before him, at a con­
siderable distance, just at a point where the 
wood walk formed a considerable bend, the 
floating drapery of a dark figure, which the 
next instant was out of sight. 

He thought that this person might probably 
be the one he sought, and if he were so, he had 
no suspicion that he himself had been observed, 
and that the man whose garments he had seen was 
doing his utmost to avoid meeting him. As he 
had done many times before, he sprang· over 
the gate, and walked rapidly on towards the 
hermitage, and through an opening in the un­
derwood caught another view of the person 
before him, whom he then ascertained to be the 
Father Rolandi whom he sought. 

He lost sight of him again; but had a third 
glimpse, not of him, but of the skirt of his coat, 
as he entered the glade iu front of the her­
mitage. 

Everything there was precisely as be had 
seen it before, and he made not the smallest 
doubt of being received as aforetime at the 
solitary place, w hicb he considered as the retreat 
of sincere tho11gh mistaken piety. 

As he walked up to it he discerned the glimmer 
of fire through the stained windows, and going 
up to the door knocked, at first gently, and then 
louder. 
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Once, twice, and thrice he knocked ; suffering 
a minute to pass between each of these inti­
mations of his presence; the fourth time he made 
the old door quake under his hand, and with 
such success, that it was then half-opened, and 
a boy, in a dress which reminded Marten of the 
little acolytes he had seen in the churches in 
France, peeping forward, asked him whom he 
wanted. 

He replied, "His reverence, the Father Ro-
I d. " an 1. 

"He is not within,'' replied the youth; so de­
cidedly as to show that it gave him small pain 
to assert that which be knew to be false. 

" Surely, you mistake," replied the astonished 
Marten; "I saw him enter only a few minutes . " smce. 

"If so," returned the boy, "he bas gone up 
to his devotions, and I have not seen him." 

" Be so good," said Marten, " to give him 
this card, and to ask him when I may call . " again. 

The boy withdrew, leaving M arten without, 
and returned a minute afterwards to repeat his 
assertion that the Father was not within. 

" Very well," replied Marten, " it is of no 
consequence; give him the card when be returns, 
and tell him that I am residing at W oodville 
Hall.'' He then turned shortly from the door, 
murmuring to himself, "Nor shall I visit this 
place again until this behaviour is accounted for, 
and a very ample apology made." 

An affront, of whatever kind it might be, was 
never lost on Marten; he could never have, done 
with it till he had viewed it in all its phases 
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through the magnifying glass of his suscepti•­
bility; and such a marked affront as this glared 
in his face in a most offensive manner; he felt 
that he could not return to Woodville whilst 
under the influence of an irritation for which he 
could not account even to Henry, so he dashed 
on through the woods in a contrary direction to 
that by which he had come. 

During this progress he came to the foot 
of a mound where four ways branched off; at 
the top of this mound was a stone cross, 
to which Marten mounted to ascertain the 
bearings of the country. He saw that the 
avenue right before him would lead him to a 
lodge with gates opening, as he supposed, on the 
public road, which led to Spirehill, which town 
he saw at the distance of less than a mile as a 
bird would fly. As he faced the lodge, he found 
that the mansion-house was on his left at no 
great distance, but so embosomed in trees, that 
he could only discern a few turrets, such as he 
had seen oftentimes in France, and various 
clusters of chimneys, of which the brickwork 
was tortured and twisted in the most ingenious 
style. On leaving the cross, he made his way to 
the lodge, passed the iron gates by a little wicket, 
and proceede<l by the turnpike-road to Spirehill. 

He lounged awhile about the church, and went 
through several of the streets. The observations 
which Le made on the little town being anything 
but favourable to the moral condition of its in­
habitants, especially when compared with tbat 
of the village of ,v oodville. He had a high and 
honourable sense of morality, and excessive dis­
gust for what was low-lived and vulgar. 
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On the whole,he came back little pleased with 
his adventures of the morning, though he had 
explored many beautiful natural scenes. 

Lord H ---frequently invited and encouraged 
the young men under his roof to' converse 
openly with him after dinner, when they sat, not 
over their wine, for they drank little _or none, 
but over their walnuts. 

Marten had no reason this day after dinner 
for not telling that he had been through the 
woods to Spirehill, and for not expressing his 
opinion of the neglected state of the place. Lord 
H-- accounted for this, by saying that the, 
Howard family were not only possessors of the 
larger part of the parish, but lords of the manor 
and patrons of the living, which was a good one 
in point of revenue; and he added, that 
as they were zealous Papists, it had al ways 
been their object, since they could only bestow 
the benefice on a member of the Church of Eng­
land, to give it to the most inefficient man they ' 
could find. 

"It is what I should do," said Edmund, Lord 
H--'s youngest son, "if I was forced to give 
a living to a Popish priest. I should choose the 
dullest stop-gap I could find.'' 

"I am sure then, Edmund," answered his 
brother, "you could not find one that would suit 
you better than the present rector of Spirehill. 
How long has he been there, papa '{" 

" Ever since I was a child," replied Lord 
H--; "and the best we can say of him, with 
the utmost stretch of christian charity is, that 
he is a nonentity-a mere animal, ~vhich eats, 
and drinks, and sleeps, and thinks only of its own 
comfort." 
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"If he should die, Mrs. Howard would find 
such another to fill his place ; don't you think 
she would, papa?" said Edmund; "does not she 
manage everything·, though she is never seen 1" 

" She is a woman of immense spirit," replied 
Lord H--, "and governs both her husband 
and son, as we are told, and all her people, 
with a high hand. No one has much influence 
with her but the priest who resides at the Her­
mitage;'' and Lord H-- told the young men 
how this influence had been exerted on two occa­
sions, in almost forcing two of the daughters of 
the family to take the veil. 

He added that Mr. Howard, senior, was much 
in Italy, and that Mr. Howard, junior, had 
married there, and lost his lady only a few months 
since. It was probable, he said, as he was the 
last heir male, that he would marry again; he 
trusted that his second choice would at least be 
English, Protestant he could not hope it to 
prove. 

The discourse then turned back on the rector 
of Spirehill, and ]Vlarten became very warm and 
eloquent in the exhibition of his views respect­
ing the great and mighty reformations which an 
active and talented clerg·yman might and ought 
to effect in a parish over which he presided. 

He certainly startled both Lord H-- and 
Henry by the exhibitions he made of his appre­
ciation of the clerical profession; with the display 
of his views of its high prerogatives, and the de­
cision with whir.h he excluded all persons from 
a participation in these prerogatives, who were 
not regularly admitted to the ministry. I am 
sorry to confess that he had derived his opi-
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nions though himself not quite aware of their 
source, in great measure from his former 
discourses with the Padre Carlo Rolandi, and 
from other conversations held with persons of the 
same way of thinking in France. 

Henry, in his amazement, could hardly help 
exclaiming," Why, Marten, you are on tbe very 
borders of the infallibility of the Church ;" and 
Edmund, who was intended to be a clergyman, 
opened his eyes and ears with astonishment. 
But Lord H--, without taking up the contro­
versy respecting the prerogatives of the Church, 
entered at once into the statement of that truth 
which no enlightened man can dispute, that all 
reformation of society, all real improvement of 
mankind, must proceed directly from the great 
High Priest, and from none inferior to him ; and 
that if human ministry is ever made available, it 
can only be in and through the immediate blessing 
of Him in whose bands are the hearts of all men. , 
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CHAPTER III. 

OuR third chapter finds Marten restored to bis old haunts at Clent Green, having brought back with him from Wood ville additional horror of Mr. Perkins, the Misses Matthews, and poor Mrs. Judy Meakin's inexhaustible bag of stockings. Nor, it must be confessed, had he acquired more taste for the dry and pompous tones of the Doc­tor's discussions; but a certain portion of time was to be got over, and as it advanced, it brought its employments and its objects. There was, how­ever, one reasonable cause of care for the young man; the time of his ordination was drawing near, and he could not hear of a curacy, to give him a title, at least such a one as he could think of accepting, for a title includes a residency of two years at the curacy. Lord H--was not in the country; Henry Milner still at Oxford, and in­quiring, without success, for something which 
might suit his friend, and time was going with its usual jog-trot pace, for it never ambled very rapidly at Clent Green, excepting· now and then on a bright holiday, when a very sudden and unlooked-for turn took place in the fortunes of the young man, although not until he had arrived at the point of thinking himself the most unfortunate individual in the world. 
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A letter was brought one auspicious morning, 
and placed in the hands of Dr. lVIatthews, just as 
that worthy pedagogue had prepared himself for 
the labours of the day by a hearty breakfast. The 
pale pink of the envelope, as well as the delicate 
flowing hand, whilst it left no doubt of the writer 
being a female, drew forth an impatient excla­
mation from the recipient; to which he added a 
sweeping clause of condemnation on the uses of 
coloured paper and light ink. N e-rertheless he 
opened the envelope with some curiosity, expect­
ing· to find a proposal for a pupil, but before he 
was half through the lecture, he cq,lled to Marten, 
who was just escaping by the door, and directing 
him with his eye to sit down again, he dismissed 
the other members of the breakfast table by say­
ing to his wife, " Have you and your daughters 
no domestic matters to attend to, my dear?'' a 
hint so well understood, that Marten was left the 
next minute alone with his tutor. 

We will take the opportunity, whilst the doctor 
is decyphering the latter half of the letter, and 
l\tiarten is awaiting the process with more cu­
riosity than he was quite aware of himself, to give 
some account of the writer. 

The Lady Alicia Devereux was a widow of a 
certain age, possessed of a large fortune,and with­
out children. She resided in an elegant retire­
ment from the great world, in a house to which she 
had given the name of the Fair Holmes cottage. 

This residence was situated in a large and po­
pulous parish, where,especially around the church, 
the habitations were so numerous as in fact to form 
a small town, which from the beauty and salubrity­
of the neighbourhood, could boast of more than 
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the usual proportion of genteel families, particu­
larly since the residence of Lady Alicia in the vicinity. 

At the head of this parish was a rector, Doctor 
Beecher, who was not to the taste of this lady, as 
she professed and believed herself to be decidedly religious. 

This rector was a man of the world, one who 
looked merely for the loaves and fishes of the 
church , and yet one who loved his own ease too well 
to put himself far out of the way, even for these, 
being already in afHuent circumstances. He had, 
however, no manner of objection to an increase of 
income, and as there was a benefice likely soon to 
fall in Lady Alicia's gift, which he thought would 
suit him far better than his present living, he 
formed his plans of proceeding with regard to the lady on this foundation. 

He knew perfectly well that she would be glad 
to get rid of him, and it seemed very far from im. 
probable, that if she were permitted to choose a 
curate herself, and if that curate should become 
a favourite, she might be glad, in case of the death 
of the present inc um bent of the living under her 
patronage, to negotiate an exchange, and to en­
dow himself, the said Doctor Beecher, with th at 
living, on condition of his resigning Steeple Law­ford in favour of the curate. 

Acting upon this scheme, he made up his min d 
to go all lengths to please her ladyship, and to 
humour such of her caprices as might neither 
give himself trouble, nor implicate his character 
with the higher ecclesiastical rulers. 

When, therefore, this Doctor Beecher found 
that Lady Alicia greatly disliked his curate, who 

C 
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happened to be very touchy as to any interference, 
especially of women, in his ministry, he procured 
another situation for him, and conceded to the 
wishes of the lady, that she should look out for 
and recommend a successor, according to her own 
pleasure-the doctor only insisting, that if a young 
man were selected, he should have a good cha­
racter from his college, and his testimonials signed 
by orthodox men. In consequence of this per­
mission, Lady Alicia wrote to Doctor Matthews 
from Malvern Wells, where she was spending a 
few weeks with her humble companion, Miss 
Liptrot, asking him if be could recommend any 
young gentleman of decided piety to the vacant 
curacy; one whose qualifications would answer to 
the conditions required by the rector, and also to 
those, which with her were indispensable-these 
last she stated to be, an ardent desire to promote 
the good cause, the ability to express himself well 
in the pulpit, and such manners as would recom­
mend all his other excellencies to persons of re­
fined feelings. 

The curacy, she continued, bad been worth one 
hundred a year to the late curate, according to 
the agreement made between himself and the 
rector, and the rector did not object to give the 
same to his successor. But if this successor 
were disposed to give an evening lecture on 
a Sunday, and to add another on a week day, 
-to attend to the schools-to give his aid and 
countenance to a few of her own lit tle plans-if, 
in short, he proved to be the man after the heart 
of every serious Christian, she had no doubt but 
that the original salary would be almost doubled 
to him, though, as her Ladyship added, " I trust 
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that if a young man can be found who answers to 
my desires, the consideration of worldly emolu­
ment will be the last on which his mind will rest." 

Doctor Matthews was not by any means aware 
of the tortures which he was inflicting upon Mar­
ten by the deliberation which he used in inspect­
ing and re-inspecting the lady's letter. At length, 
however, he tossed it to Marten with a smile, 
and one of his often-used expressions from the 
classics, importing some idea of the inferiority of 
the female mind, and the feminine aptitude to 
meddle with matters beyond their sphere. 

Then he added, " That letter concerns you, 
young man, more than myself; take it, read it 
attentively, and give me the result of your cogita­
tions after school; and if you resolve to abide by 
it, and can put up with the lady's caprices, it is a 
good thing in a pecuniary way, a good starting 
point. You may be quite assured of my good 
word, though, by-the-by, even two hundred a 
year, is but a poor salary to pay for so many lofty 
qualifications as the good lady requires." 

If there had arisen any doubts in the mind of 
Marten respecting his acceptance of this offer, 
these would have been set at rest by two seem­
ingly very unimportant circumstances; the first of 
which was, the title of the patroness, and the 
second, the name of her cottage. The name of 
the parish for which for certain reasons we have 
substituted another,-Steeple Lawford being a 
composition of our own-was also suited to his 
fancy; how much has been often conceded in this 
world to names and sounds! 

When the hour arrived in which emancipation 
c2 
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from dog-eared grammars and dictionaries, slates 
and inkhorns, was proclaimed at Clent Green, 
Marten sought Doctor T\!Iatthews, and stated his 
wish that he might be recommended to the Lady 
Alicia, as being quite ready to undertake the 
curacy. 

"And," added Doctor Matthews, "to make your­
self agreeable in every way which her ladyship 
requires?" 

" As far,'' answered Marten proudly, " as her 
requisitions are consistent with my duty and my 
character as a clergyman of the Church of Eng­
land, which I shall be when at Steeple Lawford." 

"Am I to impart the whole of what you say 
to the lady?" asked the doctor drily. "But, 
I don't see that you can do better, Marten," he 
added kindly; " and you might do worse: leave 
me to say all that is handsome about you. I shall 
lose no time, depend upon it." 

Neither did the doctor lose time. He wrote 
that day, and received an answer so speedily, that 
within a week Marten was prepared with a title 
given by Doctor Beecher, rector of Steeple Law­
ford, to appear as a candidate for ordination; and 
the news bad travelled as far as Henry Milner\, 
rooms at Queen's, and been told to all who took 
an interest in Marten in the old college. 

We shall not enter into the particulars of the 
young man's ordination and previous examina­
tion, nor say when it took place; but, immediately 
after the solemn ceremony, the young divine 
hastened to fulfil an appointment which he had 
made with his friend Henry. 

It was the season of the long vacation, and 
Marten having a fortnight's grace from the day 

I) 

re 

ilO 

co 

sn 

ID 

sac 
co 

Ill 

a 

rio 

Te 

an 
a­
to 



JOHN MARTEN. 29 

of his ordination before he was to proceed to 
Steeple Lawford, had agreed with Henry that 
they would spend that fortnight together in some 
retired place, where 1VIarten might obtain permis­
sion to exercise his new profession in some small 
country church, where a few mistakes, if such 
should occur, would not be noticed so much as 
in a larger place. It was left to Henry to find 
such a retirement, and he found one to his heart's 
content. 

It was a small village, and a very little church, 
in one of those lovely valleys, through which 
a pure and sparkling stream brings its contribu • 
tions to his favourite river, the wild and beautiful 
Teme. 

There he had secured rooms in a farm-house, 
and when Marten had come as near to the place 
as a public vehicle could bring him, he was ready 
to receive him, and even to carry his portmanteau 
to the nearest cottage, from whence assisting 
hands might be procured to carry it to its destina­
tion. Whenever Henry was in any situation 
which reminded him of the simple habits of his 
ha:ppy childhood, there was a freshness and buoy­
ancy about his manner and appearance which 
awakened and invigorated all M arten's old feel­
ings of affection for him. 

At the sight of his friend at the coach door the 
memory of all lVIarten's late anxieties seemed to 
fly away, and his greeting· was almost as gay as 
that of I-Ienry. " But you shall not shoulder my 
portmanteau, Milner;'' he saiJ, " not even to the 
cottage before us." To which Henry answered, 
by reminding his friend in a playful way, of his 
late advancement, and of the dignified character 
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he had now to support; but adding, with more 
seriousness, " Well, Marten, from my heart I con• 
gratulate you on h·aving passed so many of the 
ordeals of examinations, and on having obtained 
the position which you have so long· desired; 
there is only one thing more to be wished for by 
you, Marten." 

"A fat benefice, a plump rectory, is it not?" 
'asked Marten. 

" No, not that,'' answered Henry. 
"Well, then," replied Marten, "that my exa­

mination as priest may be got over as easily as 
that which is just past.'' 

" I was not alluding to that, Marten,'' replied 
Henry, "indeed, for the moment, I forgot that 
you had not yet arrived at that step; but I have 
been looking over the ordination services, and 
thinking what was passing in your mind, in the 
cathedral before the bishop. 

"Both services are solemn. I cap not think how 
any one can go through them lightly and from 
worldly views, but there is no part of either form 
so fine, I feel, or so appropriate as the ' V eni 
Creator Spiritus ;' '' and he repeated the few first 
lines of the hymn : 

" 'Come, Holy Ghost, our souls inspire 
And lighten with celestial fire; 
Thou the anointing Spirit art, 
Who does the seven-fold gift impart; 
Thy blessed unction from above, 
Is comfort, life, and fire of love.' 

"When I said that you have only one thing 
more to desire as a clergyman, Marten, I meant 
this unction from above." 
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"How is it,'' thought Marten," that one so much 
younger than myself, of such inferior standing 
in the University, and so little versed in the 
world, and one who is not appreciated as having 

. very superior abilities, should be always posing me 
as he does, an<l making me half ashamed of myself 
and of my sentiments, withoutevenseemingaware 
that he does so? Is it not from the habit, which he 
has got from his uncle, of drag·ging every contro­
versy or discussion into the full light of Scripture; 
and yet he has no cant? But I must say something, 
I must defend my sentiments, or rather the con­
jecture I expressed, as to what only object of 
desire remained before me. I must not teach 
him to think that he can silence me whenever 
he pleases;'' and then affecting ease," Of course, 
Milner," be said, "of course, no man uninstructed 
by the Divine Spirit is or can be fitted for the 
ministry. But one does not always refer to 
divine things in common conversation. A refer­
ence to these is very apt to end in cant when it 
becomes habitual. There are certain doctrines 
and opinions which must be a part of every 
man deserving the name of Christian, but in 
common intercourse with society, one must either 
talk as others do, or be content to be silent. 
But here we are at your cottage, and no fur­
ther shall I permit you to carry my goods and 
chattels." 

Notwithstanding the diversity in the modes of 
thinking of the two young men, noticed above, 
tlie remembrances attached to that fortnight 
which they spent together, followed Marten with 
their soothing influences through many an after 
scene. Their retirement was in one of the deep-
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est solitudes of [the banks of the Teme, where 
long reaches of meadows rich with verdure, 
dingles sacred to the blackbird and thrush, and 
valleys haunted by echo, all combined with the 
fresh, and lively, and simply pious discourse of 
his companion to tranquillize the mind of l\1arten, 
and for the time greatly to deaden the influence 
of all worldly and ambitious feelings in his heart. 

Both Henry and Marten were weary of im­
posed studies, they therefore read little, but 
spent all their time out of doors, reposing for 
hours under the cool shade of trees; their con­
versation being much upon what was before 
them as clergymen of the Church of England. 
It has been attempted by religious writers, to 
whom a considerable measure of divine teaching 
has been given, to draw a line of demarcation 
so exactly between the different grades of pro­
fessors, as to show how far the natural mind may 
advance in the knowledge of religion, and the 
exact boundary beyond which it never advances, 
even under the most favourable circumstances; 
certain it is, that a natural mind under cultiva­
tion may interest itself in the acquirement of 
the knowledge of the letter of Scripture, and 
may learn to use it aptly. The natural man may 
learn to respect its injunctions, to desire the 
happiness it promises, and to dread the threaten­
ings; but there is a limit beyond which the mere 
carnal man can never pass. 

Such a one may talk of justification and free 
salvation, but he cannot deliver himself from the 
idea of some condition attached to the obtain­
ment of this salvation to be performed by him­
self. 
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He is ever for doing something before he feels 
himself safe ; whilst the real child of God per­
forms what in him lies, not in order that he 
may be saved, but because he is saved. 

According to this view, we may understand 
how the long and frequent conversations, which 
passed between Henry and Marten respecting 
the profession which they had chosen, acted upon 
Henry only to make him feel more dependent on 
the divine guidance, and upon Marten to fill him 
with zeal to do great things for the cause of 
God, in order to secure, not a plump benefice, 
for he was ashamed of what had dropped from 
him on that subject, but certainly a far nobler 
reward ; and assuredly, he who thinks it is re­
quired of him to do great things, will not find 
his self-conceit behind-hand in whispering to him 
that he can do them. 

Marten did duty twice on the two Sundays of 
his residence on the banks of the 'feme, and 
Henry was in as much agitation during the first 
Sunday as the young clergyman himself; but on 
the second Sunday he was quite able to appre­
ciate the powers of his friend, in reference to his 
manner, his voice, and his appearance, all of 
which were very superior to those of any young 
man of his standing, with whom he had ever been 
acquainted. 

M arten's countenance was singularly fine and 
expressive, his voice rich and harmonious, his 
elocution flowing, and his air and carriage noble 
and easy. As to the composition of bis discourse, 
Henry felt himself hardly sufficiently calm and 
impartial to decide upon it, yet he felt that they 
were not suited for the old women and lab::rnring 
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men to whom they were delivered. They had 
been prepared for a more refined congregation, 
and he could searcely think of anything whilst 
his friend was delivering them, but how each 
sentence would sound in the untaught ears of 
the auditors then present. It certainly did occur 
to him that a discourse founded on the Gospel 
should be fitted for the ears of all interested in 
the good news, and yet when he recollected the 
various styles used in the volumes of sacred 
writ, he was brought back again, and refrained 
from giving his opinion until he had seen and 
heard more. 

He had agreed to accompany his friend to 
Steeple Lawford, and to remain with him there 
a short time; and when a move was necessary, 
the young men took leave of their sweet solitude, 
and meeting th~ coach in the place where 
Marten had got out, were whirled away with 
all speed to their place of destination. _ 

But it must not be supposed that the Lady 
Alicia Devereux had been quiet since last we 
heard of her. She had not seen Marten, indeed, 
but she bad seen those who had; amongst whom 
was Dr. Matthews. 

The worthy doctor, who had the kindest feeling 
for Marten, though not blind to his faults, was not 
slow in appreciating the character of the Lady 
Alicia; he saw that she was on the look out 
for a new idol, and was disposed to advance 
Marten to the pedestal from which her last had 
fallen, and in order to play a little upon her 
idolatrous propensity, he failed not to describe 
the object which she had fixed upon as .the man 
exactly suited to answer her every wish, one whom 
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he even ventured ·to say, in hopes that she 
would not see through the jest, had been so much 
distinguished at school and college as to be called 
the Exquisite! 

"In what sense?'' the lady asked. 
" Of course,' ' replied the doctor, "as being so 

much superior to others of his age-so much 
above all par;" and he then added commenda­
tions of his pupil in so serious and heart-felt a 
tone, that the lady was highly gratified, and 
forthwith began to exert herself to make many 
little preparations for the young man, not only 
in reference to comfort but elegance. A pink 
envelope in consequence soon followed him, 
through Dr.Matthews, to inform him that she had 
taken lodgings for him at the entrance of the 
town, in a house the upper windows of which over­
looked her own pleasure grounds ; that she had 
seen they were tastefully decorated ; that she 
had arranged the very minutire of table duties, 
and actually made a bargain for what he had to 
pay. 

Of course Marten felt himself highly ho­
noured, the obligations losing none of their 
value by their being conferred by a noble hand; 
and the paper on which he wrote his answer was 
gilt-edged, to obtain which he sent a special 
messenger ten miles. 

It was so late when the travellers first obtained 
the view of the steeple of Marten's curacy, that 
they resolved to go directly to the inn, and not 
to make themselves known at the lodgings nor to 
pay any visits that night, and thus to secure one 
more quiet evening to themselves. 

They had two miles to go after they had seen 
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the church; and whilst Marten was lost in 
thought, Henry was looking from his exalted 
station by the coachrpan, on many sweet features 
exhi_bited by the country through which they were 
passmg. 

The sun had set before they had seen Steeple 
Lawford, and the moon had risen behind the 
church tower, before the coach wheels rattled 
through the turnpike. The coachman pointed 
his whip towards an old house in a walled garden 
to the right, saying, " That is the parsonage, and 
the doctor is at home, I see by the lights in the 
bow-window.'' 

A little farther on was the church, only partially 
seen amid the trees in the church-yard; and a lit­
tle beyond the church, the houses began to form 
a continuous street, which extended a considera­
ble way beyond the inn, where the coachman 
pulled up, and Marten and Henry went in. 

And here, having landed the young divine at 
Steeple Lawford, we conclude our chapter. 

- 1-
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CHAPTER IV, 

EAGER as Martin was to see his patroness, yet it was thought right that his first call should be on 
his rector. There was no impropriety in his 
young friend walking with him; but it was settled 
that Henry was to withdraw or keep apart, should 
Doctor Beecher wish for any private conference with Marten. 

The young men waited till near noon, and then 
set forth. Their appearance in the little street 
instantly caught the attention of every disengaged 
person. The shopkeepers ran to their doors, and 
their wives and daughters pressed close to their 
windows to get a better view of the new curate, 
for such assuredly was that tall fine young man 
who was walking towards the rectory; but who was that handsome youth who was with him? On 
that point there were many conjectures. 

The young men went up to the house through a small shrubbery, which looked dark, and even damp, from an exuberance of evergreens. 
Having sent in their cards, on one of which the 

Rev.John Marten was engraved in fine copper­plate, they were requested to walk in. 
They were introduced into a large wainscoted parlour, the furniture of which was neither old 

enough to be accommodated to the present rage 
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for the revival of ancient models, nor sufficiently 
new to suit the more airy style lately gone out. 

In this wide low parlour of the rectory not an 
article was out of place; even the only person 
found in the room, was exactly in a position con­
formed to what might be expected. 

_She, for this person was the rector's lady, to 
whom the young men were introduced, sat in the 
centre of the room·, at a glossy table, on a high­
backed chair, with a netting box before her, and 
a pursey little Blenheim at her feet. She was a 
much older person than might have been ex­
pected as the wife of a man of scarcely middle 
age, was excessively sallow and long-faced, of 
cold unvaried expression, and highly dressed for 
a morning appearance. She arose, indeed, when 
the young· men came in, but addressed them so 
coldly, and invite,d them to be seated with such 
hauteur, and even ill-humour, that Marten seemed 
to be scarcely able to command himself; and, jf 
Henry had not come forward at the critical mo­
ment, there is no saying what imprudence he might 
not have committed. However, Henry found 
something to say immediately, and even had the 
readiness to talk on till he actually almost forced 
Mrs. Beecher not only to answer him, but to 
condescend to give her own opinion on some of 
these important matters. Her attentions, how­
ever, were all paid to Henry, and none of her 
condescensions as yet had lighted upon Marten. 
She had told the servant to tell Doctor Beecher 
that Mr. Marten wascome,andshe had said, "The 
doctor will soon attend you, Mr. Marten;" but 
thishad been all the notice she had takenofhim,and 
all the revenge which he hitherto, through Henry's 
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address, had expressed, was to assume the most 
careless attitude he could possibly devise, and to 
throw himself back in bis chair, whilst he fixed his 
earnest gaze at the laurels beyond the window. 

Henry was even almost prepared to hear his 
friend use some contemptuous expression, so he 
had nothing for it but to talk on, and to mono­
polize, if possible, the lady's attention. 

Havjng exhausted other matters, and being at 
his last gasp for something to say, he fell on a 
topic which hitherto he had avoided, though 
scarcely knowing wherefore. He had so far re­
frained from mentioning the Lady Alicia, but 
being afraid of a dead silence, he asked if the Fair 
Holmes cottage was on the same side of the town 
with the rectory. Mrs. Beechel''s face assumed a 
deepened yellow. She laughed a faint laugh, and 
then said, " So you have not been there, Mr. 
Marten, you have not yet been at the Fair 
Holmes-what will her ladyship think of your 
paying your first visit to the Doctor?" 

"As my rector," answered Marten, assuming a 
more djgnified position, " my first visit is due to 
Doctor Beecher." 

" You know, I presume," said Mrs. Beecher, 
" that the Lady Alicia is your patroness. The 
Doctor now is only a secondary person in all 
parochial matters in this place. Lady Alicia is so 
very kind she spares him every sort of trouble ; 
of course she cannot herself mount the pulpit, 
but she hopes, no doubt, to obtain the means 
of delivering her own opinions even from 
that hitherto privileged place." A faint laugh 
and bitter smile of the lips, accompanied with a 
sort of scintillation of the light grey eyes, followed 
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this speech, after which she seemed conscious of 
some sudden relief. 

" Madam," exclaimed Marten, " I do not un­
derstand you-did you mean to insinuate that 
Lady Alicia"-then came a hesitation-" that I­
that any man"--and another break, for Henry 
Milner had interposed, and was asking questions 
about the little Blenheim, suggesting that the 
creature had symptoms of becoming blind, and 
inquiring eagerly about its age. 

Another moment and Marten had committed 
himself-the next found him at the window try­
ing to cool himself by the damp vapours which 
came in from under the trees, and Henry on his 
knees by the dog·, whilst all that was allied to the 
tenderness of the female sex was drawn forth to 
action in the heart of the rector's lady. 

Such was the state of the persons in the parlour 
when Doctor Beecher entered, hastening to meet 
Marten with a manner as warm as that of his -
wife had been cold. 

The rector looked ten or fifteen years younger 
than Mrs. Beecher. He was evidently at first 
sight a man of the world, and a man used to 
polished company. He had adopted his plan of 
acting in reference to Lady Alicia, as hath been 
hinted before, and he was prepared to meet the 
object of her choice as a curate with all apparent 
cordiality. · Much pleased was he also with the 
young man's appearance, for Marten had come 
forward to meet him with an aspect quite 
changed, and brightened up by the unexpected 
cordiality of the first words uttered by him. 
When our hero was disposed to try to please, he 
possessed the powers in no inferior degree, and 
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few cou]d smile as 1Yiarten could do, and no brow 
was ever brighter than that of Marten in his 
gentler, happier moods; every tone of his voice 
also was harmonious. 

Well, thought Doctor Beecher, her ladyship 
has been in luck. I was half afraid of what might 
have turned up-this looks as if it might do; and 
then he repeated his welcome, invited him to eat 
if he had not breakfasted, and inquired if Henry 
was a brother, hastening to shake him also by the 
hand, and gaily asking him, if he were come as 
candidate for the clerk's place? 

" And now, Mr. Marten," added he," one word 
with you in private-but first, will you and your 
friend take your dinner with us at four o'clock?" 

" Doctor Beecher," said his lady, '' how can 
you expect anything of the kind? Mr. Marten has 
uot yet paid his respects at the Fair Holmes. 
You may rest assured, that when there, be will 
not be let off to dine with us, on this his first day. 
Lady Alicia will not concede her rights to the rec­
tor's wife, in this instance, any more than in any 
-other, and there can be no doubt but that there is 
some committee meeting, or some assembly of 
exclusives this evening, to which Mr. Marten's 
presence will give zest;-not that I know bow 
Lady Alicia disposes of her evenings-I am not 
in her confidence-she should have been the 
rector's lady herself." 

"Well, well, my dear," said the Doctor, "make 
yourself easy. Lady Alicia is an excellent person­
age,and I am not aware that she ever interferes with 
you; but come, 1VIr. Marten, I shall not detain you 
five minutes-Mr. Milner will excuse us-I leave 
the young gentleman to entertain Mrs. Beecher." 
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It was twenty minutes before the Doctor and 
Marten returned, and another ten before the young 
men were clear of the rectory, and on their way to 
the Fair Holmes, which was situated at the other 
end of the only street in Steeple Lawford. 

Marten had been very well pleased with his 
rector, but he was very liberal with the third 
degree of comparison, in speaking of the rector's 
wife; and so much had he to say on the subject, 
that it was not exhausted when the two friends 
made their exit from the town by another turn­
pike, and came out upon a scene where it was 
evident that a tasteful hand and liberal mind had 
been busily engaged. 

There was not an ordinary house beyond the 
toll-gate, but several tasteful cottages, in gardens 
abounding with elegant shrubs. In the front of 
one of these a number of neatly-dressed, very 
young children were at high play, making the air 
to resound with their merriment. Over the door 
of this cottage was a tablet, denoting that there 
was the Infant School, supported by the ladies of 
the Fair Holmes and its vicinity. 

Not a hundred yards fro~ the school-house 
commenced the fragrant shrubberies of the Fair 
Holmes itself, and close without the gates, on the 
side nearest the town, was a new house of the cot­
tage kind, with a rustic porch, standing in a 
garden redolent with vegetable perfume. The 
young men instantly fixed upon it as Marten's pro­
bable residence for the next two years; an<l were 
the more convinced in this conjecture, by the in­
dications they saw, through a large open window, 
of elegant drapery an<l other decorations in the 
interior of a lower room. 
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Marten's self-consequence had been gra­
dually on the ascendancy since he had closed 
the gate of the rectory behind him: the quick­
silver of his mind was liable to rapid risings and 
as rapid depressions ; though its then degree was 
still not obviously very far above temperate. 

He was taking considerable pains to conceal 
his feelings, and therefore, when Henry ex­
claimed, " Well, this is very pleasant;" he an­
swered, with as much nonchalance as he could 
command, "The whole thing is small; but I 
grant that the capabilities of the place have been 
consulted. But we are drawing near ; don't 
speak your sentiments aloud, Milner." It is 
universally allowed that the tone and manner of 
the servant is often a good indication of that of 
the principal; Marten judged that he was 
more welcome at the Fair Holmes than he had 
been at the rectory, by the alacrity with which 
a very small footman showed him and his friend 
through an elegant vestibule, into a morning­
parlour, which opened on a sort of wilderness of 
fragrant shrubs. 

As no one was in the room, the young men 
had abundance of time to make their conjectures 
upon the nature of the pursuits of the usual occu­
pants, for it was evidently a private room, a 
family workshop, and not a chamber of state. 

Show a discerning visitor a family sitting­
room, a study, or a lady's boudoir, and you let 
him into more of the character of the occupant 
than might always be thought convenient or de­
sirable. 

An experienced person might have decyphered 
many amiable and many weak points in the cha-
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racter of Lady Alicia, by the tokens exhibited in 
this her morning room. 

It was littered from one end to another with 
unfinished works, and the materials for carrying 
them on. Several tables, for there were many 
in the room, were covered with coarse garments 
under various processes of completion from the 
huge roll or web opened out on the floor, with 
an immense pair of shears laid upon it, to the 
final touch of adding the tapes and bobbins. 

On one table were a number of half-finished 
knick-knacks, with an inexplicable variety of 
those manifold articles, which are necessary for 
the manufacturing of such little handicrafts; near 
this table, on the carpet, was a mass of odds and 
ends, and in a corner, close to them, stood a china 
jar, probably containing some sort of cement. 

Another table was occupied with small tracts 
or pamphlets, the brown paper and coarse nee­
dles and threads lying with them, showing that 
some one had been busy in covering and ticket­
ing them. 

But the ornaments of the mantelpiece were 
what most attracted the attention of tbe visitors; 
these consisted of placards in gilt frames and 
various kinds of models ; the latter evidently the 
work of some ingenious amateur, and represent­
ing subjects of interest to benevolent minds. 

There were two Lilliputian charity girls in the 
costume which Marten and Henry had seen 
worn by the children in the play-ground of the 
Ladies' Infant School, holding out their small 
hands, as if uttering the words, which were ele­
gantly written on a small scroll fixed between 
them, "Kind stranger, give the poor children a 
penny." 
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Another model embodied that common design 
of the kneeling negro~ with the usual motto of 
the piece, "Am I not a man and a brother?" 
Another represented an Indian hut, which was 
no other, in fact, than a missionary box, a hole in 
the roof being provided for dropping in the dona­
tions. 

The placards all referred to charitable associa­
tions and plans as various as extensive, but so 
multiplied, as to threaten the exhaustion, not 
only of the purse, but of the feelings of any crea­
ture so finite in his resources as an ordinary 
man. 

The most blazing of these placards, and the 
one set in the most conspicuous place, as being 
the immediate subject of attention, was a propo­
sal for a bazaar, to be held during the same 
summer at the Fair Holmes, for the purpose of 
sending out a missionary for the discovery of the 
lost Israeliti~h tribes. 

There could be no mistake in attributing all 
these exhibitions of good works and good inten­
tions to the workings of a benevolent and busy 
mind; though their extent, and the absence of 
order in their arrangement, could not fail of 
betraying to an experienced observer the weak 
points of the same mind ; what these weak points 
were, however, we have in our narrative to un­
fold, in failure of which, we must be content to 
place our delineative powers on a par with those 
of the artist, who having attempted a lion on a 
sign-post was fain to write under it, "This is a 
lion." 

The adornments of the mantelpiece were still 
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occupying Marten and Henry, when a step was 
heard on the gravel without the window, which 
opened to the ground, and a lady entered the 
room. 

Marten turned hastily, prepared his lowest 
bow, and stepped to meet her, rather starting 
back, however, as she came forward, so little did 
she resemble the belle ideale of his patroness. 
The lady was anything but elegant in form or 
aristocratic in face; brown, elderly, and plain, 
but not in the least troubled with mauvaise honte. 
"Mr. Marten," she said, " and a friend, Mr. 
Milner, did you say? Gentlemen, you are both 
welcome; we heard of your arrival last night ; 
nothing can be done in secret at Steeple Law­
ford. We have been expecting you for the last 
hour; Lady Alicia was in despair, but she had a 
meeting-,, 

"It is not Lady Alicia, then,-" began Mar­
ten, but was not permitted to finish his sentence. 

"And so you took me for her ladyship, did you, 
sir?" said the lady; " I thought so; you have 
never seen her, so I do not feel myself obliged 
for the compliment. But, as I said, she was in 
despair to be obliged to go out, but business 
must be attended to; and this bazaar, now it is 
advertised, must be carried through. My name, 
Mr. Marten, is Liptrot-Mrs. Mary Liptrot, at 
your service; the friend of dear Lady Alicia, 
the humble assistant in her numerous good 
works. 0 Mr. Marten ! you can have no idea 
of half the excellencies of Lady Alicia; of her 
activity t her benevolence, her deep piety ; much 
I fear that she will destroy herself, and ruin 
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her constitution; her nerves are already cruelly 
shattered, but we look to you-you will aid, 
uphold, support this first of women. Your pre­
decessor-he was the most touchy, jealous, dis­
tressing person ; but we have got rid of him. If 
her ladyship did but give him a hint respecting 
a discourse, we were sure that the next would be 
a tirade against the very opinions which she had 
endeavoured to insinuate. 

" I used to tell her ladyship,'' added the hum­
ble friend, with a laugh, "that if she would but 
declaim stoutly before Mr. Smith, against any 
favourite doctrine, it would certainly be recom­
mended from the pulpit the next Sunday. But 
I hear her ladyship's voice-" and at the same 
moment the door opened, and the lady entered, 
JVIarten acknowledging at the first glance that 
he had not raised his expectations of her appear­
ance beyond the truth. 

She was an eJegant woman, her person being 
of that kind which dress does not affect. She 
appeared to be more than fifty, yet f ad all the 
life and elasticity of thirty; and, although her 
judgment was by no means the strongest part 
of her mind, she never descended into lively 
familiarity of manner; the bitterest malice could 
never fasten upon her any act tending to a be­
trayal of any dishonourable feelings; though it 
might, if her dignity and delicacy had not been 
irreproachable, have done so, on the sudden and 
violent likings to which she was liable. 

She was prepared to make Marten an object 
of one of these caprices; nor was it likely that 
his appearance should offer any check to its cle­
velopement. She was delighted at once with his 
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smile; his bow was exactly the thing, it spoke 
the gentleman; his voice promised very much; 
she doubted not that he would be all she could 
wish; she was perfectly satisfied with him before 
he bad spoken six sentences. She was also in­
clined to extend her benevolence to Henry 
Milner; "' And who is this?'' she said, turning 
to him with a smile; "your friend, Mr. Marten; 
most welcome he is. But now have you seen 
your lodgings? You have paid your first visit to 
the rector, I presume ; very good. vVill you 
and your friend dine with me? though perhaps 
not the first day. Miss Liptrot and I must make 
a .hurried repast; we have a multitude of ar­
rangements to make after our meal; we have a 
meeting to-night. Our friends are coming to 
glue, and paste, and paint, and sew for this ba­
zaar. We shall _be sadly behindhand, and you 
must come, Mr. Marten; you can do something, 
I am sure; you must be here precisely at six, not 
a moment later." 
, "I have no talent, I fear," replied Marten, 
"in the manufacturing or handicraft way, but my 
friend here is a perfect adept." 

"Charming, charming!" said Lady Alicia," de­
lightful! what will you do? what can you do? 
my dear young gentleman, you shall have ham­
mer, and saw, and chisel, and a glue-pot, and 
all those sorts of things, and l\tir. Marten shall 
read to us; I have a delightful little new tract; 
but first we must domicile you. Come, lVIiss 
Liptrot.'' And she led the way out of the house, 
through the window, and plunging . mto the 
thickets of the shrubbery, opened a little gate, 
by which they all entered the garden of the 
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very house which Marten had fixed upon for his future abode. 
Nothing could be more agreeable, convenient, 

bette1· arranged, and even elegant, than the lodg­
ings prepared for the young curate ; even a nook 
for a friend had been thought of, and the master 
and mistress of the house were ready to pay every attention. 

" Can anything be more comfortable," cried 
Marten, when left with Henry, '' when my books 
arrive to fill those empty shelves? What more 
can I want ?-but is not Lady Alicia a most 
charming woman? She quite surpasses my expec­tations." 

"She is not quite the same as I had expected," 
replied Henry, "hut she is excessively kind, 
and if I could do anything for her bazaar, I should so rejoice." 

I know not whether we should like either 
Marten or llenry better had they detected any 
flaws, or suspected any weakness, in the character 
of a lady who was heaping kindnesses upon them 
in the most gracious manner. The clear-sighted­
ness which comes with experience of life is no 
blessing, unless it comes accompanied by that 
charity from on high which beareth all things 
and hopeth all things, through the assurance of 
the divine mercy, as promised by the Father in the Son. 

The little dinner was served up with great 
neatness to Marten and Henry; after which they 
took an exploring walk in the most retired parts 
of their neighbourhood, and were prepared before 
six o'clock, to keep their appointment with Lady Alicia. 

It was in an elegant apartment on the ground 
D 
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floor, in front of the house, with an elegant tea 
and coffee apparatus arranged on a large table, 
that Lady Alicia, encircled by a number of ladies, 
awaited the arrival of the two young gentlemen. 

The company consisted of the most select, and 
for the greater part, most amiable and kindly 
disposed of the elderly spinster department of the 
population of Steeple Lawford. There were few 
of the Mrs. Bridgets and Mrs. Aletheas in the 
neighbourhood who had not been attracted 
within the influence of the Fair Holmes, and if 
some of these bad felt the influence more decid­
edly on account of the high•sounding name of 
the attracting lady, we must set the weakness 
down to the account of poor human nature. 

Added to this amiable spinster sisterhood, were 
two or three widows, and several married ladies ; 
there were some young· misses also, who seemed 
-to have lost all tlie light-heartedness of youth. 

These last, however, did not converse with 
the company in general, all their communica­
tions being carried on by whispers among them­
selves. 

Next to Lady Alicia, the leading character in 
the society was, undoubtedly, one of the widows. 
This lady was conscious of a large jointure, and 
the very best house in the town ;-and it had been 
with some heart-burnings that she found herself 
obliged to give place to Lady Alicia and to seem 
to follow in her . train, in all her popular and 
benevolent plans; : but unless she had thus accom­
modated herself, .she would necessarily have been 
excluded from all .the agitations which that lady 
excited, and been condemned for all change of 
scene in her near neighbourhood to the mono­
tony of .Th1rs. Beecher's parlour. 
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This lady felt herself but ill fitted for the second place, in any society. She had therefore taken up and sustained a peculiar place for her­self, suited to her own natural character, and had 
succeeded, by a sort of off-hand freedom, to over­power the more refined and delicate patroness on a thousand occasions. 

This lady's name was Lambert; and when 
Marten and his friend passed the open window, her voice was heard above all else, and she was 
saying, "I make a point, Miss Liptrot, of j uJging for myself: and if he is the very delightful person you say, why then-" 

They heard no more, for they hastened on, but the young curate's heightened glow apprized his friend that he had heard enough, and more than enough. 
When they were introduced, Lady Alicia advanced to meet them, and taking lVIarten and 

Henry by the hand, presented them to the ladies in general, and then invited them to take chairs at the head of the table, on each side of Lerself, entering immediately into easy conversation with them on indifferent matters. 
Every eye at the table was occupied, either covertly or otherwise, in the contemplation of the stranger youths; each lady comparing what she saw of them, with what she had heard. 
l\tlarten was so fully aware of the interest he was excitiug, that he could hardly command his 

attention to answer the commonest question; and when a very audible whisper from l\t1rs. Lambert, at the other end of the table, of wh ich be knew himself to be the subject, reached bis ear, he was 
~holly indebted to Henry for covering his confu-swn. 

D 2 
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Henry had Rsked Lady Alicia if she bad 
caused the tools to be sought for, and what she 
wanted him to do, and was suggesting what 
devices might be executed to givevarietytothe sale, 
and was soon so thoroughly engaged with · his 
object, that if every eye in the company had been 
fixed on him, he would not have felt a single 
glance. 

Lady Alicia, at this time, had two prime objects 
-the first, the new eurate ; the second, the 
bazaar-and these two she resolved to make to 
bear upon each other. If the new curate could not 
make knick-knacks, if he could neither glue nor 
hammer, he could make speeches; and his pre­
sence, his very presence would give life to the 
scene. He must sit, or stand, or walk by her, in 
the room, wherever she might be on this great 
day. He was just the man to do credit to her 
choice; and his friend was the most delightful, 
simply elegant youth, ever· seen. -

Whilst Henry and Lady Alicia were taking an 
excursion on the hobby which had always pleased 
the younger, and which just then exactly suited the 
whim of the elder, the whisperings at the lowe11 

end of the table were gradually rising to the 
tones of the natural voices of the speakers. 

"I confess, Miss Liptrot," said Mrs. Lambert, 
who was the first who spoke out, "that I thought 
you were now, as often before, palming some 
green goose or owl upon me, under the name of 
a Phrenix, but this time I confess myself satis­
fied." 

"Mrs. Lambert enjoys the privilege of speak~ 
ino· her mind without reserve," said a prim elderly 
lady, from behind the tea-urn. 

"A privilege of widows in general,'' returned 
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lVIrs. Lambert. '' We are the only portion of the 
feruale sex who Jo not disguise our thoughts, or 
who dare to speak openly when we approve, or 
even when we disapprove," she added, with a sig­
nificant glance across the table towards an 
elderly lady in a widow's cap, whose physiognomy 
was of portentous length and immobility. 

As lVIrs. Lambert occupied the position of the 
wit of the society, having prevailed on many of 
its members to accept her freedom of speech in 
lieu of that very rare gift of nature, Mrs. Dole­
man, without effort, had sank into the seat of the 
Prophetess, and had been elected the Cassandra 
of the Fair Holmes, from the influence of her very 
superior powers of foreseeing evil, of pursuing· its 
prognostics through every change of circum­
stances, and finding it at the bottom of those 
which to others seemed most promising of good. 

The pertinacity with which she declai:ed, and 
held to her prognostics, was honour-ed in the 
society with the title of sincerity, which may 
account for Mrs. Lambert's reference to her, 
when speaking of the privilege of widows to 
declare their minds. 

Poor human nature has many untoward points 
belonging to it, and in none is it morn unfortu­
nate than in its aptitude to spurious virtues, by 
which an individual not only deceives others, but 
often plays the hypocrite with himself. 

What more current form can natural sourness 
of temper assume, than that .of pretended anxiety 
for the religious good of society; and how can 
ill-temper spend it elf more creditably than by 
har::shly condemning its neighbours? 

Poor :iVIrs. Doleman was naturally a most sour 
and captious person, but as it suited her to keep 
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her position at the Fair Holmes, she never 
allowed her temper to suggest any language but 
what might pass there. She was not pleased 
with Mrs. Lambert's significant look, and refer­
ence to herself, and felt herself called upon to 
speak, and to apologize for her sincerity. 

"I understand you, Mrs. Lambert," she said; 
" I am plain spoken, I know it; I consider it to 
be my duty to utter the truth whenever the truth 
can avail. Differing from all the ladies present,'' she 
added, "I have not yet formed a high opinion of 
the young gentleman to whom we are introduced 
this day. I cannot judge from his outward 
appearance, what tone of mind he may possess; 
all I know is, that I have faint hope of any desir­
able results to any in this place, even from the 
exertions of the highest abilities." 

She was proceeding to expatiate on the state 
of the country at large, and of the parish of 
Steeple Lawford particularly, and would, no 
doubt, have gone through the whole list of human 
grievances, past, present, and to come, with which 
she was wont to treat her auditors, when Mrs. 
Lambert effected a diversion in favour of the 
company, by raising her voice and addressing 
Marten. 

"We are speaking and thinking of you, young 
gentleman," she said. "With one exception, we 
all like your appearance, we will not say how 
much! L adies must not even seem to flatter." 

lVIartin bowed : what could he say? 
" If," added Mrs. Lambert, "you obtain as 

much favour in our eyes in the pulpit, as in this 
private room, you will find us all prepared to 
adopt you as our guide, our friend, our counsel­
lor. Be but worthy, and we concede our hearts 
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to you;" and looking round,sbe seemed to demand 
a confirmation of her words from all the company 
present. 

Few of the Jadies, old or young, were disposed 
to go the lengths whieh Mrs. Lambert required, 
but a general buz or hum ensued, which sud­
denly drew the attention of Lady Alicia. 

She felt that perhaps she had been too much 
absorbed by one object; and, like a graceful and 
skilful driver, taking the reins of the society in 
her own bands, her elegant influence was imme­
diately felt, and though the breath of flattery 
still fanned the person of M arten, it came not 
with the violent gusts with which it had blown 
upon him but a little while before; though may-be, 
from its very gentleness, its effect was only the 
more enervating. 

The company sate at the table for half an 
hour more; after which, Lady Alicia, seeing that 
every guest was satisfied with the refreshments 
provided, arose, and placing· one hand within 
the arm of Marten, and th e other on that of 
Henry, she moved wi th them to the work-room, 
being followed by her whole train. 
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CHAPTER V. 

WHEN first the mixed multitude of Lady 
Alicia's disciples and guests were turned into the 
work-room, the scene was one of general con­
fusion, and of as much talking and as little an­
swering as if all the echoes in the kingdom had 
met to hold a court. Mrs. Lambert made her 
way up to Marten, and was improving her ac­
quaintance with him by rapid questions, in­
tended, had he had time to answer, to elicit some 
of his modes of thinking, and his -purposes of 
acting in his new character; telling him, that 
under the patronage of Lady Alicia, he had little 
to apprehend from the interference of Dr. 
Beecher. 

The young misses gathered together in groups, 
no longer speaking in whispers, but uttering 
shrill exclamations of delight at all and every­
thing they saw in the way of the finished or 
unfinished knick-knacks which lay about. Lady 
Alicia was wholly occupied for a little w bile by 
first setting Henry to work in one corner with 
bis tools about him, and afterwards by allotting 
the work of the different persons in the com­
pany, according to her knowledge of their various 
powers, and assigning the drudgery of stuffing 
pincushions with bran and sewing thetu to those 

wl 
)1 
tro 
ah 
an1 

we 
call 

l~i 

1ev1 



JOHN MARTEN. 57 

who were incapable of any more delicate work. 
Miss Liptrot followed on the train of her pa­
troness to supply all necessary materials. And, 
although after a little w bile, every one was seated 
and seemed busy, the voices of the fair company 
were in as active exercise as ever ; each person 
calling in a high key for something which was 
required by them for the carrying on of their 
several purposes. 

Insensibly, however, these universal calls being 
satisfied, and Lady Alicia herself seated with a 
pair of needles, as long as her arm, set in motion 
to complete a lambs'-wool comforter, knitting 
being the department which she had chosen in 
the fitting out of the bazaar, something like si­
lence ensued, at least few ::,poke at once, and 
Marten being appointed to sit by his patroness, 
the question arose, which of a collection of new 
tracts, which were lying before the lady at the 
largest table, should be chosen to be read aloud 
for the improvement of the evening·. 

'l'he principal elderly ladies were seated ronnd 
this table, and when Lady Alicia mentioned the 
tracts, and extended her hand to select one, M rs. 
Lambert did the same, and another, and &.nother 
imitated her. 

Before Lady Alicia could speak, lVIrs. Lambert 
threw away the tract which she bad taken up, 
saying, " That will never do; you will select 
one which treats on practical subjects, no dou!Jt, 
Lady Alicia; this is quite the reverse, if we may 
judge from the title. It is in the Smith sty le, to 
all appearance; good, dull Mr. Smith! ever 
prosing on some doctrinal point, and trying, at 
least, to make his congregation think that good 
works avail nothiug to the saving of souls." 

D 5 
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" Pardon me, Mrs. Lambert,'' said Mrs. Dole­
man, " you do not represent Mr. Smith as he 
was; he was not a doctrinal man, but one who 
cared as little for the spiritual good of his people 
as-one, not far from hence, who shall be name­
less. It might happen that he sometimes hit 
upon doctrinal subjects; for I was told by Mrs. 
Dawson, where he lodged, that he copied his dis­
courses from printed volumes of sermons, tack­
ing a new text at one end, and a finishing of his 
own at the other, with very little attention to 
what might be in the centre; never heedingwhe­
ther his last Sunday's discourse contradicted the 
present, or whether he denied this week what 
he had averred the last.'' 

" Well," said J\1rs. Lambert," I did not happen 
to hear him often, and I suppose that when I 
did bear him, he had stumbled on some faith­
without-works performance, but, to speak gene­
rally, I do think that practical discourses are 
al ways the most profitable, especially for young 
people." 

"You probably heard Mr. Smith immediately 
after he had bad a hint from Lady Alicia, Mrs. 
Lambert,'' remarked Miss Liptrot; "he invaria­
bly became abstruse and metaphysical on such 

. " occas10ns. 
Whilst this little conversation was going on, 

Lady Alicia bad selected a tract, entitled "Con­
solations at the Dying Hour,'' and had placed 
it in :Marten's band ; thel'ehy hinting that her 
judo·ment must be considered as paramount at 
the °Fair Holmes; and the next minute the fine­
toned voice of the young curate was giving the 
author's sentences every possible advantage of 
which they were capable, whilst a profoun<i si­
lence prevailed through the room. 
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From nearly the first clause, Marten suspected. 
that he should find nothing but the veriest com­
mon places in this little work, and Henry made 
up his mind for the very lowest set of doctrines 
which ever filled the pages of anything honoured 
by the title of a christian lecture. The highest 
and purest principles may be and often are found 
in penny publications for the humblest reader, 
arranged in language of the simplest description; 
but the language of this small publication was 
anything but simple, for had it been so, ·the 
poverty and staleness of the sentiments must have 
been conspicuous, even to the most ordinary 
reader. 

The work commenced with manifold flowery 
sentiments of the most hackneyed description on 
the subject of death, each sentiment being illus­
trated by a simile, each simile having the advan­
tage of general acceptation ever since the first 
use of letters in composition. 

Amongst these, were brought forward compa­
risons between the extinction of man's life and 
the setting of the sun, the fading of flowers, the 
fall of the leaves, the cold of winter, the drying 
of brooks, and the cessation of the motion of a 
wheel. The sentiments were invariably exhibited 
in three-fold sentences, a second three-fold sen­
tence Leing often added to the first by way of 
contrast, according to that figure of composition 
called antithesis, as an example of which we 
quote one passage of our small treatise. 

"Behold the flower of the field, and profit by 
the lesson which is conveyed in its ephemeral and 
pathetic history. 

" Observe the brightness of its colours-the 
richness of its variegated hues,-the rainbow-like 

.,. 
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tints of its petals. Remark the elegance of its 
form, the uprightness of its stem, and the graceful 
luxuriance of its foliage. Refresh your senses 
with the perfume which it sheds in the · fresh 
morning air; see again its loveliness in the full 
noon of day; then return at night, and enter the 
field where the mower with his murderous scythe 
has cut down your flower. Mark how its colours 
are already faded, how they are paled ; and be­
hold how they are changed by the already com­
mencing operations of decay. Note the contrac­
tion of that elegant form, the rolling together and 
shrivelling of those leaves, the laxity of that 
broken stem. Seek not again to inhale the scent 
from that cup-the fragrance which breathed of 
life at the dawn is past-the sickly odour now 
poured forth is that of dissolution." 

JVIost disagreeably was Marten affected by these 
perpetual triads, for not expecting that they 
were to run through the whole composition, he 
had commenced by endeavouring to give the 
proper emphasis, by raising his voice in the 
former parts of each triplex figure of the com­
position, and depressing it in the latter. But 
soon he was aware that his voice, in consequence 
of this effort, was sounding like that of a person 
repeating some doggrel ballad, where each stanza, 
supposed to be uttered by two persons alternately, 
required to be spoken small or gruff, to suit the 
characters. He thought. of the discussion between 
Death and the Lady, as his nurse used to repeat 
it to him, and he, who was one of the most sensi­
tive of sensitive young gentlemen on the subject 
of the ridiculous, suddenly felt that he was making 
himself absurd. But what was he to do? The 
triplets extended, he found by a hasty glance, 
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to the very end of the chapter, and he knew no 
more how he was to get over them, than a man 
in a boat can get to land when out at sea, without 

· being· rocked by the waves. 
There was nothing for it but to go on, and to 

go on much as he had begun; but as he advanced 
he forgot his first embarrassment in a much 
worse. 

Consolations for the Dying Hour was the title 
of the tract; and when the similes had been got 
through with, then came the author's statements 
of these consolations. 

Henry had not expected anything very luminous 
from the commencement of the lecture. He did 
not expect, indeed, to bear the conqueror of death 
fully declared; but neither he nor Marten were 
quite prepared to be told that a good conscience, 
with the remembrance of many good works, and 
of many and sincere efforts to benefit the souls of 
fellow creatures, was that only which could smooth 
the death-bed, and enable the dying individual 
to meet his Saviour without fear; the Saviour 
himself being, according to this statement, merely 
a judge, though, as the author seemed to infer, 
one who was willing to forgive where it could 
possibly be done consistently with divine justice. 

,Vhilst Henry was thinking what would be 
said when the lecture was fiuished, it came to an 
en<l ; and the reader's voice had hardly ceased, 
when there was a general burst of applause. 
The reader, the writer, and the entertainer of 
the company all came in for their share of enco~ 
miums; and several minutes passed before these 
general applauses, gave way for the hearing ?f 
more distinct ones. Then what individuals send 
could be heard, and Henry looked anxiously at 
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Marten, in the hope that he would have courage 
to give a sincere opinion of the one grievous de­
fect of the composition just read. Did Marten 
see his earnest look? He could not tell; but his 
friend did not seem forward to speak. 

"I am glad," said Lady Alicia, when she could 
be heard, "that you like my selection. Miss 
Liptrot, you wi11 remember that we order some 
dozens of this tract for circulation. Mr. Marten, 
we all thank you for the justice you have done to 
the author;" and she paid him a high though de­
licate compliment on the possession of a singularly 
fine voice. 

Marten blushed and bowed, and at the same 
moment his eye caught that of his friend; but no 
leisure was given him to speak, had he been ever 
so disposed to be sincere, for Lady Alicia's com­
pliment to his voice had again opened many 
mouths. -

Mrs. Lambert said, " Music-harmony itself, 
Mr. Marten;" and lVIistress Alethea remarked, 
that it was a talent given for the invitation of 
souls to their own salvation; the right use of 
which would be the sweetest consolation for the 
dying hour ;-and Mrs. Doleman added, ;, One, 
however, which would severely em bitter that 
hour if wrapped up in a napkin." 

But these were not the only compliments which 
continued to be poured into Marten's ear; others 
came upon him in the more dangerous form of 
whisperings and short sentences, infening hopes 
of the great things which he was to effect in the 
little world of Steeple Lawford, whilst anec­
dotes were told of vast successes of this kind 
which had been worked, and still were working, 
in different parts of the world. 
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As this sort of thing went on, now being taken 
up by Lady Alicia, Marten was becoming less 
and less able to speak on the subject of the tract 
which he had been reading with sincerity, or to 
beg, as he ought to have done, that copies of it 
should not be dispersed until it had been farther 
considered. 

In his situation, his youth being considered, he 
did well to avoid any heat or violence of speech; 
but the silence with which he acquiesced in what 
he knew to be wrong, was certainly more con­
demnable, and eventually proved more detri­
mental to his interests at the Fair Holmes, than 
any display within the bounds of moderation, 
done in a gentlemanly way, which be could have 
made of his real sentiments. It was not for an 
opinion respecting· unimportant matters on the 
arrangements of any externals-on affairs of forms 
and ceremonies-or of mere whims and caprices 
and arrangements in the visible church, that he 
was called upon to speak, but on the vital point 
of Christianity-the hope of the sinner. 

Henry J\ti ilner waited, however, in vain for 
such declaration from Marten. He was in a re­
mote corner of the room-had he been near the 
centre table, he certainly would have ventured a 
remark, but he doubted till it was too late, and 
other subjects were brought forward, the bazaar 
and its concerns and arrangements supplying the 
leading topic. 

Lady Alicia's mind was full of this object; 
after Marten himself, it was her present reigning 
pursuit; and to bring the young curate and ~he 
other together with advantage to both, and w!th 
the most credit to herself~ was a point on which 
her mind was continually exercising itself. 
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She had caused Miss Liptrot to bring pen, ink, 
and paper. "We must," she said, "lose no more 
time, now Mr. l\tiarten is come, for arranging the 
order of the affair. I wish my dining-room were 
larger. I fear when the tables are arranged, it 
will be a perfect squeeze, and our pretty things 
will show to no advantage. I have been think­
ing of tents in the shrubbery-there we shall 
have full space and room for garlands and dra­
pery and arches of evergreens,- and there can 
be a sort of dais for Mr. Marten to address 
the company from. What say you, ladies 
- what are your opinions? I would do no­
thing on any account but what is generally ap-

d " prove. 
Which last sentence being duly interpreted, 

might be understood to signify, I have made up 
my mind on the subject, and expect no opposition. 
A little, however, there was. Some slight ob­
jection was made to the publicity-of a sale out 
of doors. The objection was borne down by a 
large majority, led by Lady Alicia; for how was 
money to be obtained, it was pleaded, if the sale 
were not op€n to the public? It was one of the 
strongest arguments in favour of an out-of-door 
concern, that persons would enter there, who 
might not like to intrude within the doors of a 
private house. 

Son1ething was said of the address which was 
to precede the opening of the sale; and lVIarten, 
who really shrunk from such a display of himself~ 
-as many an older clergyman would do out of 
the pulpit,-begged that he might not be brought 
forward on the occasion, hinting that Dr. Bee­
cher, as bis superior, was the proper person. 
There were faint laughs heard about the room, 
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in consequence of this proposal, and Lady Alicia 
said quietly," Excuse us, Mr. Marten, if we pre­
fer your and Mrs. Lambert added, without 
reserve, " Have you yet to learn, my dear sir, 
that though Dr. Beecher is our very best friend, 
and never interferes with any of Lady Alicia's 
laudable plans, yet so little, so very little does he 
enter into them, that it is probable, if he should 
attend our bazaar, and make purchases to a large 
amount, which be is not unlikely to do, he 
will not even make himself acquainted with the 
object for which the articles are sold." "Though 
he will commend it to all his acquaintance as 
a most excellent work," added JVIiss Liptr.ot, 
laughing. "We speak from what has happened 
before, Mr. Marten. He is a good-natured 

l " sou. 
"Which cannot be said of his better half," 

remarked Mrs. Doleman; and as many of the 
ladies round the table bad, it seems, been ex­
posed to the cold airs of the rector's wife, the 
conversation was sinking rapidly into personal 
abuse, when Lady Alicia interfered with her 
more refined and delicate ideas of what ought 
to be talked of at a meeting of females." 

Lady Alicia never suffered any thing like gos­
sip, excepting when that gossip bore any reference 
to the religious character. Had it been asserted 
of J\tl rs. Beecher, that she was wholly without 
pious feelings, and that there was and could be 
little hope for her everlasting happiness, she 
wou'ld have suffered the remark to pass uncen­
sured, but when the comments of the company 
touche<.l on private and petty matters of go_ssip, 
she immediately drew the attention back again to 
the arrangements for the bazaar. She then 
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went over the list of stall-keepers, and busied 
herself in examining the works. Thus closed the 
evening, and after a repast of fruits and wine 
and lemonade, Henry and Martin retired, Lady 
Alicia having; requested to see them again the 
following m•orning. · 

It was not till th-e two young men sat at break­
fast the next day, that anything was said by them 
about the evening before. 

Marten began the su~ject by saying, "Well, 
Milner, what did you think of last night ?-you 
are very quiet about it.'' 

"I always am quiet," replied Henry, "when I 
don't know quite what to say." 

Marten bristled.-" Not know what to say!" 
be repeated. "Why, surely, you must think 
Lady Alicia a charming woman?" 

"Very, very kind," replied Henry. 
" Kind," said Marten; "is that all you can find 

to say?-You might say as much ofour landlady 
here." 

" What makes me less warm in my praises 
than I should be, Marten," returned Henry, "is, 
that though she does and professes so much, I 
am much afraid that she does not know what 
true religion is." 

"True or pure religion," replied Marten, 
"and undefiled before God and the Father, is 
this, to visit the fatherless and widows in their 
affiiction, and to keep himself unspotted from the 
world,"-James i, 27; "and by whom is this de­
scription more exemplified than by Lady Alicia?" 

"If," said Henry," Lady Alicia, or any mere 
human being, could act up to this description of 
true religion, bis true religion would be sufficient 
for him, and he might live by bis works; but no 
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man is justified by works-no man is unspotted 
from the world-and therefore, JYiarten, no per­
son can be said to have right views, or any real 
knowledge of himself, whose dependence is in 
any degree on his own works, or who could ap­
prove such a tract as was read last evening." 

JYiarten confessed that it was a vile, ill-written, 
common-place concern. 

Henry said it was worse than common-place, 
and candidly stated how eagerly he bad waited to 
hear his friend give his opinion of it. 

Marten insisted that it would have been pre­
mature for him at that time to have been opening 
out a controversy. 

Henry asserted that if he had expressed his 
opinions at once, it would perhaps have saved 
him much future difficulty. 

JYiarten pleaded that there is a time for all 
things, and that yesterday evening was not the 
time for any bold declaration. 

Henry maintained his opinion that it was the 
time and the best time for his friend to assert his 
deter?1ination of speaking out the truth on all 
occas10us. 

Marten had his answers derived from the doc­
trines of expediency, which he was trying to 
make himself believe to be fully compatible with 
christian sincerity, to bring forward against the 
adver::;ary: and it is more than probable that the 
argument would have assumed some heat, bad 
not the feelings of deep and strong affection­
affection of ancient date in their young lives­
suddenly thrown its gentle influence over them 
both. Tbey each, with one accord, dropped ~he 
subject-and the momentary glance w~ich 
passed between them over the table, set all tbrngs 
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as it regarded their mutual affection, in perfect 
order; leaving Marten under the conviction that 
his friend was more right than he was, though, 
perchance, not so fit to deal with the ladies of 
the Fair Holmes, and Henry convinced that heh.ad 
been too hot and impatient. 

Scarcely had they concluded their breakfast, 
when a summons arrived from the Lady Alicia. 

They were r-eceived in the work-room. Henry 
was set at once to his carpenter's tools, whilst 
the lady, throwing a shawl ov-er her bead, took 
Marten out for a private conference in the shrub­
bery. 

Of course, Henry could know nothing of the 
subjects of this conference, till he returned with 
his friend to the lodgings; but he then discovered 
that they had been manifold. 

Marten was in a state of high excitement, for 
Lady Alicia had expressed her high approbation 
of him-even beyond what she had_any right to 
do, from what she had yet seen of him. 

It was not likely, however, that the young man 
should quarrel with her for thinking too well of 
him, or that he should doubt the assertion, that 
she was already enabled to augur all that was 
desirable in him, from the expression. of his 
countenance. Neither could he be displeased at 
the sudden confidence which she seemed disp8sed 
to place in him. As she said,-though lVI iss Lip­
trot was an excellent creature,she was not the per­
son to open her heart to on her spiritual concerns. 
Marten, she was assured, would understand 
her: Liptrot, from warwth of affection, was 
too flattering. She would not allow that Iler 
friend had any faults, and she had many, many 
weaknesses-many errors. She did not say what 
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they were, she only begged Mr. Marten to believe 
that they existed. 

She spoke of Doctor Beecher, and assured 
N[arten that he would not interfere with any 
regulation he proposed for the good of the parish: 
and when Marten asked her what could be done, 
she mentioned, the suppression of beer-houses, 
the prohibition of wakes, and any sort of Sunday 
amusement, even as far as Sun<lay evening walks 
for the working classes-which last offences might 
be advantageously reproved from the pulpit, 
an entire reformation in the singing gallery, and 
the e~tablishment of a Sunday-school, with a 
lecture at six o'clock the whole year round, for 
the benefit especially of female servants who may 
have been engaged during the early part of the 
Sunday. These were all objects which she 
pressed on the attention of the young curate­
concluding with a variety of more private duties 
and attentions; the whole together being sud­
denly thrown into the young man's mind, in the 
shape of new ideas, forming therein a sort of ele­
mentary intellectual confusion, not unlike the 
first movements of the atoms of which chaos is 
poetically described to be composed. 

She concluded by asking· the young man to 
dine with her, and to bring his friend. Marten 
declined the invitation for himself, on the plea of 
having preparations to make for the Sunday; she 
accepted the plea, but insisted on Henry's com­
pany. His assistance was what she required par­
ticularly, and he was so ingenious, so interesting, 
such a perfect gentleman, so fresh and simple, 
that his society was refreshing as the flowers of 
spring ; and she would hear no other but that 
Marten should join her party at supper. 
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in consequence of these arrangements, Marten 
was left to study his sermon for the ensuing Sun­
day during the remainder of the day; and Lady 
Alicia was at leisure to bestow her attention on 
Henry and his handicrafts-never failing to extol 
any new idea which he struck out, or any little 
device which he succeeded in accomplishing, in 
terms as vivid as if he had actually executed a 
flying· machine; Mistress Mary Liptrot, in the 
mean time, acting the part of Echo very success­
fully, and Henry secretly wishing that the kind 
ladies would leave him to himself. pr 
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CHAPTER VI. 

As this day passed, much in the same way 
passed the remaining days of the week, with this 
difference only, that by the favour of St. Swithin, 
there was a perpetual pouring of rain, which, 
whilst it kept off all visitors, obliged Lady Alicia 
to hold her morning conferences with Marten 
under cover. 

Breakfast was the only meal which Henry 
took with his friend alone during the remainder 
of this week. He observed that at these times 
Marten avoided all mention of his sermon ; and 
Henry thought that it might not become him, as 
a younger, to speak upon it, unless his elder led 
to the subject. Henry was not past the age, or 
rather simple state of mind, in w hicb he could 
not be excessively interested in the little inge­
nious works he was doing for Lady Alicia, though 
he wished that she would not be constantly talk­
ing to him when he was at work, and that Miss 
Liptrot would not connect his glue-pot and chips 
with sacred subjects; as if a human being could 
merit eternal happiness by making toys, even 
though such toys were wrought for charitable 
purposes. 

Notwithstanding these little disagreeables, he 
certainly did enjoy himself in his corner of the 
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work-room, and succeeded in preparing seve­
ral little models and devices. for the ladies of 
the bazaar committee and their assistants to finish 
and adorn. He had now and then some anx­
iety about this same sermon, by which Marten 
was to commence his career as a preacher at 
Steeple Lawford, and did not quite like his 
friend's manner, when once be reminded him of 
their conversation with Lord H-- on the even­
ing after he had been in the Howard grounds. 

There was a dilation in Marten's nostrils, and 
a sort of movement about the upper lip, when this 
conversation was referred to, by which Henry was 
informed that he must back out from that ground, 
unless he were willing to incur all consequences. 

In the mean time very little was spoken of at 
the tea-tables in Steeple Lawford, but the new 
curate ; and those who had seen him, whilst they 
had much more to say than those who had not, 
had much less than those who bad had the benefit 
of hearing him. 

The Sunday morning came smiling in with an 
unveiled jewel on her serene brow-in plaine-r 
language, it was a fine morning, and the sun 
shone dazzlingly forth throughout all visible space-. 

As Marten and Henry issued from their gate, 
they were joined by Lady Alicia and Miss Lip­
trot. 

The lady immediately accommodated herself 
with Marten's arm, and Henry found himself 
obliged to offer his to her companion, by which 
service he obtained the privilege of her volubility 
through the whole length of the way. 

He was anxious, however, about bis friend, and 
heard little of what she said, though he was 
aware . of the continuation of the sound of her 
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voice in a sort of under confidential key during the whole progress. Her addresses to himself all ran in the laudatory sty le ; the objects of these praises being sometimes Lady Alicia, and some­
times Marten, and sometimes both at once-suf­fering only occasional interruptions when a neighbour passed by or crossed their way. 

As they advanced towards the centre of the town, the whole place semed to be alive, and pressing on towards the church. 
" We shall have a prodigious congregation,'' said Miss Liptrot; " how will the doctor like to see the pews he has been emptying ever since he has been at Steeple Lawford, crowded to overflowing as they will be to-day ?-how gratify­ing this sight must be to your friend!" 
" Not so, Miss Liptrot," answered Henry, "not exactly so-he can only set down this over­flowing towards the church to curiosity to-day­

he cannot derive any compliment to himself from this circumstance, at least this morning, before he has been heard." 
"And if the empressement is such before he has been heard, what will it be,'' replied Miss Liptrot, with her usual sagacity and powers of ratiocination, " when he has been heard, Mr. Milner?" And then and there being arrived at the church door, the worthy lady was obliged to be silent. 

The church at Steeple Lawford is a large and handsome and ancient edifice. It 'was most 
marvellously dusty, and most superlatively ill­pewed, the sittings being apportioned to the households which were a century or more before, and, in consequence, many of the best modern houses being without pews; but hitherto there had never been want of room in the church, though 
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the Rector's and the Fair Holmes' pew occupied 
great part of the chancel. 

Mrs. Beecher always sate in solitary grandeur 
on her side; for had she allowed a neighbour or 
neighbours to sit with her, how could it have been 
known that the pew was all her own, in right of 
being the Rector's wife; but Lady Alicia's pew 
was always filled-as on this day, with one excep­
tion, was every pew in the church. 

Hitherto there was no Sunday-school at Steeple 
Lawford, neither any foundation school; the 
singing, therefore, was left to adults, and was 
entirely carried on, with the assistance of the 
organ, by some of the idlest and least worthy of 
the young people of the place. Doctor Beecher 
never thought it worth his while to enter into ,a 

controversy with his musicians-a controversy, 
by-the-by, in which many a bold rector has met 
with a signal overthrow. 

Marten did not enter the church by any of the 
public doors, but passed by a side door to the 
vestry, where he met his Rector, and between 
them it was settled what each was to do. 

" This is your day, Mr. Marten," said Doctor 
Beecher, good-humouredly; "I shall therefore 
give you the precedence. You preach, you know. 
I will take the prayers. You will take your sta­
tion on the left side of the communion-table." 

Oh ! for that unconsciousness of self, that 
absence of the sense of an interest in the creature 
distinct from that of the Creator-that oneness 
with the divine mind, in which all creature in­
stincts in the fulness of beatitude shall be swal­
lowed up in entire conformity with the divine na­
ture-that ineffable oneness of object and desire 
with which God the Spirit has endowed some of 
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the chosen of the Lord, whilst yet in the flesh, 
though as yet in a limited degree! Oh! how infi­
nitely precious would the endowment of such 
a spirit have been at that period to the young mi­
nister, when he first took his place, in the con­
sciousness that all the eyes of the congregation 
were upon him, and with the further consciousness 
that his person would endure the scrutiny. 

No man would be willing that feelings of this 
kind should be detected by his fellow-creatures, 
and as :I.Harten had much self-command and pre­
sence of mind, so well did he stand the beams of 
the thousand eyes fixed upon him, for the cb urch 
overflowed with the concourse, that even his friend 
Henry conl<l only guess his feelings. He knew 
too ·well that Marten was sensitively alive to the 
impression he made upon bis fellow-creatures, to 
be quite deceived by the solemn stillness of his 
attitude and the stone-l ike immobility of his countenance. 

It was not until the communion service that 
Marten's singularly fine voice burst upon the ears 
of the congregation. Henry was in Lady Alicia's 
pew; it was absolutely crowded with the ladies who 
had met the night before : he saw glances of de­
light passing from one to another, and conveying 
congratulations to the patroness on the happiness of her choice. 

At length the hero of the day mounted the 
pulpit; and, to use a familiar phrase, a pin might 
have been heard dropping on the pavement. 
Now was it Henry's turn to try to hide his feel­
ings, and be could only succeed by fixing his eyes 
on the flooring of the pew : he felt like one who 
waited the casting of a lot to determine some 
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matter of vast importance to his future happiness 
in life. 

Had he suffered any anxiety as to the three 
points so necessary in setting off a discourse, he 
would have been relieved from it in the space of 
a few minutes. 

The management of the voice, the style and 
order of the composition, and the air and coun­
tenance of the preacher, were all decidedly su­
perior,-there could not be a difference of opi­
nion with educated people on these points. 

The slight reference the young minister made 
to his being come amongst the people present as 
a stranger, and young in the ministry, and yet by 
the divine grace be hoped most anxious to do 
right, was eloquent, appropriate, and affectionate. 

Henry was pleased with it, thought it like his 
friend in his best mood, and was glad also that 
the subject was dismissed in a very words. So 
far all was well, but as the discourse advanced 
Henry was not satisfied; he felt that it fell short 
of the measure given by Lord H- of the object 
of innumerable conversations held between Mar­
ten and his dear uncle, and since his death 
between the same and himsel£ 

To describe in a few words where it failed in 
Henry's mind ;-the tendency of the discourse was 
rather to lead the hearer up to Christ instead of 
showing him how Christ bad descended to him­
self; and in consequence, instead of displaying 
or endeavouring to display the work of the Re­
deemer and the efficacy of such work, or, in other 
words, declaring the good news, as was done to 
the shepherds at Bethlehem, it went out of the 
way to point out what man must do to take hold of 
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this great salvation, thus attaching a sort of con­
ditionality to what the scripture ever asserts to be 
free, and if not free, unattainable. 

Henry was certainly disappointed, and found 
himself so unfit, when the service was over, to 
listen again to the outpourings of Miss Liptrot, 
who he was persuaded, meditated the possession 
of his arm in their homeward walk, that he slip• 
ped out the moment the congregation rose from 
their knees; and having reached the churchyard 
by a side-door, and the fields behind that by a 
turnstile, he soon found himself in a path amid 
a group of country people, going home to their 
cottages. They were talking of the new preacher 
-they called him a fine1rnan, and one who spoke 
his words bravely, and laid down the gospel much 
to the , point, but did not seem exactly to know 
what the gospel was. 

Whilst I-Ienry was making his way through 
by-paths to the lodgings, :Marten was gathering 
many laurels in every step of his way home. 

Doctor Beecher in the vestry was the first who 
gave him a sprig-" Very well done, Mr. Marten,'' 
he said; "very good, you have a fine voice, and 
ease of delivery, no rant-you don't forget the 
gentleman when you get into the pulpit. Well, 
now I have beard you, I shall leave you to it for 
some time. I did not like to say anything about 
my plans till I had seen you duly located. You 
are in high favour now, and whilst you continue so 
to be,I may be well spared," he added,with a smile. 
'' So after this bazaar business is over, I shall be 
off with my better half. ,v e meditate rather a 
lengthy tour. Mrs. Beecher is very nervo~s; 
and as it does not suit her to mix altogether with 
the ladies at the west end, as we call your side of 
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the town, she is quite cut out-but all this is 
between ourselves, Mr. Marten. Call on me when 
you are at liberty." And shaking the young man 
heartily by the hand, and thanking him again 
for his excellent discourse, they parted. Mar­
ten being joined by Lady Alicia at the church­
gate, was su~jected from thence to the gat~ of 
her own house to one continued succession of en­
comiums on bis performances in the church. 

Lady Alicia occupied Marten entirely in visit­
ing her infant school, and talking over various 
plans and schemes, till the hour of afternoon ser­
vice at three o'clock ; nor did Henry even see 
him till his return from service, excepting for a 
short time in the company of that lady. 

He scarcely confessed it to himself, but he was 
already tiring of the sort of life at the Fair 
Holmes. He was not tired of his handicrafts­
be could have spent hours in completing them 
with pleasure in a room to himself-in a hut 
beside the Teme-in a cottage or barn. But 
there was something so very tiresome to him in 
the continual talking and _bustling, and even 
praises and compliments, which were going on at 
the Fair Holmes, that he would have preferred 
the dullest course of quiet study to such constant 
dissipation of thought. He was angry with 
himself for having such feelings, when he recol­
lected Lady Alicia's kindness; and he resolved 
not to tell them to Marten. fle had only a few 
days more to spare for his friend, as he was to 
proceed from Steeple Lawford to Lord I-I--'s, 
and there to study with right good industry, for 
the family would be absent some time during 
the vacation. 

He was not alone with Marten till their dinner 
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was on the table. Marten only then came in; 
and if not in high excited spirits, his cheeks were 
unusually flu shed, and his eyes somewhat restless. 

"What did you do with yourself, Milner, be­
tween the services ?" was his first question. "You 
strolled in the fields, you say; you should have 
come to Lady Alicia's, she expected you at lun­
cheon. Y ou are a sulky fellow," he added, with 
a smile, "born for a hermit. You tire uncom­
monly soon of society.'' 

"I alwayR did," replied Henry. " I like to be 
alone, that is, to be quiet, and left to myself, most 
part of every day." 

As Henry had resolved not to put M arten out 
of humour with his situation, by going deeply 
into any subject which might open his mind to 
its inconveniences, nothing was led to of any 
serious nature, until the dinner was removed 
and the servant gone, when the two young men 
sat eating fruit before the open window; and 
then :Marten abruptly said, "Henry, you have 
not told me how you like my sermon." 

Henry's face became crimson to the very brow; 
he felt himself called upon to be sincere, and sin­
cere he was. He gave all the credit where it 
was due, and where he had felt it due at church 
- but failed not to state where be thought it alto­
gether deficient, referring his friend to the many 
conversations held with Lord H-- and Mr. 
Dalben. 

As the argument which ensued, affects many 
things in Marten's ministerial course, and as it 
t reats of matters of paramount interest to 3:11 
young ministers, we will give the outline of it, 
without entering into a minute detail of all that 
was said. 

·. 
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On Marten's taking up his defence, in answer 
to the reference to Lord H--, Henry asserted 
that the legitimate office of a minister of the gos­
pel is, to declare the Saviour fully, truly, and 
repeatedly, as Scripture represents him; and that 
this was equally obligatory on all Christian mi­
nisters of every denomination. 

To which Marten replied,-that though he did 
not deny Henry's assertion, yet he did not con­
sider the preaching of Christ as the sole ob­
ject of the minister, exclusive of all other duties. 

Henry's answer was,-that he had hitherto 
spoken only of what is incumbent on a minister 
as addressing his people on religious subjects, in 
public and in private, and that of course he al­
lowed, that a minister, as a man and member of 
society, had the same duties to perform as other 
christian men-the duties of kindness and cour­
tesy, and of all the charities due from one fellow­
creature to another; adding, that there is an 
additional obligation to these duties laid upon 
the clergy of the church of England, by the 
answer of the deacon to the bishop's address in 
the ordination service. 

Marten made no comment on this last remark 
of his friend, but broke out with some heat, and 
much rapidity of elocution, on the present state 
of the times-on the danger to the established 
church from internal heresies and external ene­
mies-from infidelity-profligacy of living-from 
schismatics-self-elected reformers-from med­
dlers, in short, he added, of every possible descrip­
tion ; and he concluded his oration by asking 
Henry, if the purport of his a<lvice was, that he 
was not to take notice of the diseases of the times 
in any of his addresses to his people-but q-uietly 
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to leave one blind man to mislead another with­
out one word of caution. " Am I so to understand 
you?" he asked; and then answering bis own 
question-" You must excuse me, Milner," be 
added, "if I do not entirely coincide in your 
opinion"-hinting, with a bitter smile, that as his 
friend was very young·, it could be no offence to 
him to suppose that he was not deeply read in 
the experiences of a minister. 

Henry acknow I edged that he did not pretend 
to any such experience, and that all his arguments 
were brought forward from passages of Scripture, 
bearing upon the subject which had been pointed 
out to him by his uncle and Lord H--. From 
these he had arrived at the assurance, that as all 
infidelities and heresies were the effects of igno­
rance of the attributes of the Most High, and of 
his dealings with man, as manifested in Scripture, 
to declare these fully and continually, was the 
only hopeful way of overcoming the many-headed 
monster in any congregation, or among· any set 
of people. 

Marten brought forward as one plea against 
Henry, when the latter said that a preacher 
should never cease to declare the Saviour, that a 
man could not be al ways dwelling on one sub­
ject without exhausting it. 

"When a man bas exhausted the subject of 
salvation,'' Henry answered, with one of his 
bright smiles, "then let him take a new one. 
But, dear Marten," he said, seeing· his friend 
looking very much irritated, " excuse me if I 
have said too much; remember you asked me 
for my opinion. I have a few more words to say, 
and then I have done. You always like to hear 
anecdotes of my uncle, and I will tell you one. 

E5 
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"I was walking with that dear uncle, when I 
was still a boy, for be held my hand, on one of 
the highest ridges of Malvern; and he showed 
me, amongt other things, a certain dusky spot in 
the sky, near the horizon. He told me that it 
was the smoke of a town not very far from W or­
cester. He had once a friend, be added, who 
was vicar of that place. The town bad been 
for more than a century past the arena of what 
are called relig·ious discords-Presbyterians, Uni­
tarians, and Churchmen, continually contending 
in it, against each other, and exercising all the de­
vices of malice which ill-will can devise, without 
incurring the penalties of the law. 

"' It might seem impossible,' said my uncle, 
' that a clergyman coming to such a parish, and 
amongst such a people, could escape being in­
volved in perpetual discord, and yet be sincere; 
and that he should leave a memory of himself in 
that town to this far distant day, f6r he has been 
dead more than forty years, as sweet to all deno­
minations as to his own especial people;' and he 
asked me how he had been enabled to do it ?-Of 
course I could not answer. 

" He replied, though in plainer words than I 
now use, ' By never entering into discussions, 
as the minister of sacred things, on his people's 
faults and follies, but by ever holding forth the 
light of gospel truth, and by that bright light 
showing man the error of his way, and filling 
him, through that divine blessing which ever 
attends such ministry, with that love which is 
the fulfilment of the law.'" 

How Marten might have commented on this 
anecdote can never be ascertained, for Henry had 
hardly concluded it when Miss Liptrot appeared 
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on the grass plat before the open window. She 
came with a message from Lady Alicia, requeat­
ing, that as there was no evening service, Marten 
and Henry would take their tea with her, and 
afterwards attend her to the large room of the 
infant-school, where she expected a few friends 
to meet them. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

HAVING introduced our readers to all the most 
important particul~rities and circumstantials of 
Marten's situation at Steeple Lawford, we must 
pass over a few days, during which Henry had not 
many opportunities of private conversation with 
l\iiarten. He was obliged to depart before the 
next Sunday; and Lady Alicia found more for 
him to execute than could be effected, without 
much industry. He could not but wonder, as he 
sat hammering and glueing in his corner, how 
she managed to keep up such a perpetual agita­
tion as she did; nor could be comprehend what 
all this bustle could have to do with real religion, 
or even in making money for religious purposes, 
as the sale must be advantageous indeed if it 
covered the outlay; and why not, he thought, 
send the money, if money were needful, without 
turning it round in the shape of useless knick­
knacks? He could not banish these thoughts alto­
gether; though when he recollected what pleasure 
he had in the devices he was making, he was 
vexed at himself for entertaining them. Why, 
he asked himself, should not the ladies have as 
much enjoyment in their pincushions, and other 
needlework, as he had in his work? only he did 
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not think that any merit, in a religious way, 
ought to be attached to these works. 

It was made known at Steeple Lawford, that 
Dr. Beecher was going from thence for some 
months after the bazaar had taken place. Lady 
Alicia had hinted to him certain plans of reform, 
which she hoped might be brought to bear; and 
he had signified that be could not possibly object 
to any thing her Ladyship might propose, though 
he might be as well pleased if these little ar­
rangements were deferred till his absence. He 
had obtained permission from bis diocesan for a 
certain term, on the plea of his lady's health, 
and was really glad to get away from the thorn 
which pressed so closely upon him at Steeple 
Lawford; though, for reasons before alleged, he 
did not choose to handle that thorn too roughly. 

It was much in favour of the delay which he 
desired, that the preparations for the bazaar, 
just at the moment, occupied all the energies of 
the lady; and that, as the time drew nearer, 
these energies were more and more excited 
towards this object. 

Every conversation at the Fair Holmes, com­
mence where it might, was certain to end with 
the arrangements on the lawn ;-in the manifold 
details of marquees, stalls, garlands, bouquets, cold 
collations-which, by-the-by, were to be paid for 
by those who partook of them-knick-knacks, and 
toys of every possible description; and Marten 
upon a platform, opening the affair by an address 
to the company. There was, of course, to be a band 
of music; and there was no question from any 
one but J\ilrs. Dolman, of the due attendance of 
the sun, with permission for a few soft clouds, as 
an agreeable rest and relief from the too oppres­
sive beams. 
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Marten was urged to prepare his address ; 
and he was informed by Lady Alicia that he 
must explain the object of the charity, and press 
its importance with all the pathos of his fine 
voice. lVIiss Liptrot told him privately, that a 
compliment to Lady Alicia might not be dis­
pensed with; and this hint was repeated by many 
others of the select committee; added to which 
came another suggestion, whispered by several 
ladies, that it would not be quite the thing to 
pass over the contributors to the charity. 

The very first evidence which the young curate 
gave of a disposition to calcitrate under the silken 
and soft rein of the sisterhood of the Fair 
Holmes was when this third suggestion was 
made to him. It happened to be at one of the 
committee meetings; Lady Alicia was present, 
though at some distance, but he made his way 
to her, and said that the more he considered the 
affair, the more he thought it would not be pro­
per for him to come forward in an assembly so 
public as the bazaar would be, when he was 
only a second in the parish, and that he must 
entreat that Dr. Beecher might be requested to 
deliver the address. 

Lady Alicia was too much astonished at the 
proposal to be able to answer immediately; but 
Miss Liptrot saved her the trouble. 

"Perhaps Mr. lVIarten is right," she said. 
"The compliment may as well be passed; it is a 
mere matter of form-the Doctor will at. once 
and decidedly decline the honour. Only fancy 
the rector on a platform paying compliments 
to yourself, Lady Alicia-bowing to our commit­
tee, and insinuating gracious things to us all; it 
would be too good, and P?or Mrs. Beecher, she 
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would actually expire with malice and all uncha­
ritableness. Do, Lady Alicia, let us send an am­
bassador to the worthv Doctor, with an humble 
entreaty that he wo"uld grace our rostrum: 
Would not it be good?'' 

"And if he should accept our invitation," said 
Lady Alicia; "what could we do 7" 

" Be not the least afraid," remarked Mrs. 
Lambert," he is certain to decline the honour." 

" Permit me," said Marten, " to convey the 
message. I will go this moment, if allowed:" for 
he privately hoped that he should have more in­
fluence than any other ambassador-for at least 
he shoul<l be sincere in his desire of success. 

After some deliberation, it was agreed that 
Marten should go, and bring the answer if possi­
ble before the company separated: and it was 
also agreed that Mrs. Beecher should be asked 
to keep a stall. 

When Marten had got his credentials, which 
were two elegant violet tinctured notes in emboss­
ed envelopes, away he started with mercurial 
speed for the rectory, and found Doctor and Mrs. 
Beecher in their sunless room, at their large 
smooth table, drinking tea ; and whilst the lady 
compounded, the Doctor read a newspaper. 

Marten was received with the wonted cordial­
ity of the Rector's manner, and the usual coldness 
of the lady's. 

His first movement was to deliver his notes; 
the Doctor took his and read it with a smile. 
The lady looked sharp as pins and needles at 
her's-evidently honouring it with several repeat­
ed readings, as if she could not comprehend it at 
the first or second. 

"Sit down, Marten," said the Rector, as he laid 
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the note on the table; "what an unfortunate fel­
low you are to have a surname so much of a 
christian name, that one forgets to add the Mr. 
to it; but I am glad to see you. How goes it 
with all the fair dames at the Fair Holmes? -but 
the old town of Steeple Lawford is obliged to 
Lady Alicia: if she did what she could to spoil 
our last races, and made our landlord at the 
'George' very angry, she is making it up with 
him by her bazaar --" 

"The races?" said Marten. 
" Oh yes !" returned the Doctor, "our little 

town boasts of races. They occur early in the 
year; they were just over when you arrived. 
You will hear of them next year there is no ques­
tion. But with respect to this note, you know 
its purport?" 

Marten said he did, and began to plead with 
much earnestness for Doctor Beecher's accept­
ance of the invitation; adding, in his warmth, 
that Lady Alicia would esteem it a great favour 
if he would grant her petition. 

The Doctor laughed. " Pardon me, Marten," 
he said, "her ladyship studies effect, I know, and 
she cannot possibly have so bad a taste as to 
think that one like myself, for my hair is not 
quite grey enough at present, would show in 
such a picturesque scene as she is about to create, 
as a young man like yourself. No, no, 1\1:arten ! 
I know better; I will not disappoint her lady­
ship by taking the place so much better fitted for 
another. Give my very best compliments-but 
no, that will not do, it must be a note. Excuse 
me a moment:" -and off he was to his study to 
write a note, quite inattentive to all the pleadings 
from his curate which could reach him before he 
closed the door upon himself. 
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By this time, Mrs. Beecher had made herself 
mistress of the import of the Lady Alicia's note: 
of course she felt herself offended by it. Lady 
Alicia never did and never could send her a note 
or a message from which this amiable lady was 
not able to extract offence : but as she had not 
made up her mind as to whether it would or 
would not gratify her most to refuse or accept 
the invitation, she was not ready to give a defi­
nite answer, and therefore charged Marten to 
tell her ladyship that she would send a reply in the morning. 

When Doctor Beecher returned from his study 
with the note in his band, he seemed to be in a 
very merry mood. 

" Well, young gentleman," he said, "I hope 
yon continue to like us as well as at first; you 
find the Fair Holmes a delightful residence, I 
trust. You are almost under the same roof with 
your patroness; you can be with her at the 
shortest notice, how delightful that must be! 
You find her ladyship a most charming conpa­
nion, and she has formed a most interesting so­
ciety about her, has she not? Well, give her my 
note, and tell her that had I thought I should 
have added grace to her fete, I would not have 
held back from figuring in it-but if I cannot be 
ornamental in her service, I will endeavour to be 
useful-so adieu.'' 

The result of Marten's embassy to the rectory 
was perfectly satisfactory to the ladies, and after 
a little reflection, not displeasing to himself. 
He flattered himself that he might manage t~e 
complimentary parts of his address so as to avoid 
any appearance of adulation, and if lie co_uld 
succeed in so doing, wherefore should he object 
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to take a lead in an undertaking so excellent as 
that of this bazaar? Having ascertained what 
length the address ought to be, he set to work 
to prepare it; and most assuredly the composition 
did him credit, as he never once had recourse to 
any one of those common places which are so 
largely used in addresses of this kind. He made 
no mention of Britannia. Nor once told how 
she, in the exuberance of her piety and he1· cha­
rity, extended her arms to the utmost limits of 
the earth, to diffuse the knowledge of the truth 
from east to west, from north to south; he never 
even alluded to her being more highly favoured 
than all the female genii or allegorical represen­
tations of every nation under the sun. He did 
not make use of one single triad or one antithesis 
- but he commenced with a simple statement of 
the object of the charity. He proceeded to plead 
its cause with pathos and force, and the compli­
ments which he paid to the ladies who had 
already engaged themselves, heart and hand, 
for the service, were introduced with taste and 
feeling, without a tincture of servility or apparent 
flattery. 

It is said of the canine race, that every indivi­
dual thereof has his day. If such is the fact­
and the proverb seems to argue that it is so, of 
this often ill-used species of animals-we cannot 
doubt that it must be more tr.ue of that higher 
order which consists of men. Accordingly Marten 
was entitled to his day, and , his day was un­
questionably the day of the bazaar at the Fair 
Holmes. 

Contrary to all the prognostics of Mrs. Dolman, 
the morning arose with the most agreeable as­
pects, and :Marten, looking out from his window 
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at the earJy dawn, saw many of the functionaries 
of his patroness adorning the marquees on the 
lawn before the mansion, with the brilliant 
spoi ls of almost every garden in the Fair Holmes 
and Steeple Lawford, whilst they were still wet with the dew. 

The tents had been arranged the day before, 
under the eye of the lady; they formed a half­
circle, all opening towards a centre where the 
fine turf formed a carpet exceeding all that ever 
proceeded from an oriental loom. The windows 
of the drawing room, three in number, and 
opening to the ground, faced the lawn, and 
within this room, as well as in every tent, were 
tables arranged to form the stalls with draperies 
and garlands elegantly arranged above them, 
the draperies being of soft sky blue, entwined 
with m uslin as w bite and soft as could be pro• cured. 

Every table was covered with white linen: and 
before the sun had manifested its full golden glo­
ries above the horizon, the busy sisterhood,-wives, 
widows, and unmarried damsels, were to be seen 
fluttering to and fro, arranging their wares on 
their tables according to previous numberings and 
ticketings, all done under the eye of the lady in­
spectress. ~Iarten thought that as be was him­
self to fill a most important place in that day's 
exhibition, it wonld be best for him to keep him­
self cool and quiet till the critical moment. 

We must not fail to ruention, that in a line with 
the drawing-room windows, on the farthest side 
from the entrance, but forming one part of the 
string of the bow formed by the marquees, was 
the platform where l\ilarten was to stand to ad­
dress the company-this platform being after­
wards to be appropriated to the band. 
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The tables where the refreshments were to be 
sold, were situated under trees in other parts of 
the pleasure-ground, and it was thought that a 
considerable profit woul<l ensue from this branch 
of the affair. 

As the morning advanced the plot thickened; 
various vehicles came rolling by to the town, with 
horsemen, and horsewomen, and foot passengers, 
respectably dressed; the very inferior people 
were all indeed in a state of excitement, all in 
their best apparel, and all idle, and all preparing 
for a walk out in the F air Holmes direction, for 
all expected to get within the gates. 

If any breakfasts were taken that morning at 
the Fair Holmes, not much ceremony was used 
at them. As to Lady Alicia herself, she was the 
most careless person living about regular meals; 
she seemed to exist for days together on excite­
ment. 

The striking up of the bells from the old tower 
was another symptom, and one quite unexpected 
by Marten, of the sense of importance of the 
occasion, experienced by the people of Steeple 
Lawford, and soon after these struck up, the mis­
tress of the infant school entered the grounds with 
her young brood, all in the Devereux colour, pale 
blue-or as Doctor Beecher used to call it, sky 
blue-not very piously nor charitably alluding to 
the subject which the lady had selected for the 
display of her talents. 

The presence of these little people was re­
quired upon the same principle as the sheep were 
thrown in to fill up the family picture of the 
Vicar of Wakefield. The lambs, however, had a 
decided advantage over the aforesaid sheep, in 
that they were far prettier, and added a living 
and happy beauty to the picture. 
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The little flock and their shepherdess were suc­
ceeded by the Steeple Lawford band with their 
various instruments: soon after which the re­
hearsal of the pieces they were to play com­
menced, sweet] y mellowed to Marten's ear by . the 
distance at which the musicians were statioued. 

As the morning advanced, the whole visible 
expanse of the pleasure grounds about the house 
shewed like a bee-hive, so alive was it, in such a 
state of universal excitement, such running to and 
fro, such passing and repassing. Anon the bust­
ling ladies disappeared from the scene, and then 
appeared again, a few at a time, dressed in 
white, with scarves or ribbons of the favourite 
colour. 

Marten read his address again, made his last 
preparations and looked first at his watch, and 
then again out of his window. 

The important crisis was at hand; the company 
were expected to begin to come at eleven, and it 
was not far from that hour. There was a con­
stant rolling of carriages in both directions to­
wards the gates, and many well-dressed heads 
passing along just above his own laurel hedge. 

He sat down, not thinking it dignified to be 
seen peeping out of his window, when suddenly 
bis landlady opened the door and ushered in no 
less a person than Lord H---. 

This was a crowning of Marten's day, beyond 
his highest expectations; and whilst he was 
speaking and looking his delight, Lord H-­
was accounting for his appearance. 

It happened that he was passing the day before 
at some little distance from Steeple Lawford, 
and hea_ring the fame of the bazaar, bad c?me 
a few miles out of his way to be present; bemg, 
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as he added, further tempted by the prospect of 
seeing him, the said Marten. 

He should have been with him an hour before, 
but he bad staid to breakfast at the inn. "And 
most glad I am that I came," be said; "the whole 
scene delights me. The little town is in one 
universal ferment. I take it for granted that 
every individual in it cannot be personally re­
quired to busy himself in the affair, but all seem 
todoso, down to the very lowest personages. Well, 
all this is pleasant ; human beings require occa­
sional amusement. Many ill feelings may be 
carried off in private and public societies by sim­
ple pursuits and amusements of a pleasurable 
kind ; but how to provide such as spend the exu­
Lerant animal spirits in a healthful way, there is 
the difficulty. Such a scene as this of to-day, all 
in broad-daylight as it is, and proposing as it does 
a pure, benevolent and even pious object, is as un­
exceptionable as any which man can devise. 
How vastly preferable are these bazaars for cha­
ritable purposes, the fetes of Sunday schools, the 
tea-drinkings of the various small societies, the 
marches and countermarches of clubs, with the 
many other devices of well-meaning persons in 
the present day, to the cruel, superstitious, and 
often murderous pastimes of former ages, and of 
heathen and infidel countries at the present 
time. How brightly shines the reflected light, 
the improving morality, and the kinder feelings 
of Christianity in scenes like the present! I 
make it a principle in my small way to encou­
rage them whenever I fall in with them. I re­
spect your patroness as one who adds consider­
ably to the sum of human happiness in her little 
circle; but perfection in a child of Adam we are 
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not to expect. One thing we have, however, se­
riously to guard against, ]Harten, and that is that 
we do not attribute, even in thought, such merit 
and efficiency to works of the kind now before 
us as belong only to the blood of Christ. But," 
he added, "if you are prepared, you shall take 
me to Lady Alicia and introduce me; and you 
must he] p me in selecting some little presents for 
Lucilla from some of the ingenious manufactures 
of your ladies. Henry Milner has had a hand 
in some of them, I hear; let these be. your 
choice, they will have a particular value for my 
niece, who thinks your friend a prodigy of cle­verness ." 

Behold Marten accompanying· my Lord H ­
through the small gate into the shrubbery ; see 
him leading him round through the midst of the 
company now assembled in many gay groups on 
the lawn, and bringing him in by the open glass 
doors into the drawing-room, and hear the young 
curate say, "I have the honour to present, &c., 
&c.;" and if you, my gentle or simple reader, do 
not acknowledge that this above all which ever 
went before was Marten's day, why then I must 
suppose that you expect more than you have any 
right to expect for any young curate of J\'Iarten's degree. 

The Lady Alicia had reserved for herself the 
largest and best-appointed stall at the highest 
end of the drawing-room. She was already 
invested with a brown Holland apron quaintly 
trimmed with blue braiding and furnished with a 
resplendent pocket-the badge of every stalJ­
keeper; but she had not yet taken her place, for 
the sale was not to begin till l\tlarten had spoken 
his address. But it mattered not what she wore, 
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her really noble countenance and aristocratic 
figure would have betrayed her under any cos­
tume. She knew Lord I-I-- well by report. She 
was at liberty to pay him every attention, and 
she came forward aud accepted his arm to go out 
upon the lawn, where people were disposing 
themselves to hear the address. 

Marten was following them with a raised 
colour and somewhat fluttering heart, when a 
querulous voice called him by name from behind 
the stall, on the right band of Lady Alicia's. 

It was Mrs. Beecher, who had condescended 
to accept this position, and as it ha<l. been 
suggested, that her somewhat acid countenance 
would not attract many purchasers, very few 
valuable articles had been committed to her 
disposal; much pains had been taken, however, 
to conceal the paucity of the distribution by many 
vases of flowers tastefully arranged on the board 
amid the toys, and as the whole looked gay, it 
was hoped that the lady would not discover the 
slight put upon her. 

Those who had planned it were, however, mis­
taken; Mrs. Beecher's eyes took the whole thing 
in at once, and her call to Marten was for the 
purpose of informing him of the slight. 

He stood a minute, not to listen, for he heard 
not a word she said, but to seem to do so, and 
hearing his name called by some one-" Now, 
Mr. Marten, you are expected," he flew off, 
merely saying to Mrs. Beecher what happened 
to come uppermost,-" Indeed, madam, I am 
very glad that you are so well pleased ;" the next 
moment be was gone. 

The band was playing loud and full, as the 
young man stepped on the scaffold from behind, 
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and stood forth with a face and figure just fit, as _everybody declared, for the position he was fill­rng. 
The band ceased with a flourish, and the full deep melodious voice succeeded, heard as well afar as near through the whole circle. He deli­vered the address without hesitation, and so per­fectly and easily, that it was supposed by all who knew no better, that it was extempore; it was, in short, so very well done, that Lord H-- was gratified, and the mass of the company in rap­tures. There was a general murmur of applause at several passages, and at the mention of Lady Alicia and the fair sisterhood, a general burst, which was repeated with increased vel1emence, when lVIarten made his gracefu l bow before his exit. 

",v ell done, Marten," said Dr. Beecher, "I could not have done it better myself;" and he added to Lady Alicia,-that he hoped she would now cordially forgive him for having shifted the honour she intended him on much more worthy shoulders. 
Where Marten had been, there was now the band, striking up a lively stirring tune; the sel­lers flew to their stalls, and the real business of the day commenced . 

Henry's handicrafts were secured by Lord H-, under the auspices of l\1arten, with as much speed as possible, and sent by a servant to the George, and then the excellent nobleman, having no other bu iness, strolled about with his friend, amusing himself with feeding the little lambs in blue, with the tarts and cakes arrauged on the tables under the trees, thus adding many items to the sum of that day's felicity. 

.F 
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By dint of a constant succession of arrivals, 

the ferment went on till Lord H-- was obliged 

to take leave, but he would not let Marten ac­
company him to the inn. Lady Alicia had left 

him in quiet till his distinguished visitor was gone; 

she then sent for him to stand by her, count the 

money she received, and make calculations for 

her. When she needed refreshment, he was to 

give her his arm through the crowd, and as they 

moved together, she introduced him to many of 

the superior persons, from whom he received 

thanks fo1· his very elegant address; on which 

occasions Lady Alicia invariably signified that 

she considered no compliment beyond his deserts. 

Even prosperity is fatiguing, and flattery, like 

honey, is agreeable only in very small quantities. 
Before six o'clock that evening, Marten was 

obliged to acknowledge to himself, that he had 
heard enough of his address, and that he should 

be glad to get out of the hearing of sweet tones 

of compliment, but it behoved him to stand it all 

out. The crowd began to diminish rapidly be­
tween five and six o'clock in the afternoon, and 
by seven, none were left within the grounds but 

the ladies of the committee. 
The sale had been beyond all expectation, very 

few articles were left, and those of the least value, 

and these, it was agreed, were to be laid by for 

another occasion. 
It was between eight and nine, that Marten re­

turned to his lodgings, excessively tired, and very 

glad that th~ thing was ove1:, bu~ at the sa~e 
time very decidedly pleased with 111s own part 1n 

the affair, to which the unexpected presence of 

Lord H-- had given a decided eclat. 
When a human mind has been wound up as 
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Marten's was that day, to the top of its powers by worldly stimulants, aH we can hope is, that it may sink down to its usual level without falling too low, as not unseldom happens. 

F 2 
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CI-IAPTER VIII. 

T H E termination of the bazaar seemed to be a 
general signal for many movements in the parish 
of Steeple Lawford. Lady Alicia, being per­
suaded by Miss Liptrot that her health required 
recruital after her almost unparalleled exertions. 
took a kind leave of lVIarten, and repaired 
wi th her friend to her favourite watering 
place, M alvern W ells. Doctor and M rs. Berber 
went off at the same time in another direction, 
and sundry also of the members of the sister­
hood of the F air H olmes, as the Doctor called 
Lady Alicia's followers, withdrew for the remain­
ing weeks of summer, so that, in fact, none of the 
especial committee were left, excepting l\1rs. 
L ambert. This last-named lady mad e no other 
change in her plans for the season th an by receiv­
ing into her house two spinster sisters of her late 
husband, ladies who could boast of no super­
a bun dance of any quality or possession but years, 
of which article they had more than they were 
willing to acknowledge. 

When the young· curate bad_ handed his pa­
troness to her carriage, for she had kept him in 
attendance to the last moment, he went back to 
his own abode under that sort of uncomfortable 
feeling in which a man is disposed to say,-
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"Well! what is to be done next?" and to look around upon the inanimate things about him, as if they were to suggest the answer; and verily in such cases they are often enabled to suggest hints which are very much to the purpose. For example, there were many shelves of books, the members of which had never been disturbed since their owner placed them where they stood in long and neat order, and there was a flute and a music-book on a stand, and a sketch -book, and pens and ink on a writing-table, and quires of blank paper, and a Concordance and Bible lying by them- each and all of which objects seemed to call Marten's attention, though their calls were feeble; for his mind was unable to settle on any occupation whatever. 
The term dissipation is generally applied to what is decidedly corrupt, and by a dissipated young man we commonly understand a man of very immoral character : but Marten's mind was in a state of dissipation, thoug·h not of immorality, -for thew hole tone of the Fair Holmes, under the influence of Lady Alicia, was that of the dissipa­tion of all serious thought by means of the perpetual excitement which she maintained . 

The end which she proposed to herself un­doubtedly was to do good, but like all others who Jean to their own understandings , she more often misle<l than benefited those under her influence; and the principal mischief which she wrought was by diverting tbe attention of the persons about her from the truths of Christianity, which only are important, and alone are effectual in per­manently benefiting mankind, to things which are of no value in a spiritual point of view, yet made to seem so by the stress laid upon them. 
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It was as if in explaining the nature of the dial 
to a child, his attention were drawn only to the 
motion of the shadow thereon, and never directed 
to that heavenly luminary whereon that shadow 
depends for its being. 

It may perhaps be pleaded that she herself 
had no spiritual view of divine things, and that 
therefore, being blind herself, she could not act 
otherwise than as one blind person leading an­
other; but we are not charging her with hypo­
crisy,nor judging her personally; we are speaking 
only of the influence which she exercised, in com­
mon with many other persons of her description. 
rrhis influence, in the case of Marten, was de­
cidedly far from beneficial, for it tended to that 
which of all others is most baneful to a young 
man in the ministry ;-to give him false views 
of what the creature is able to perform in the 
service of his Creator. 

Perhaps, in order to estimate aright all characters 
which come before us professing serious views of 
Christianity,itwould be well to accustom ourselves 
to class them (generally, not individually, for are 
we not forbidden to judge each other) under two 
orders :-first, such as under fleshly views use the 
light given by the letter of scripture on the im­
proved human intellect, to lift themselves and their 
fellow creatures up to God: and secondly, those 
who, knowing that all such efforts are worse than 
vain, because presumptuous and contrary to the 
express declaration of scripture, which holds out 
no promise of the improvement of the nature of 
Adam, restrain their relig·ious labours to the 
simple declaration of the truth as it is iu Jesus, and 
tremble at the bare idea of taking credit to tbem-
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selves for any acts of kindness or any exertions 
which it may be given them to make for the 
benefit of their fellow creatures. 

But to return to Marten; he was still lounging 
on the arm-chair into which he had thrown him­
self, in that most deplorable of all conditions, 
uncertainty with regard to what was to come 
next, when a note was handed to him from Mrs. 
Lambert, begging him to take pity upon her and 
to dine with her at three o'clock that day, with an 
intimation that she was suffering the first twelve 
hours of very dull domestic society, which she 
hoped to be able to bear better when somewhat 
more used to it. She did not tell Marten that 
she meant to draw pretty largely upon his ser­
vices to help her forward through the future as 
well as the present. 

Marten looked at his watch-it was an hour 
past noon when he had sent his answer to Mrs. 
Lambert. "It is no use to commence anything 
to-day," he thought, with a glance at his books; 
"well I must begin a course of reading to-mor­
row. I have not read anything of any conse­
quence for the last few months. Well then to-
1norrow"-and he got up, stretched his limbs, and 
stamped once or twice to feel how he stood on his 
feet, yawned, sat down again, took up one of the 
many small pamphlets sewn in blue paper, with 
which Lady Alicia supplied all her friends, read 
a list of subscribers to some charity at the end of 
one of them, threw it down, yawned again, 
rubbed his fingers through his hair, and seeing 
it was near two o'clock, went to his room to 
dress. 

Now, whereas the six or more weeks which 
ensued brought in their course little worth re-
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cording, we shall pass them over as hastily as 
possible. 

Mrs. Lambert, in the absence of Lady Alicia, 
thought that she had the best right to Marten's 
attentions, and she managed to avail herself very 
skilfully of this supposed right. 

She was no otherwise a religious woman than 
as a member of a society in which some profes­
sion was decidedly requisite; but she was a clever 
woman, had seen a vast deal of the world, could 
discourse well, and was up to every topic which 
occupied the attention of the day. She did not 
flatter young men ; but though particularly ill­
favoured and considerably above fifty, she could 
attract and keep their attention merely by the 
entertainment which her conversation supplied; 
nor was this attraction without its power on 
:Wiarten, who, because she was old and exceed­
ingly plain, never thought it possible that she 
could obtain any influence over him. 

Such however it was, that he was induced to 
spend some part of every day with her1 during 
Lady Alicia's absence, and with the two mutes, or 
rather echoes-her sisters-in-law. 

Often be dined with them, walking out with 
them in the evenings, and even the best of his 
morning hours and studies niere directed by Mrs. 
Lambert. 

This lady possessed a vein of great sarcasm, 
,,vhieh added not a little to the piquancy of he!' 
conversation. There was not a single member of 
the society of Steeple Lawford to whom it did 
not occasionally reach-with the exception only 
of Lady Alicia, of whom she spoke as of an ex­
cellent person, though always somewhat in 
a tone of pity which 1\tiarten hardly knew what to 
make of. 
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But her most pointed and cutting sarcasms 
were thrown on the religious parties which have 
multiplied of late years in the kingdom beyond 
all precedent, and she succeeded in convincing 
Marten that, as a champion and defender of' his 
church, be ought to make himself acquainted 
with the doctrines and opinions of all these sects 
and parties ; and thus, by supplying him with 
books on these subjects, she fully occupied the 
time he should have given to the Bible, and to the 
Bible alone. In consequence of this misdirection, 
his mind, which was naturally powerful, taking 
strong hold of what was presented to it, became 
so full of doubts and difficulties, that all the en ­
lightened teachings of his early years had passed 
away, leaving no more traces than if they had 
never been. 

The question might here be suggested, had an 
effectual work of grace really commenced at that 
time within the heart of this fine young man ? 
or was all that M r. Dalben, and Henry l\filner, 
and Lord H-, had hitherto loved and admired 
in him, but a superior specimen of hnman nature 
in its most honourable, most intellectual, and 
most amiable form? 
· Were all the beautiful and grace fol exhibitions 
of hi5 character only natural? Had he so often 
spoken well on rel igious subjects without any 
real feeling of their importance? If so, there 
was n0thing in him to be depended upon, but all 
his finest qualifications were as liable to fade and 
change, as the freshness and glory of mortal 
beauty. 

The summer passed away, Marten, as we be­
fore said giving much of his time to lVI_rs. Lam­
bert; and being, by her, so gradually withdrawn 

F5 
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from all things appertaining to religious conside­
rations, save as matters of argument on doctrinal 
points, that when Lady Alicia returned, with all 
her wonted zeal for doing good, and with all her 
energies refreshed, he felt like one awakened 
from a doze in which he had had dreams already 
forgotten. 

Not a week was lost before various projects 
were set forward. The evening lectures com­
menced on the second Sunday after her return, 
and were largely attended, and in descending 
from the pulpit, Marten was told that he had 
excelled his usual self, artd was specially com­
mended by Lady Alicia, for the choice of his sub­
ject and his mode of treating it. 

The preacher himself was not q~ite satisfied 
with it, as he felt that when speaking of the be­
nefit and the duty of attending public worship, 
he had confounded the place of worship at 
Steeple Lawford with the temple of Jerusalem; 
but .. he trusted that no person besides himself 
would. detect the mistake, and he was not disap­
pointed in this hope. 

A sermon, petitioning aid for the infant school, 
occurred the next Sunday morning, when all or a 
greater part of the little ones, dressed in pale 
blue, slept during the service in the church. 

This call on the public feelings was very suc­
cessfu], and many of the ladies of the Fair 
Holmes society attributed the success to the pa­
thetic pleadings of their dear young minister; 
but Mrs. Dolman asserted that no one could 
possibly see so many poor infants in a state of 
unconsciousness of the doom which threatened 
them eternally, and actually sleeping whilst the 
clergyman was denouncing that doom, and 
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not feel the sentence strike fearfully on their hearts. 
Mrs. Dolman had not done Marten justice 

when she said he had pronounced a fearful doom 
for the little ones in blue; he had done no such 
thing in so many words, and had not been quite 
aware that he had inferred something of the 
same kind, when he elegantly and pathetically 
stated what the condition of these little uncon­
scious beings would be in case the hand of cha­
rity was not extended for their preservation. 

This affair passed off well, and new laurels 
were added to the crown of Marten. He became 
more than ever the subject of all tea-table dis­
course, and there was quite a contest to procure 
his presence at every party-especially among 
the sisterhood-but Lady Alicia held him fast; 
and it soon appeared that when his company was 
required, hers must be first secured. 

It may reasonably be asked, were there no 
husbands, fathers, nor brothers at Steeple Law. 
ford? Was Doctor Beecher, then absent, the 
only master of a house among the higher circles 
in the town? In reply to which obvious inquiry 
we answe1· that in Steeple Lawford there was by 
no means the usual allotment of this description 
of personages. Men there were in the town, but 
they were chiefly of a different class: the but­
chers, carpenters, masons, and shoemakers, were 
men; the single lawyer and the doctor were of 
the nobler sex ; and there were two or three 
young gentlemen who held closely together to 
hate Marten, and call him a parson, and a prig, 
and a puppy, &c.; but especially since the Lady 
Alicia's settlement in the neighbourhood, the town 
had been considered a most genteel and convenien t 
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abode for single ladies of small fortune, and for 
widows with or without grown-up daughters. In 
consequence of this, the female influence in 
Steeple Lawford so far exceeded that of the male, 
that the men had hardly a voice, even at the elec­
tions, and it was usual for the afternoon parties 
to consist entirely of ladies. 

The next project formed by Lady Alicia, was 
· one of far more difficulty antl peril than any in 

which she had yet engaged; it was neither more 
nor less than the entire reformation of the sing­
ing-gallery. 

It is believed, that upon strict inquiry, it 
would be found that no war carried on by a,cler­
gyman, squire, churchwarden, or other person in 
authority, against the singers or musicians, in a 
parish church, ever terminated to the advantage of 
the former parties. To account for this fact,seve­
ral reasons may be adduced; one of which is, that 
the persons who compose a musical band in any 
public place, have almost uniformly a high 
opinion of their own powers, this opinion not 
unseldom standing in inverse ratio with their 
musical merits. The person, therefore, who pre­
sumes to disturb this self-complacency, can have 
little to expect but uncompromising enmity. 
Precisely at the time when the reformation of 
the singing-gallery was the leading topic of the 
Fair Holmes, the organist, '"' ho was an inferior 
person, was induced by the singers to assist in 
the execution of an anthem, by one of the fine 
old masters. The reader is at liberty to under­
stand the word used above in any sense he 
pleases. 

This execution so excited Lady Alicia, that she 
talked of little else for several days, till she had 
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worked up the curate to go himself to speak to the organist, and to beg that henceforward none but the simplest tunes might be played in the church. Marten was never particularly skilful in the al't of clothing strong measures in soft raiment, nor did he attempt to do so on the present occasion. He had a pretty considerable idea of the autho­rity of a clergyman in church matters, although his mind was not made up as to the deep ques­tions on that point now so warmly agitate<l. 
The consequence of what he had said that day to the organist was, that the singing-gallery pre­

sented a vacuum the next Sunday, and remained tenantless during the whole of the service. 
Tbe clerk, an ol<l and feeble man, gave out the psalm as usual, and the organist played his pre­lude, struck up the tune, to which, for want of better aid, the clerk added his cracked voice, and thus the first stanza was got over, whilst the con­gregation looked upon each other in dismay. 
To the second verse, however, several voices were added, Miss Liptrot's being the most decided, and even more than rivalling in strength, firmness, and sweetness, that of the clerk. 
Mrs. Dolman also fell in, but her key was as much too low, as that of Miss Liptrot was too high. Two or tl1ree other elderly female voices from different parts of the church, added their discords; but not all the nods, winks, and even nudges of fathers, mothers, aunts, or uncles, could induce one of the young ladies in the congrega­i on, who had learned to sing scientifically, to open their ruby lips-all young ladies have ruby lip -or to exercise their delicate throats. I-low 1t woulcl have been, had Marten's fine voice struck 
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up from the reading-desk, intonating the psalm, 
which was no other than the fine Old 
Hundreth, we cannot say , but probably a fu]l 
congregational chorus would have ensued, and 
the enemy, every member of which was in 
the church, would have suffered a complete 
defeat. Had Henry Milner been in his 
friend's place, such indeed might have been the 
case, but the sensitiveness, the strong sense of 
horror of the ridiculous, which is the bane of all 
persons who think too much of their own parti­
cular appearance, and the impression made by 
their own particular selves in society, rendered 
the young curate so wholly inefficient on this 
occasion, that the triumph of the singing-gallery 
people was complete, and as a few of them con­
descended to appear again in their places in the 
afternoon, their cause was supposed to be esta­
blished. But Lady Alicia was not so to be over­
come; Marten had never seen her so irritated as 
she was whilst walking back from church; she 
actually scolded him-" To abandon our <muse as 
you did, Mr. Marten," she said, "with your fine 
voice and accurate ear; I cannot pardon you; bad 
I but possessed the voice of a robin, you should 
have heard me, I promise you; the bird that can 
sing, &c. Well, go home, and do not let me see 
you till I have recovered my temper; I only wish 
that I could bear malice against you for a week t0 
come; I fear I shall hardly hold out ti11 night. 
I hope that I shall be able to let the sun go down 
on my wrath." 

This desire was not, however, fulfilled. After 
the evening lecture, a little twisted note from 
Lady Alicia brought the curate an invitation to 
supper. 
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He found his patroness primed with a new scheme, and, in consequence, in the highest pos­sible spirits. 
"Remember, Mr.Marten," she begun, "that I am not yet appeased; I am excessively angry still, but I cannot do without your aid." 
"And her ladyship trusts," said Miss Liptrot, "that it will prove more effectual than it did this day in the church." 
" No apologies, Mr. Marten," said Lady Alicia, seeing that he was beginning to speak; "you cannot possibly have a word to say in your de­

fence; but I must tell you what I have been thinking of;" and she opened her scheme, which shall be stated in a few words. 
The singers must be degraded from their ex­alted place in the church, and a set of children prepared to take that place; but as there was not one public school, and no place of education in Steeple Lawford, for children too old for the in­

fant school excepting that of one old dull writ• ing, and cyphering, and common reading master, for boys, and a poor old dame-school for girls, where nothing was taught but hammering over the Reading-Made-Easy, and working parrots with cherries in their beaks in marking-stitch, she was resolved to establish charity-schools for both sexes, on the national plan ; and these chil­dren being under the control of the governors, (she herself being at the head, as she resolved to be, of the whole affair,) they might be taught to sing, and would, of course, be directed in what they should sing. 
Such was her plan, and it was to be worked out immediately. The very next day she would assemble her friends to discuss the ways and 
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means, and who was to be asked for contribu­
tions, &c. &c. It was midnight before she had 
explained all the et-ceteras attached to her plans 
to Marten, and if the truth must be told, he 
withdrew to his lodgings, heartily wishing that 
there were more level spots in the mind of his 
patroness, and that another difficulty did not im­
mediately present itself the instant that one was 
either surmounted, or in some way evaded. 

As alps on alps arise, were the words which 
sounded in the ears of his mind th at night, or 
rather morning, till he fell asleep; but a bright 
morning, and a fe w flatterin g smiles and speeches 
from Lady Alicia, who was in the highest spirits, 
soon succeeded in smoothing the ruffiing of his 
temper. 

There was a vast deal to be done, and many 
delays occurred befpre this business of the school 
could be brought to bear; the raising of the ways 
and means was the principal difficul ty , and it is 
marvellous how time slips on whilst persons are 
waiting for letters from a distance; aud letters 
asking money are never very speedily answered. 
Lady Alicia applied to everybody she kn ew, from 
whom she could expect the smalles t aid, and 
urged all her particular friends in the neig hbour­
hood to do the same, having weekly meetings to 
report prog ress, to drink tea, and bear M arten 
read. There was seldom a week in which the 
same party did not meet at some other house in 
the neighbourhood, when Marten was to read 
again, and then he had many private duties, con­
ferences of daily occurrence with L ady A licia, visits 
with her to the infant schools, two sermons to 
prepare each week, occasional calls on l\'.Irs. Lam­
bert, and letters to answer for his patroness, 
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respecting the matter in hand, the re1gnmg object. 
Th us passed the winter; it was gone almost 

before Marten was aware that it had com­menced. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

IT is wonderful how swiftly days pass on un­
der the influence of a busy spirit, like that of 
Lady Alicia, and how very little time for serious 
reflection or deep and steady reading is found in 
a life like this. 

Month passed after month with Marten, and 
even season after season, and if now and then it 
crossed his mind that he ought to give more time 
to the study of the Scriptures, he soon consoled 
himself with the idea, that he could only be em­
ployed in doing good, if not in one way, in ano­
ther; and was he not always engaged in some 
good work, under his patroness and with her as­
sociates, and the persons under her influence? 
He felt that for so young a man be was moving in 
a wide sphere of usefulness, and he was told, and 
he believed, that he was doing much in the great 
cause. His sermons met with the entire approba­
tion of the sisterhood, and more than one or 
two of tlie elderly spinsters assured him that 
they had never really felt the influence of true 
religion till they had heard him, giving him 
the credit of having awakened their dead souls 
to a new life. 

He was as one lulled by flattery into a sort of 
dosing state, therefore not in a condition to inves-
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tigate other people's dreams; for we must be wide 
awake ourselves before we can analyze our neigh­bour's visions. 

During these times he received few letters; 
those from Henry Milner were particularly short, 
for his young· friend was approaching the ordeal 
of his examination, and had no time to spare from his studies. 

Marten's state of tranquillity suffered a tempo­
rary disturbance when the season of the races 
were coming round. Lady Alicia insisted that he 
should denounce this amusement in very strong 
language from the pulpit, three or four Sundays 
before the appointed time. 1\1:arten thought that 
there was too much of the dictatorial in her man­
ner towards himself: a clergyman of the Church 
of England, exhibited on this occasion; he had 
seen before times, that her ladyship could use this 
figure of speech, but hitherto it had not been 
done in addressing himself. . 

There is a wide difference in our appreciation 
of a box on the ear, given to a friend, and applied 
to our own particular ear. 

When Lady Alicia said, "It is your decided 
duty, 1\1:r. Marten, to utter your strongest protest 
against those races, and I shall not think you the 
real friend of religion I have hitherto believed you 
to be, unless you do so," the young divine felt 
himself much offended, and be actually ven­
tured to say to his patroness, that he believed 
such to be the perversity of human natul'e, that 
more persons would be disposed to attend the 
races, if they should bear them condemned f~om 
the pulpit, than would be restrained from gomg· 
by anything he could say. 
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· Of course Lady Alicia was not wanting to her 
cause, but as Marten's favour with her was hardly 
yet declining from its zenith, she advocated it so 
kindly, and in such a ladylike way, that she failed 
not to carry her point, for she succeeded in showing 
Marten the various ways in which the sort of 
amusement in question injured society. This was 
a subject to which he had given little thought 
since his own memorable visit to the races of 
Worcester, years before, and being now con­
vinced by the lady's statements, and the recol1ec­
tions of what he had himself seen, he hastened 
to pen a discourse on the desired subject, gather­
ing such heat as be proceeded with his composi­
tion, that without intending any such thing, be 
almost asserted that a visit to a race-c9urse was 
a sin of the most deadly description, under any 
circumstances, and vice versa, that the refraining 
from frequenting amusements of the kind was an 
act of merit in a religious point of view, the 
latter being a more dangerous assertion than the 
former. 

The discourse was preached the next Sunday, 
and was highly commended by the ladies. But 
for truth's sake, we must add, that its influence 
on the congregation in general was something 
problematical. 

Those who did not intend to take part in the 
festival, certainly thought better of themselves, 
and worse of such of their neighbours as were 
resolved to participate therein, after having 
heard the sermon than they did before : but it is 
more than we are authorized to assert, that any of 
those determined on the amusement, altered their 
plans from hearing Marten's arguments. 
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One effect, however, the sermon certainly 
had; it reminded many of the slower-minded 
members of the congregation, that the races 
were nearer than they had thought, and that no 
time should be lost in inviting friends, getting 
forward with household preparations, and push­
ing on the hay-harvest, and other rural matters, 
before the interruption. This affair, however, 
rendered Marten less popular than he had been 
with many of the inferior inhabitants of the 
parish; a circumstance which seemed rather to 
lead to the increase of his favour at the Fair 
Holmes, and with the ladies of that society, for 
there is noth ing like a little opposition to keep up enthusiasm. 

So many difficulties arose in procuring the 
ways and means for establishing the new schools, 
that Lady Alicia was almost tired of the subject 
before anything was done ; but what principally 
aided in throwing ibis scheme rather in to the 
back ground, though there was no proposal that 
it should be g iven up, was that a new one had 
arisen in her fertile imagination, which was to do 
more in reforming the town, than any which had 
ever been thought of before. This was the sup­
pression of beer-houses on the Sunday. The 
idea was suggested by a small pamphlet, which 
had been inserted in a packet of tracts from Lon­
don; she read it while at breakfast one morning, 
and the mighty project of shutting up all the 
beer-hoL1ses in Steeple Lawford was formed, and 
grew to uch force and magnitude t l1ereupon, 
that the lady's brain could scarcely hold it till 
::Marten could come across the shrubbery in obe­dience to a hasty call. 

1\1:arten, as it happened, when thns summoned, 
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was smarting under the infliction of a letterfrom 
his Rector, who was still abroad. This letter, the 
object of which was to announce his speedy re­
turn, was written in the Doctor's usual off-band 
manner,-a manner by which that worthy per­
sonage had hitherto succeeded pretty well in con­
cealing a cold calculating heart, nnder the cloak 
of careless good-humour. There was, therefore, 
nothing displeasing to the mind of the young 
curate in the body of the Jetter, but in the post­
script was this passage: 

"So I hear that the lady cbampioness and her 
doughty squire are engaged in two crusades, one 
against the singing gallery, and another against 
the races. I a1u bound to wish success to every 
pious enterprise." 

Marten was fully assured, that a sneer lay 
scotched beneath this flowery postse:ript, and in 
consequence, obeyed Lady Alicia 's summons in 
such a temper, that some sort of explosion was 
certain to take place. 

And undoubtedly such a blowing off of steam 
did occur almost before the lady had o·pened her 
project; but as it happened to take a southwar~ 
direction, alias in the direction of Paris, it was all 
as it should be as far as Lady Alicia was con­
cerned, as Marten took up the cause in the true 
spirit of an offended knight errant. I-le thought 
that Dr. Beecher had hinted that he and the 
lady would be foil e<l in what they had already 
attempted, and be was resolved to show him that 
they could do n1ore than ever he had Jreamed of. 

Uncertain as the wind is the direction which 
human passions seem to take-seem, I say-for 
there is no uncertainty in either case-each is di­
rected by omnipotence, and the movements of 
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each must remain a secret till man is able to cal­
culate all the hidden causes by which they are governed. 

During many weeks which followed, Lady 
Alicia, and 1.Vlarten, under her direction, were 
using every possible and feasible exertion even 
to annihilate the beer-houses in and about Steeple 
Lawford. These exertions consisted of letters, 
visits to magistrates and landlords, expostulations, 
preachings, strong and open censures, withdrawal 
of favours of every kind from opponents high 
or low, and placards against drinking pasted 
on walls, in conspicuous places in and a bout the 
town. In return for these unceasing and various 
labours, some of the magistrates gave soothing 
promises to the lady and curate. The house pro­
prietors talked of leases which rendered them 
powerless; people drew off when they saw Lady 
Alicia approaching; many of the lower classes 
left the church ; and those persons who depended 
in any way on her ladyship's favour, drank their 
beer at the backs instead of the fronts of the 
houses; whilst Lady Alicia was shown up in a 
caricature, to which some wretched verses were 
added by an anonymous writer, the whole being 
displayed and hawked about on coarse paper. 

The caricature represented the lady in the cha­
racter of a female Quixote, with a squire in cano­nicals. 

This affair carried Marten on till after the 
second Christmas at Steeple Lawford, the return 
of his Rector making little or no alteration in his mode of procedure. 

He had not been so much hurt as rnight have 
been expected at the sketch of himself, which 
had been made public; first, because it repre-
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sented him in high company, and seconclly, be­
cause his figure, though caricatured, was still 
handsome,-for had it not been so, it would not 
have represented bimself,-and thirdly, it was 
pleasing to have it continually repeated in his 
ear, that it is blessed to be persecuted for right­
eousness' sake. 

The barleycorn war, as Mrs. Lambert called it, 
whenever she ventured to use the expression, was 
still in an undecided state, and likelv to remain 
so, when one morning a letter with LoJrd H--'s 
seal was placed in Marten's hands. He had 
some time before written to that nobleman, to 
state Lady Alicia's plans for her schools, and had 
felt himself hurt, becauf:e be thought his letter 
slighted. 

What then was his astonishment, to find that this 
letter contained permission for him to draw upon 
that truly excellent nobleman for a sum of fifty 
pounds, the contributions of himself and his con­
nexions. With the letter open in his band, the 
young man flew to Lady Alicia, and from that 
moment all the grievances of the barleycorn cam­
paign were forgotten by her, or rather laid by for 
a future day, and she became all alive in the 
cause of the schools. 

Miss Liptrot was sent round to call a spe­
cial committee for the evening; and the lady 
spent the residue of the morning in looking over 
her resources, and drawing out her plans, with 
Marten at her right hand. 

"I shall propose this evening,'' she said, "that 
every person subscribing five pounds, shall have 
a single vote in the management of the schools; 
two If subscribing ten; and so on; and I shall 
even allow one to any set of persons making up 
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five amongst them,-for instance, Mrs. Dolman and Miss Fairweather, who between them make the sum. And I shall also propose that, as we have not even yet sufficient funds for both schools, that we should begin with our arrangements for the girls only." 

By the plan of a1lowing a vote for each person or any two persons subscribing five pounds, Lady Alicia thought that she should keep the power in her own hands, for she calculated entirely on all Lord H--'s votes being at her command, and said as much to Marten. 
The ladies arrived at the usual hour, the busi­ness was opened after tea, and every thing went on smoothly, until mention being made of a pro­perly instructed governess being brought from London, a lady of the name of Arnould, who, hitherto, had been remarkable only for her si­lence, and her industry in any plain and useful needle-work which might be going forward, caused herself to be heard. 

She stated that she had been in the habit of visiting the dame school, which was, in fact, the only one in the place, and was, as she thought, together with the infant school, adequate to the wants of the town, it not being convenient for parents in general to part with their daughters after they had attained a certain age, to attend any school; and therefore as the population was very small, the purpose was sufficiently answered by the present dame and her daughter, of whom she had the highest opinion. . She furthermore said, that the old cottage m its garden of flowers, and in its retired nook be­hind the churchyard, had been the place of the dame's school of Steeple Lawford so long, that 
G 
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the grandfathers and grandmothers of the parish 
had many of them been educated there, the for­
mer so long as they wore petticoats, and the latter 
so long as they were required to attend any school. 
She confessed that she should almost be sorry to 
see any change; but hoped, that when a girls' 
school was established on the new plan, Mrs. 
Fell and her daughter, a widow like herself, 
might be placed at the head of the establishment: 
better and more sincere persons, she added, 
could not be found, and they were loved and 
honoured in the town. 

Mrs. Lambert seconded Mrs. Arnould's propo­
sition, and was very decided in her approval of 
Dame Fell. 

A very warm discussion followed upon this 
speech of Mrs. Arnould, and the arguments in 
reply brought forward by Lady Alicia, and vehe­
mently seconded by the other ladies, were as 
follows:-

That if Dame Fell had been the instructress 
of the female youth of Steeple Lawford for many 
years, she bad fully demonstrated her incapa­
city by the state in which the females of the lower 
classes then were ;-that, however sorry the ladies 
might be to take the bread out of the mouth of 
a poor widow, private interests must be made to 
give way to public good. And that such an 
establishment as was about to be formed, must 
not be put into the hands of one whose highest 
accomplishment was to work Adam and Eve in 
true darning. 

Mrs.Arnould pleaded that much as evil prevailed 
in Steeple Lawford, there were many excellent re­
tired female characters in the place, good wives, 
and mothers, who attributed very much to Dame 
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Fell's early instructions, and endeavoured to con­vince Lady Alicia that she made the first and best use of the Bible in her school. Indeed she pleaded her cause so well, that Marten was more than half convinced that she was right; that is, if her accounts of Dame Fell were correct, aud he intended to ascertain this point himself Ly the earliest opportunity :-but, alas! many are the good intentions of man not destined to be ful­fiJled. 

The result of this meeting was, that Mrs. Arnould was silenced, and it was settled that a Jetter should be dispatched to the proper persons in London, to procure a well-instructed gover­ness to be sent down when the school-house was ready. 

The procuring of the house was the next care; but this matter was sooner settled than was ex­pected. 

There was an old warehouse, with a few rooms adjoining to it, which had once belonged to some abortive attempt at introducing a lace manufac­tory into Steeple Lawford. This the ladies pur­chased on very favourable terms, and placed im­mediately under repair; Marten being the active agent in the whole concern. 
We pass over a few more weeks, during which the young curate was up to the ears in the affairs of the school, and the active agent in all matters belonging to it; but not to give a false colouring to the affair, much more deeply engaged with the material parts of the business, than with any thoughts either of a spiritual and intellectual na­ture, so far as related to the concern. He was very willing to believe what the ladies told him, that he was doing, and already had done, by 
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means of Lord H--, vast things for the rising 
generation of Steeple Lawford; but never paused 
to ask himself of what kind that good might turn 
out to be; for the simple collecting a number of 
children together is a very doubtful good, unless 
immense and incessant pains are taken to render 
such assemblage profitable. 

Nothing very particular happened about that 
time, excepting that a letter was received from 
Lord H--, containing a private hint to Marten 
that he should make no promise to Lady Alicia 
of his votes, of which he had been made to un­
derstand that he had ten, in any matters concern­
ing the choice of mistresses of the little school. 
Marten did not relish this hint. It appeared 
to him that his noble friend ought to have em­
powered him to tell Lady Alicia that his interest 
was wholly at her command. He said nothing, 
however, of this letter, but left his patroness to 
count the nobleman's votes amongst her own. 
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CHAPTER X. 

"Drn you not think," said Mrs. Bridget Elton, 
one of the followers of Lady Alicia, to a little 
party of female friends, who had met one Monday 
evening, in the end of the winter, to drink tea at 
her lodgings, "did you not think that the voice 
of our dear minister sounded a little husky last evening?" 

"I did observe it," answered Mrs. Alethea 
Dow, another of the exclusives, "I did notice it, 
and with pain. Much I fear that he is wearing 
himself out by bis unwearied devotion to the cause!" 

"It is a painful but undeniable truth," re­
marked Mrs. Dolman, fetching a deep breath, 
" that the best of us are taken first, as if such 
were too good for our wicked world." 

"Man is born to trouble, as the sparks fly 
upwards," murmured Mrs. Bridget. 

"Who bas lived as long as I have?" continued 
Mrs. Dolman, "without beholding the blight of 
many a blossom, and the prostration of many a 
tall tree in its strength and greenness !" 

"Ay ! ay !-indeed! Very-very true!" were 
words which echoed round the table at the con­
clusion of Mrs. Dolman's speech; whilst some 
of the kindest hearts-and there were some very, 
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very kind in that room-brought the discourse 
back to Marten and his hoarseness, all agreeing 
that a hoarseness was not a thing to be neg­
lected. 

Mrs. Dolman remarked that consumptive 
complaints generally first showed themselves by 
hoarsenesses; adding·, that Marten's complex­
ion was precisely that of a person constitutionally 
consumptive; and that whenever the eyes of a 
young person were particularly bright, and the 
colour in the cheeks particularly glowing, there 
was always reason to fear that this dire disease 
lurked within. 

Persons of Mrs. Dolman's description, those 
whose notes partake of the nature of the boding 
screech-owl, or death-watch, are invariably inca­
pable of strong and tender feeling; but there 
were in that room several ladies, chiefly elderly 
spinsters, who were richly endued with all the 
tenderness of the best examples of female nature; 
and on these her remarks had a very painful 
effect, and not the less so because they had, dur­
ing· the last few months, made an idol of their 
minister, and had mistaken their admiration for 
an interesting human being, for real and true re­
ligion. 

In consequence of the conversation at this tea.­
drinking, an<l the doleful prognostics there and 
then encouraged, the next news which reached 
the persons of whom the party had been com­
posed, declaring that Marten had so bad a cold, 
that it was doubtful whether he could do duty the 
next Sunday, excited them all into a ferment, and 
nothing was spoken of among· the sisterhood, but 
of the ailments and the various merits of the dear 
young minister. In the mean time, Marten was 
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very unwell; he had caught a violent cold, which 
manifested itself first in hoar~eness, and termi­
nated in a sore throat, with slight feverish symp­
toms. Lady Alicia insisted that he should con­
sult the Steeple Lawford doctor; and when 
Marten shewed resistance, and insisted that he 
needed no medical aid, she sent for this said doc­
tor on her own responsibility, and saw that the 
patient was closeted with him in her own morn­
mg room. 

In consequence of this conference, the patient 
was condemned to his own lodgings ; and to 
flannels and gargles and slops, and to the absorp­
tion of the contents of sundry portentous-looking 
phials. These last having, by Lady Alicia's de­
sire, been first sent to her own house, were carried 
to Marten's lodgings by l\1iss Liptrot, and ad­
ministered by that lady's own hand. 

These visits of necessity, as they were judged 
to be, formed precedents for others not so ne­
cessary, and as the calls of Miss Liptrot were 
known to lVIrs. Lambert, that lady also thought 
herself privileged to visit him, so that he was 
not left, even when shut up in . his own parlour, 
to the entire quiet he might have expected. 

His seclusion took place on the Wednesday 
morning, and it was known throngh Steeple Law­
ford before night; and on the Thursday his land­
lady had as much as she could do to answer in­
quiries, and go into the patient's parlour with 
me sages, and little presents and recipes sent by 
the ladies; all of which Marten, who was longing 
for quiet above all things, begged her to set on a 
side-table, adding the favour of returning proper 
thanks. 

As Marten was born and fitted in every way 
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to be a hero, and as we have done our best that 
the world should know that he was such, the 
reader must not be surprised if circum::;tances fell 
out with him much more fitly and conveniently 
than they do in common with ordinary persons. 
Had he been like an ordinary man, when he saw 
no chance of his being able to do duty next Sun­
day, he must have used some means of making 
bis distress known to the neighbouring clergy; 
but as we before asserted, being&. hero, his doctor 
had but just left him on the Friday morning, 
after having assured him of the impossibility of 
his going out on Sunday, when he heard a 
familiar voice and step in the passage to his par­
lour, and who should appear within his door the 
next moment, but his friend Edward Mansfield, 
not in the least changed from what he was nearly 
two years before, but that he wore a clerical cos­
tume. 

"VVhat, Marten, my good fellow," were his first 
words, " do I find you on the sick list ?-nothing 
very serious, I trust; a col<l and sore-throat-a 
little feverish? Well, you have got a comfortable 
berth here, and I am come at the very crisis, on 
purpose to help you. I was with Milner at Oxford 
when your note of last Tuesday reached him, 
and suspecting that yon were worse than you 
acknowledged, I agreed with him to turn my 
horse's head towards Steeple Lawford, to see if 
I could not be useful. I can give you two Sun­
days.'' 

"And your company on the intervening week­
days," said Marten, brightening up, both as to eye 
and cheek, so very decidedly, that lVIrs. Dolman, 
had she been present, would certainly have 
taken occasion for another prognostic. " Well," 
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he added, "this is pleasant, I was just thinking 
what I could possibly do with myself from very 
ennui; for I can neither write, read, or move with 
any satisfaction; but now I shall be content to 
live, and try to get better. Sit down, and tell me 
all about it.'' 

"Stop," cried Edward, "I must eat before I 
talk. Ring your bell, Marten; I have not break­
fasted since five o'clock this morning, and it is 
now ten." 

Marten smiled, notwithstanding the pain in 
his throat, murmuring, semper idem-and beg­
ging his friend to make his wants known to the 
landlady, when she obeyed the bell. 

" What is her name, Marten ?" asked Ed ward ; 
and when she appeared he thus addressed her. 

"Mrs. Brett," he said, "here I am, having 
fallen from the clouds to assist a friend in dis­
tress." 

'' Bless me, sir!" exclaimed the woman. 
Mansfield went on. "Oh! these are no uncom­

mon events in the present days-these days of 
the march of intellect; but you have no idea, 
probably having never had them, how journeys 
of this kind sharpen the appetite. I am exces­
sively hungry: have you such a thing as a quar­
tern loaf in the house, or could you take the 
trouble to toast me a rasher or two of bacon ? 
M ay be you have a little coffee by you, and a 
small jug of cream. You will not put salt into 
the coffee, if you please"-ai;i allusion, probably, 
to the salt plot-" I generally prefer sugar to my 
coffee." 

"You shall have all you wish, sir," answered 
the good-humoured woman; and when she went 
into her kitchen to make her preparations, she 
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told her husband that she had never seen a more 
pleasant spoken gentleman in her life, barring 
Mr. Marten himself; though, to be sure, he was 
a little romancing, for which she liked him none 
the worse, though it was not a thing as her lady 
approved. 

Edward Mansfield, when seated at his coffee 
and bacon, lost no time either in satisfying his 
hunger, or telling such news as might interest 
Marten. 

" Milner,'' he said, " was looking forward to 
his examination." 

"And," remarked Marten, "a little nervous 
of course." 

" Not in the least," replied Ed ward. " Very 
busy, reading hard; but otherwise just as usual. 
All he expressed was, that be wished it was over, 
that he might read what he liked." 

" And Wellings," asked Marten, " what is he 
doing?" 

"Doing as I am doing," replied Edward, 
"eating." 

"Eating!" reiterated Marten. 
"Yes,'' said Ed ward ; " eating his way to the 

bar-exhibiting much talent in the progress; he 
is just the same sort of fellow as ever, only, may 
be, more disagreeable." 

"And Clayton?" asked Marten. 
"The last I beard of him," answered Edward, 

"was, that he was laid up with a broken leg 
somewhere, having taken a flight over his horse's 
head." 

" And yourself, Mansfield, what have you been 
doing· the last eighteen months?" 

Edward bad little to say of himself, but that 
be was, as Marten knew, curate to his uncle, who 
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had given him a title, and had a ho]iday because 
his ~hurch was suffering the process of a new 
pewrng. 

How long the invalid might have been able 
to enjoy and be the better for the discourse 
of his friend, which was restoring many remem­
brances of his boyish days, cannot be said, if 
sud<lenly the far-off tones of a female voice to­
wards the back of the house had not reached his 
ear. 

'' Excuse me a minute, Mansfield," be said, "I 
leave you to look over my books-you will find 
some old friends;" and at the same instant be 
quitted the parlour, resolving to remain in his 
own room till the visit indicated by the voice 
should be concluded. 

Marten had hardly effected his escape, when 
the shrill high tones of Miss Mary Liptrot 
were heard in the passage, and so loud in com­
munication with Mrs. Brett, that what the latter 
said, could only be guessed by the exclamations of 
the former; by these Mansfield was made aware 
that his arrival formed the subject of the dis­
course. 

The next minute the parlour-door was opened, 
and in walked Miss Liptrot in such haste, to con­
gratulate Marten on the arrival of his friend, 
that she had actually accomplished half of the 
speech prompted by the occasion, before she ob­
served that the invalid was not in the room. 

Niansfield for an instant made the same mis­
take that Marten had done, and thought that the 
gaudy, plain, and voluble person who had entered, 
was Lady Alicia, but his mistake endured not an 
instant; indeed, the visitor set the matter right 
in her very first address to himself. 
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"I am quite transported," she said, "and Lady 
Alicia will be delighted ; and bow did it happen? 
from the clouds indeed-as Mrs. Brett says ; so 
very opportunely-and how long can you stay'?­
truly, I rejoice; you don't know, Mr.-; Mans­
field you say ; well, Mr. Mansfield, you can 
have no idea how we love, admire, aclore your 
friend. He is our idol! indeed, many of us have 
a right, young as he is, to call him--yes, Mr. 
Mansfield, many of us do call him our spiritual 
father! his discourses-O Mr. Mansfield, per­
suasion hangs upon his lip; but how is he?-­
why do I not see him in his wonted place? I 
hope-I trust-well,your smile assures me that he 
is no worse -better, I trust-your presence will 
revive him-we thought him low, depressed-he 
knows his value, and to be disabled in the midst 
of bis usefulness, pained him-can you wonder?­
so many souls hanging on him for daily sup­
port." 

How long this might have gone on, for Mansfield 
offered no interruption, is doubtful, if Mrs. Brett, 
having first knocked, bad not afterwards ushered 
an elderly woman into the room ; this personage 
had so mew hat the air of a migratory nurse, 
but was in reality the housekeeper and factotum 
of Mrs. Alethea Dow; and one withal of such 
short sight and limited endowments, both physical 
and intellectual, that as she entered the parlour, 
she was by no means aware that the young gen­
tleman, who stood with his back to the window, 
with his physiognomy somewhat in the shade, 
was other than Marten himself, whom her mis­
tress had ordered her to see, if possible. 

The worthy dame bore on her arm a little 
basket, neatly covered with a fair white napkin, 
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and advancing to Edward, ~he raised the napkin, and extracting from thence a small white jar, she thus delivered herself-

" If you please, sir, my mistress sends her best compliments to you, and hopes you will please to accept this pot of black-currant jam, and Mrs. Bridget, sir, knowing as I was coming, sends this pair of carpet slippers, being her own work, though I calls them carpet, and hopes as you will find them comfortable to wear in the house, for she says as you ought to keep your feet particular warm, and Missis bid me to be very careful to ask you, if you wears a flannel waistcoat?" 
" Tell the ladies," replied Ed ward, with a solemn gravity, commanded for the occasion to conceal a violent inclination to laugh, " that I am most deeply obliged to them; I shall eat their jam with the greatest pleasure, and serve myself with the slippers under a strong sense of obligation to the kind hand which brought them ; and as to the flannel waistcoat, have the goodness to tell your lady, that I do not wear one, but have had passing thoughts of so doing at some future time." 

If Mrs. Betty's eyes would not soon have con­vinced her of the mistake she had made, her ears would have served her better, even had not Miss Liptrot explained the matter with one of her shrill bursts of laughter. 
" Here, Mrs. Brett," she said, '' take the shoes and the jam and lay them aside, and take Mrs. Betty out with you, and tell her what messages she is to carry back; and now, Mr. M ansfield," she added, as soon as they were alone again, "you have had a proof of the estimation in which we hold our dear young curate; but this evening is 



134 THE HISTORY OF 

om· weekly meeting, we always meet once a week 
at the Fair Holmes-you must certainly be pre­
sent-I am certain that when her ladyship 
nears of your arrival, she will insist on your . " coming. 

"Greatly as I should esteem the honour," re­
plied Edward, "I will make no promise; my 
accepting the invitation will depend on the state in 
which I find my friend J\tiarten in the evening." 

Edward was left for some time entirely to 
himself when Miss Liptrot went, but though he 
took a book in his hand, he was not disposed to 
read. He placed himself in the great chair in 
which he had found Marten, and having specu­
lated awhile on his friend's present situation, under 
the almost uncharitable idea that it was a sort of 
fool's paradise, little suited to the improvement of 
a young and fine mind, he soon fell asleep, and 
slept below as soundly as the iuvalid was sleep­
ing above, for he had risen long· before dawn, 
until he was roused to have a pink note handed 
to him from the lady at the great house,.insisting 
on his presence at the evening meeting. 

"Tell the lady's servant," he said to l\tirs. 
Brett, " that I will send an answer when I see 
how Mr. Marten is, after dinner." 

"But her ladyship desires an immediate an­
swer ; ., said 1\1:rs. Brett. 

"vVell then," replied Edward, "let her be told 
what I say, I can give no other reply at present;" 
and as the landlady went out, he murmured to 
himself, "I should never do for this paradise, and 
how Marten bas borne this thing so long, I can­
not understand-but I will spare him till he is 
better, and then-" 

But it needeth for me to call my pen to order, 
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and to admonish it not to proceed in the record­ing of so many particulars. 
Marten's mind had suddenly been relieved of 

many cares by the arrival of his friend; in con­
sequence of which he had slept, when he threw 
himself on the bed in flying from the voice 
of Miss Liptrot, more calmly than he had since 
his attack, and came down to snp gruel, and 
see his friend dine, quite another man to what he had been a few hours before. 

1\1:ansfield avoided all reference during the 
afternoon to his friend's present situation, except­
ing once only, when happening to observe the 
various articles ranged carefully by ]Hrs. Brett 
on the side-table, the many little jars of sweet­
meats, the lam h's-wool comforters, and other 
matters, which, however different, were all some­
way prepared and intended for alleviations or 
remedies in sickness, he made some remark which caused Marten to colour. 

The colour, however, soon passed away, through 
weakne, s and the abstinence of several days, and 
on seeing the blush, Edward turned immediately 
to the subject of the invitation for the evening. 
It was agreed by the young men that it should 
be accepted; in consequence of which, when 
Marten retired to his room, at an early hour, 
Mansfield presented himself at the Fair Holmes Cottage. 

How far he pleased the Lady Alicia was not 
immediately known by the other ladies: but 
every one, particularly Mrs. Lambert, was s~ruck 
with the fine, deep and manly tone of his friend­ship for l\'.Iartin. 

He refused all invitations for the next day, 
which he devoted entirely to his friend, though 

6 
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he avoided all particular conversation, dwelling 
much on old times. He went through the Sun­
day duties with great seriousness and propriety, 
though no one compared his voice to Marten's, 
and the ladies, in general, acknowledged to each 
other, that . they did not quite understand the 
object of his sermons. 

Lady Alicia said that they had a tendency to 
antinomianism, and that he made salvation too 
easy and unconditio;al; she rejoiced, she added, 
that they were not to have him always. Miss 
Liptrot and others were quite of her opinion. 
A few obscure persons of the congregation, 
hovever, went borne rejoicing that the doctrines 
which they had heard that day, had, at length, 
found a voice in their parish church . . 

Marten was so well on the Sunday evening, 
that he asked Edward to read his sermons to him 
as he sat in his easy chair. 

This reading introduced a long and deep dis­
cussion between the young men, commenced by 
a question of Marten's. •' Did Lady Alicia, as 
you walked from church this evening, give you 
any opinion respecting these discourses, Ed­
ward?" 

"None whatever," he replied; immediately 
proceeding to open out his whole mind respect­
ing what he had heard at the Fair Holmes, and 
telling bis friend that he had been startled by the 
very evident low standard of religion in that society. 

Marten asked him what he meant. To which 
he answered, "Are you not aware that these 
ladies believe, or profess to believe, that good 
works are necessary to salvation?" 

"And are they not?" asked Marten; speaking 
without reflection, or rather in heat, for he felt 
some implied attack upon himself. 
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"Argumentum ad hominem, as Ladbrook used 
to say,'' answered Mansfield. "Therefore the 
eleventh and twelfth Articles of the Church of 
Eng-land, for the Rev. John Marten, in answer 
to the said question, respecting the necessity of 
good works for justification, which is the fore­
runner of, and includes, every christian blessing. 

Marten candidly confessed that he_ had spoken 
hastily; and made no attempt to refute or soften 
down the articles to which his companion had 
alluded ; but turned the discourse on the point 
of expediency. He had, he said, thought the 
ladies so good, and doing so much good in their 
way, and meaning so well, that it seemed almost 
a pity to disturb their minds, by bringing doc­
trines forward which seemed to be too high for them. 

"vVell," replied Mansfield, "granting for 
argument's sake, that they are so very good, 
and doing so much good, what more can 
be required-' They that are whole need not 
a physician, &c.' But a question might be 
suggested, setting courtesy aside-for courtesy 
attributes no defects to a fair lady-if these said 
ladies of the Fair Holmes are of the race of 
Adam, can they be so very good? or can they 
perform works good and acceptable in the sight of 
divine purity, and hence deserving of salvation. 

"Why, my dear fellow, never was the mere 
man nor woman yet, who could by his deserv­
ings evade the penalty of natural death, the 
punishment of sin : how then can any such ex­
pect to merit eternal life by any of bis good 
deeds, or anything like irreproachable purity?­
Therefore, without questioning the qualities of 
your ladies, I cannot conceal my fears from you, 
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that you have rather administered to their self­
approval than endeavoured to awaken them from 
their dangerous state of self-delusion, by boldly 
telling them that in common with all mankind, 
their condition, independently of Christ, is utterly 
without hope." · 

It was a blessing to Marten that his strength 
had been brought low before this conversation 
with Mansfield, and that he had not power to 
argue. He was compelled from very weakness 
to listen; an<l many were the truths brought be­
fore him, not only that evening, but during the 
remainder of the period spent with him by 
Mansfield. 

Amongst these was a remark on the efficacy 
of means. All means, however small, and even 
apparently a<lverse1 in the hand of God are effec-
tual, though in themselves utterly unavailing. .,, 
Man should use his ministry under the con- ✓ 
viction of this twofold truth-that simply, and 
without the Divine blessing, it is of no avajl; but 
may extend its influence through time into eter-
nity if that blessing accompany it. 

'' The multiplied works of benevolence," 
Mansfield also remarked, "are the effects of the 
prevalence at one time or other, however distant 
and remote, of Christian principles; these are 
the roots of them, for they flourish not in heathen 
societies. But in the degree that these works are 
severed from pure Christian motives, they be­
come more worldly in their object, and tend 
more surely to formality and corruption; like 
beautiful blossoms broken from the root which 
nourished them, which never bear fruit, but pre­
sently fade, and after a little while, are fit only 
to be cast out upon the dunghill. That minister, 
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therefore, who is most highly blessed in declaring 
the Saviour, is the man whose branches assuredly will bear the most abundant fruit." 

It was occasionally only that Mansfield con­
versed consecutively as seriously as he did that Sunday evening. 

As Marten got better, and was better able to 
bear it, he no longer restrained certain impulses 
which were strong within him, to play a little 
with what he considered the ridiculous circum­stances of lVlarten's situation. 

" These women, Marten," he said, "with their 
sweetmeats and their comforters, and their cod­
lings and their messages, and their dear minister, 
will soon make you little better than themselves; 
they will wholly unman you. You must get 
away, or you will he drawn in to knit comforters 
with your own hands, to wear flannel waistcoats 
in the dog days, and to be needle-threader in 
general at the ladies' committees. Your mind 
will be ruined out and out. You must cut and 
run; for you cannot suppose that you will be spared voluntarily ." 

Now, if there was one thing more than another 
more hateful to Marten, it was to be an object of 
even the most good-natured ridicule. lVIansfield's 
was kindly intended, but Marten felt it the 
more, because be had had some misgivings on the 
subject in his own mind: he, however, endea­
voured to put off the subject, and when his friend 
thought that he had said enough, the affair was suffered to drop. 

During the last few days of Mansfield's visit, 
Marten was so recovered as to be able to take 
walks with him, iu which he did not obtain more 
vigour in body from the fresh air, than in mind, 

-
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from t~e manly and pious conversation of his 
compan10n. 

Mansfield left J.\ilarten in a very different frame 
to that in which he found him, which will appear 
as we proceed. 

When Edward was gone, and Marten fell into 
his former habits, a careless observer might have 
said, that the illness and the visitor had left no 
impression; but so it was not-there had com­
menced in the mind of Marten a dissatisfaction 
and distaste for his condition-an inclination to 
look more deeply into what was going forward­
to weigh and scrutinize the schemes of his pa­
troness-and to calculate the value of the com­
pliments poured upon him. 

These feelings undoubtedly affected his man­
ner; he became graver than usual, and often 
seemed to be absent in mind when present in 
body. 

The buildings and preparations for the school 
bad, in the mean time, so far advanced, that Lady 
Alicia set seriously to work to inq.uire for a 
schoolmistress; but as she intended to have her 
own way, this affair had not been again discussed 
in public, nor was it generally known in the 
town what was proposed, nor exactly whether 
the building, which was under preparation, was 
intended for a general day-school, or an asylum 
for orphans. 

Marten's illness had passed several weeks, and 
April had come in with her fairest flowers and 
softest gales, when one morning the subject of 
the schoolmistress was revived between Marten 
and the Lady Alicia, the latter never dreaming 
of the possibility that Marten's ideas on the 
matter should not entirely coincide with hers. 

Her first words reminded him of his neglect in 
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not having ascertained something more of the characters and capabilities of Mrs. Fell, but he gave no utterance to his thoughts. 
Lady Alicia, therefore, was permitted to go on with her plans. "There may be," she said, "a little opposition; there is a party, I am aware, for the old schoolmistress, but it can make no head against us. We have two hundred and fifty pounds, one hundred nearly of which are so contributed, as to carry no votes: thirty-one votes, therefore, is the present number, and I shall make it a law, that a::; soon as we begin the public canvass, no n~w vote for this year shall be purchased. Thus, then, the matter now stands: of my suspected enemies I count Mrs. Lambert two; Mrs. Arnould and two of her intimates in the town, three; Mrs. Alethea Dow, one; and Mrs. Bridget Elton, one : in all, seven. On my side my own ten; Mrs. Dolman, and two more of our ladies, three, and Dr. Beecher one; w bich, with Lord H-'s ten, gives us an overwhelming majority." 

"But," thought l\'Iarten, "are these last ten quite certain?" 
A hint at a walk in the afternoon with Miss Mary Liptrot and one other of the ladies, with an implied request, that Marten would ac­company them, induced him to proclaim a call after dinner on parish business, and, in conse­quence, be set forth as soon as he had taken that 

meal. He set out to do that which should have been done months before-to make an acquaint­ance with the school-dame, Mrs. Fell. 
He knew where to look for the widow's house: it was quite on the other side of the town, be­

hind the church, on a sloping ground, not very 
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remote from a water-mill, the noise of which was 
distinctly heard when the breeze set that way, as 
well as the rushing of the stream which turned 
the wheel. 

The cottage, which was old and roomy, stood 
in a garden fragrant with old-fashioned flowers; 
for there is a fashion in flowers as well as in all 
things else in creation : but when Marten 
knocked at the door, which was protected by a 
porch, he could make no one hear, with the ex­
ception of a magpie, which chattered from 
within, and had something to say in answer to 
every peal from without. Marten recollected that 
it was Thursday, half-holiday evening·, and he 
turned from the door, purposing another visit 
at some future time not far distant. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

FROM the old school-house, Marten pursued 
his walk in the direction of a wood of con­
siderable extent, at a small distance, one which 
he had aforetime visited in company with 
Mansfield. He walke<l quickly, having Miss 
Liptrot in his mind's eye, until he had concealed 
his person from the view of any one who might 
be walking in the open fields on that side of the 
town, in one so young and active as Marten, and 
then fell into that lingering step which denotes a pre-occupied mind. 

The spring was an early one, and April seemed 
that year to have lost no time in adorning herself 
in all that garniture with which the poets gene­
rally endow her. The trees were bursting into leaf; birds were hailing the bright days from 
every branch; primroses appeared in clusters on 
the more open banks, and there was a scent of violets, that sweetest of sweet perfumes, unknown 
in torrid latitudes. Bees were busy amid the 
opening blossoms; the rush of the river above 
the mill was heard more distinctly than at the 
cottage below; and though 1VIarten seemed. to 
be hardly conscious of the scenes through which 
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he loitered, yet was he invited, by the impression 
made by its various circumstances on his senses, 
to turn back to the earliest, simplest, and happiest 
periods of his life. 

His very early years had been spent amid rural 
scenes, before his family was broken up by the 
death of his mother, and he had been sent to 
school when his father went abroad. Dim, very 
dim and undefined were all his real recollections 
of his mother; but even that very dimness had 
assisted him in forming such an image of her­
not exactly such indeed 

"As youthful poets fancy when they love," 

but such as many a bereaved child, of fine imagi• 
nation, bas formed of parents who have passed 
away, whilst yet bis infant memory was incapable 
of retaining distinct and permanent images. 
Marten thought of his mother, such as he ima­
gined her to have been, then of Henry Milner, 
Mr. Dolben, an<l Mansfield, and of his late 
happy intercourse with his young friend, and 
lastly, of what this friend had said of his own 
situation, and the influence it was likely to have 
on his character. He felt that he was beginning 
to weary of its irksomeness; and y~t he thought, 
bow could be give Lady Alicia the pain of even 
hinting to her, that he was capable of such ingrati­
tude? He had turned out of the more public path 
through the wood into a long embowered vista, 
where the trees arching above, much resembled 
a long cloister, shadowy, and well-defined in 
its whole length, but opening at the farther end 
on the brilliant sky. Towards the centre of 
this vista, Marten observed the procumbent 
trunk of a tree a little out of the path. He 
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turned to it, and sat down, leaning back on the 
convenient bough of another tree, and thus situ­
ated in perfect ease of limb, his mind became 
even more busy than before. Whilst in this po­
sition, with his eyes bent down on the quivering 
and dancing light, reflected through the slightly 
agitated boughs above upon the moss below, a 
soft young voice reached his ear, and looking up, 
he saw two figures passing before him along the 
avenue. 

The one was that of an aged woman, small, 
and slightly, though not ungracefully, bent; the 
air was not that of a peasant, nor of a low person 
of town life; it was rather that of a humble gentle­
woman, who, with the mind of a lady, was in the 
position of one of lowly habits. 

But we may ask, what is it we mean, when we 
speak of the air of an individual? Who can 
answer this question? It is a something by many 
understood, but by what sense we know not; but 
it pervades the whole person, and is incapable of 
disguise. 

The dress of this old person was particularly 
neat, though showing that it had been carefully 
saved. The fashion belonged to past years; the 
cloak, of black mode, trimmed with narrow lace, 
and the transparent white apron, fresh from the 
folds, both spoke of the days of the grandmother 
of such a man as Marten. 

A walking-stick, headed with silver, was in the 
right hand of the venerable dame. She held by 
the left a little girl, probably about six years of 
age, a light and fairy-like child; who, if her deli­
cate auburn ringlets, which fell below her straw 
bonnet, were not displaced, must be supposed to 
be as pretty and fair as she was neat in attire, 
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and graceful in step. She was looking up to her 
aged companion, as Marten saw by the position 
of her head, for he could not see her face, and 
the sweet tones of her voice reached him for some 
time, as the progress of the little party was very 
slow. They were going on to where the light 
without broke in on the shade of the wood . 

They had hardly passed out of sight, when 
voices of a very different kind from that of the 
fair-haired child burst unwelcomely on the ear of 
the young curate. They came by the way of the 
town, at the end of tbe shadowy path directly op-

fJosed to that by which the old person and the 
ittle girl had gone. 

:Marten listened attentively, and soon ascer­
tained the voice to be that of Miss Mary Liptrot, 
who was talking with her usual exaltation of tone 
to some person whom she had brought with her 
as a convenient auditor. 

After having delivered himself of an exclama­
tion of impatience, up sprang the young curate, 
turning bis back on the path, and diving deeper 
into the wood, with the intention of making his 
way out at the opposite end, and getting round in 
that direction to the high road, and thus back to 
the town. But the progress of a r.µan through a 
grove where there is much tangled underwood, 
can never be forward to his object, unless he has 
lost all regard for the consistency of his coat, 
which was not the case of our curate; be there­
fore was compelled to wind about and about, and 
to return oftentimes on his steps. Hence there 
was sufficient leisure for that to happen, which 
one of the three parties in and near the wood most 
sincerely desired might not happen, namely, a 
general meeting. 
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Marten was so long in making his progress, that when he arrived at the corner of the wood, nearest the road, he saw, and was startled to see, a figure seated on the bank just at the skirt of the copse; and as this was a female figure, he had his fears lest she might prove to be Miss Liptrot; he accordingly drew behind a screen of brush­wood, from whence, unseen, he might inspect the figure. 
Soon, however, he was satisfied that the person w horn he could see clearly through his screen was not the one he was flying from-but the an­cient dame in the mode cloak; she sate alone, with her stick in her hand-the very image of quiet. Marten, however, at the same moment that he had ascertained this point, very distinctly beard steps, and a rustling among the boughs, so very near to himself, that he did not doubt that the tormentor had followed him, and that his only chance was to remain still, where he was. 

Again all was quiet for more than a minute, and then he heard the old person utter a rather feeble call. She was calling to the child who had been with her when he had first seen her; the name by which she invoked the little one was Rosa; and she repeated the call after another minute, somewhat elevating her voice, and saying, " Rosa-Rosa !-where are you, my child?" 
Another instant, and the crackling of dry boughs and sere leaves un<ler a light foot, was heard in the vicinity of Marten, and the child came bounding from the copse in full view of the young man, and came dancing up to the aged woman. 

All that the dark gold ringlets had promised was more than verified in the beautiful features 
H 2 
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and beaming countenance of this lovely child. 
Her bonnet had been pushed back from her head 
by some projecting bough, and being held by the 
strings, rested like a monk's hood on her shoul­
ders, as she came with her small hand laden 
with flowers. · 

"Did you think me long, dear grandmother?" 
she said; "but you know that I am a fairy-your 
little fairy rose. I have been through the wood, 
and through the wood. 

Who would not be 
A fairy like me? 

But see, grandmother," she added, whilst the 
gayer expression of her countenance passed away, 
and her sweet young features assumed a beau­
tiful and almost holy expression, "see, grand­
rnother,"-and with her right hand she took the 
flowers which she bad gathered one by one from 
her left, and presented tb~m to the venerable 
dame. "There," she said, "is the sweet violet 
and the pale primrose, and the wood anemone; 
see it droops already, yet it is very beautiful: see 
how they are all decked and painted without and 
within. Your fairy rose never wore such colours, 
di<l she dear grandmother? BL t I went a long, 
long way in the wood to where we once found 
lilies, and there was not one. I did want a 
lily for a very particular reason." 

"What for, my child?" asked the old person; 
"lilies are fair indeed, but are not these you 
have brought rue equally so? Are not all flowers 
given to man to remind him of the rich bounty 
of God, and to give the believer some notices of 
what that world will be when death shall have 
no longer any power over creation 1" 
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"But grandmother," resumed the child, with a 
sweet earnestness, for her whole face was visible 
to Marten, " I did want to find a lily for a very 
particular reason; but you say that the flowers 
I have brought are as pretty as lilies, then the 
verse will do as well for them." 

Then, as if having made up some resolution­
" Now then, grandmother," she said, laying her 
small hand on that of the old person, " consider 
the lilies of the field, how they grow ; they toil 
not, neither do they spin; and yet I say unto you, 
that even Solomon, in all his glory, was not 
arrayed like one of these. Wherefore, if God so 
clothe the grass of the field'-Y ou know the rest, 
grandmother." 

"What means my child?" asked the grand­
mother. 

"Last night, dear grandmother," she answered, 
"when you and my mother had finished your 
prayers for me, you stood on each side my bed; 
you thought I was a asleep, and you were crying, 
and you said-Oh! if that sorrow comes which we 
expect,-! do not know what sorrow it is,-then 
what will become of Rosa ?-she may be a beg­
gar, turned out from house and home. I did. not 
speak though I was awake; but before I slept 
a.gain I thought of the verse about the lilies, and 
I got you to walk to this wood this evening·, be­
cause I thought I could find a lily here." 

"Do you not feel sure," she added, in a tone 
still more serious than the one she had used be­
fore, "that if God takes thought for the grass of 
the field, he will take care of your fairy rose, 
and of you, too-and of my dear mother r' she 
addetl, throwing herself on the neck of the old 
person. 
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For an instant Marten heard only the low sobs 
of the sweet child, and then the solemn voice of 
the aged woman, saying, "I thank thee, 0 
Father, Lord of heaven and earth, that thou hast 
hidden these things from the wise and prudent, 
and revealed them to babes." 

How discordant was the sound which the very 
next moment burst on Marten's ears! 

"My good woman," said the shrill voice of 
Miss Liptrot, "have you seen Mr. Marten in this 
direction ? he was traced as far as this coppice, 
and his presence is much required at the Fair 
Holmes. I have been seeking him this hour in this very wood." 

"Have you so?" thought Marten, quietly ex­
tricating himself from the brushwood, and when 
clear, making off in double quick time," but why 
is my presence needful at the Fair Holmes; must 
I ask leave whenever I wish to take a walk? 
What young man of any spirit would submit to 
this sort of thing? I wonder that I have borne it 
so long. So also does the writer of these memoirs; 
but iron chains do not gall, so long as the wea11er 
can mistake them for silken fillets. 

It was one of the peculiar qualities of Lady­
Alicia's sway, that she never left her dependants 
any time or opportunity for reflection ; she had 
the art of keeping those under her influence in 
such a constant petty ferment during the busy 
portion of the twenty-four hours, that they were 
almost incapable of reflection during those gene­
rally given to retirement and rest. 

Marten, as he stalked rapidly towards the Fair 
Holmes, was so full of conjectures respecting 
what possibly mig·ht have happened since he left 
home, that his mind could not rest a moment 
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upon what at the time had excited a high degree 
of interest in his mind. He wondered how such 
a family as that, two such members of which he 
had heard and seen, could have existed in Steeple 
Lawford, and he not know it. He had not seen 
the old person and the child, if he remembered 
aright, in the church. He was right there, for 
they occupied an obscure seat behind a pillar, 
and came in at a side door ; so he settled it, 
that they were strangers, for he did not give 
the parish the credit of such people. He was not 
aware that there are few, if any, place·s where 
Christianity is professed, where the Almighty has 
not his hidden ones ; but had Marten known 
this, and had he only been introduced to one of 
these, he would have found many more. But 
their very character as hidden ones, prevents 
them from forcing themselves forwards when not 
sought. 

Marten being clear of the wood, made rapid 
progress to the Fair Holmes, and there he found 
Lady Alicia all excitement. She was on the out­
look for him-all impatient to tell him what had 
happened: in her hand were open letters. 

'' This," she said, pointing to one, " is from my 
sister; she is ill-very ill, I fear, at Leamington 
Spa. I must go to her. This," she added," is from 
London-the governess is found, and decided upon 
-a most superior person, and all that-we must 
have the election before I go. I have arranged it 
all four days hence. Lord H-- is at Wood ville; 
you must write to him, Mr. Marten, and you 
shall send him, enclosed, this letter from London. 
We will have a committee meeting in the morning. 
Early the next day man and horse shall g·o off t.o 
Woodville. You will state to him how the affair 
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stands, and procure a document by which we can 
avail ourselves of his ten votes. Come, now sit 
down, we must write our circulars to call the committee for to-morrow, at noon." 

It was getting dusk before these circulars were 
written, sealed, and sent out. Miss Liptrot had 
come in ; and Marten was on the very point 
of betraying himself, by asking who the old per­
son was, of whom she had asked if he had been 
seen; he, however, caught himself up in time. 

Before he took leave that night, Lady Alicia 
engaged him to breakfast with her, as she had 
more last words to say before the meeting. 

There was more discord at this meeting 
than had ever before occurred at any meeting at the Fair Holmes. 

There was a strong and decided party for the 
present dame; the character given to her was 
very superior; it was allowed, indeed, that she 
was failing from age, but her daughter was as­
serted to be equal in piety and abilities to her 
mother, and it was strongly urged that she should 
be the person selected. The utter ruin of the 
family which had hitherto lived in comfort, was 
another plea which was urged, and the hold which 
both mother and daughter had qn the affections 
of many in the town, was also very strongly 
stated; lVIrs. Lambert and Mrs. Arnould being the chief speakers. 

l\tiarten was astonished at the irritation be­
trayed by Lady Alicia; he had never seen her 
so discomposed; but it is to be remembered, that 
he had never seen her so decidedly opposed. His 
own · mind was strongly with the party for the 
dau<Yhter of Mrs. Fell, but not having seen her 
nor 

0

her mother, to his knowledge, for which he 
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blamed his own negligence, he could say the less, 
though he hinted more than once, that he thought 
Mrs. Lambert and Mrs. Arnould had adduced 
some arguments which should be attended to. 
Lady Alicia bore all down before her, by saying, 
that the affair would and must be settled on the 
Mon<lay next, being the eve of her journey to 
Leamington : and that as votes were free, the 
general opinion would be ascertained by the num­
bers in favour of each candidate. She dismissed 
her committee shortly after this, and within two 
hours from that time the whole town was made 
acquainted with what bad passed at the Fair 
Holmes, and Mrs. Fell told that there was little 
hope, but that she must shut her doors, and close 
her school. 

Lady Alicia detained Marten with her for some 
time after the ladies were gone, being herself so 
hot, that she hardly suffered him to speak, though 
he made several attempts. 

At length, on his saying that he could stay no 
longer, she said " well, you will prepare your 
packet for Lord I-I--, and enclose the letter 
about the person from town. The man will go 
off by day dawn. I cannot wait for the round­
about business of posts." 

"I shall tell his lordship," replied Marten," how 
the case stands exactly ; you will think that right, 
Lady Alicia." 

"You will tell him my opinion," returned the 
lady, "and your own, of course." 

" Mine," said M arten, " is not exactly de­
"d d" Cle . 

"Indeed," replied the lady, "then of course it 
goes for nothing, and can have no influence;" 
and she was about to give him the London letters, 
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when she drew it back. '' On second thoughts," 
she said, " I will write a few lines myself, and 
enclose the letter to send with your dispatch." 

Marten then took his leave, and after a hasty 
dinner, went again in search of Mrs. Fell. 

As he pro·ceeded through the street, several 
respectable people met him, all full of the affair 
of the school, and all with much concern depicted 
in their countenances, lamenting the injury 
threatened to Mrs. Fell and her daughter. One 
bore witness to the excellent qualities of the 
mother, another to the daughter, Mrs. Merton; 
one lamented what was about to be, in conse­
quence of recollections of former days, when he or 
she had been blessed with sweet instruction, 
poured fro~ the lips of the venerable dame, and 
others grieved for their children who were under 
the teaching of the younger. 

"But," said Marten, "even if the new school 
is established under the other person, why cannot 
Mrs. Fell carry on her school? there are children 
enough for both." 

He was told that the poorer sort, those who 
chiefly sent their children to Mrs. Fell, would be 
glad to save their fourpences and sixpences; that 
the old school would be inevitah1y knocked up, 
and the dame, no doubt, obliged to break up her 
household, not having means to pay her rent. 
She had, they said, already made up her 
mind to this; and Mrs. Merton had talked of a 
service where she might have the care of chil­
dren. "God help them, poor souls!" was the 
general cry. 

As :Marten passed the George, the landlord, 
who stood under the gateway, called to him to 
plead the same cause. " Lord sake, Mr. Mar-
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ten," he said, "you must stop this business; her 
ladyship is a very good lady, for all her fads 
about the races and such like; but in this matter 
she is altogether in the wrong box. Why, Mr. 
M~rten, there is not such another bible scholar in 
the parish, and it is not Dame Fell's fault, nor 
her daughter, if we are not all a pretty deal 
better than we are." 

Marten got more and more excited as he went 
on, and was glad to turn off from the importuni­
ties of the people, by making a short cut across 
.the churchyard, by which he was soon brought 
in view of the cottage, with its antique gables, its 
windows in the thatch, and its fragrant garden. 
He descended the bank in baste, for it lay a little 
lower than the churchyard, and bad just opened 
the wicket, when he was brought to a stand by 
an object which thrilled through his heart. It 
was the same little girl whom he had seen and 
heard in the wood-the Fairy Rose, as her grand­
mother fondly called her. Her sunny locks were 
unshaded, and were disordered by the breeze 
which played through them. Her attitude was 
precisely such a one as an artist would have 
chosen to depict patient sorrow: she was leaning 
with her arm shading her eyes against the rustic 
pillar of the porch, and from one moment to 
another her whole person was agitated by a sob. 

If the gentle reader requires any detailed ex­
planation of what passed in Marten's mind when 
be looked on that fair weeping child-the Fairy 
Rose, all bathed in dew-I am grieved at not 
being able to satisfy him. Some feelings are too 
fine to be described, so I shall only say, Marten 
hastened back to his lodgings, and dashed ~ff his 
letter to Lord H--, and fearing to read 1t, he 
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put it up with Lady Alicia's packet, which he 
found on his table when he returned, and gave it 
to Mrs. Brett, whose husband was the person to 
ride off with it by day-break. He then left his 
house again, not wishing to encounter Lady Alicia 
until the packet was past recall. 

It requires almost a super-human effort for a 
man to become suddenly sincere with a person 
between whom and himself there has been for 
some length of time an interchange of flatteries. 
Marten's eyes seemed suddenly and violently, as 
it were, opened to the weakness-not to use a 
stronger word-of his compliance to his patroness. 
He saw that, to please her, he had lowered the 
tone of his doctrines, actually for her sake holding 
back many that he knew to be true. He had 
done wrong, he felt; but he had been misled by 
her excessive kindness. It was required of him 
to be more sincere with her; but he must not 
give her pain if it could be avoided. She, he 
felt, had the affection of a mother for him ; she 
was as proud of him as mother ever was of a dear 
son; but he farther thought, I must not deceive 
her-. I must tell her that I have spoken well of 
the old schoolmistress. I think I have done it 
correctly and fairly. . ,, 

And he did make some sort of confession the 
next morning, but it was in a tone so guarded 
and so tame, that it hardly seemed to attract any 
att.ention from the lady, who was all alive with 
the two objects before her, and in all the bustle 
and excitement of preparation. Never did Marten 
appear to be in higher favour than he was at this 
time, for his patroness had a thousand little ta_sks 
for him to perform, and he had as many direc­
tions to r'eceive, respecting· what was to be done 
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in her absence. The messenger from Woodville 
arrived on the Saturday; he broug·ht a polite 
note to Lady Alicia, wishing all success to the 
school, and a sealed packet to Marten, which was 
not to be opened till the votes of the other sub­
scribers bad all been collected. Lady Alicia had so 
arranged her plans, that she and Miss Liptrot were 
to set off immediately after the meeting on the 
Monday, not having the slightest suspicion that 
any defeat awaited at that meeting. Marten him­
self almost doubted how the affair would turn out; 
whilst lVIrs. Fell, when looking at her Fairy Rose, 
derived her comfort principally from the light from 
above, thrown upon the quotation so beautifully 
adduced by that fair child, during their last walk 
together in the wood. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

AT eleven of the clock on the Monday morn­
ing, the Lady Alicia sate at the head of her long 
table in her elegant saloon, with her companion, 
Miss Liptrot, awaiting the arrival of the per­
sons· entitled to vote in the affair of the school­
mistress. Before her lay, in business.like order, 
sundry elegantly bound account books, and a 
handsome apparatus for writing; and her lady­
ship herself was in her most bland and agreeable 
spirits-not too high, neither too reserved nor 
fine-which last she could be on occasion, but 
prepared to be most extraordinarily polite. 

Marten was the first person who came in; he 
brought Lord H--'s sealed packet in his hand ; 
Lady Alicia took possession of it, and laid it on 
her right hand, with a look whicl1 seemed to say, 
this is our own-our corps de reserve. 

Mrs. Lambert next appeared; that lady was 
not in her most talkative mood. Marten could 
not read her countenance, well as he thought he 
knew her. She was speedily followed by the 
other ladies; and when all were come, Lady 
Alicia having established Marten as secretary of 
the school, to collect and write down the votes, 
the business commenced. 

" We will first, _if you please, take one side, and 
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then the other," proposed Lady Alicia. "Mr. 
Marten, we will first take Mrs. Lambert's party­
I should prefer speaking last." Marten wrote, 
''Mrs.Lambert first,'' &c. &c., until the seven votes 
expected to be in favour of Mrs. Fell, were all 
gathered in, and stood, in their paucity, ill-pre­
pared to meet and contend with Lady Alicia's ten, and four more on the other side. 

There was a momentary silence in the room 
when these votes were so far ascertained, and 
signs of very evident distress on the kindly coun­
tenances of several of the losing party. At this 
crisis Lady Alicia extended her jewelled hand to 
Lord H--'s sealed packet, and handed it to Marten,directing him to open it-at the same time 
busying herself with one of the books upon the 
table, to conceal the expression of her countenance, 
which was that of triumph,-one which is never 
graceful, and one which there are few occasions on which people like to betray it. 

Every eye, excepting those of the lady, was 
fixed on Marten as he opened the seal ; their 
gazes becoming more and more intent, whilst, reading an enclosed paper, his cheeks and brow became like crimson. 

"vVhat is it, Mr. lVIarten ?" said Lady Alicia, 
" who had looked up, and been startled at his " appearance. 

"It is not-not as I expected, madam," he murmured. 
"How, how!" she asked, "give me the paper; 

and as she read it, she turned excessively pale, 
and her lip quivered: but using all her self­
command, she handed it to Mrs. Lambert, saying, 
"Well, ladies, you have gained the day, and I 
trust that all will turn out better than I expect-
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Mr. Marten, you will take charge of these 
books:" and striking her repeater," Liptrot,'' she 
added," we mu.-st be off-we are too late already. 
Ladies, adieu! I shall hope to return in a few 
weeks.'' Then hastily giving Marten a finger., 
not as aforetime, a whole hand to shake, she 
passed from the room by an inner door, leaving 
the ladies to look at each other with a degree of 
astonishment which had not often been experi­
enced at the Fair Holmes. 

Before this astonishment had proceeded to ex­
press itself by anything more than open eyes and 
raised hands, Marten very prudently gathered 
up the books, and made off. Pleased he was be­
yond all contradiction at the decision; but he 
was sorry for Lady Alicia, and did not know how 
far he was himself implicated as having in­
fluenced Lord H--'s decision; the single 
finger convinced him that he had not come off 
clear of suspicion. He had scarcely reached his 
parlour when he saw the carriage drive off with 
his patroness and Miss Liptrot, and she was 
hardly gone when he saw the ladies go out in a 
body from the Fair Holmes ; and not another 
half-hour succeeded, when be heard the bells 
strike up from the steeple, bei'llg set in motion 
by all, and they were many, who wished well to 
dame Fell, or who hated Lady Alicia on the 
score of the races and the beer-shops. 

As it has been necessary to dwell so long on 
this part of Marten's career, we must not enlarge 
upon that portion of it which Lady Alicia spent 
at Leamington. l\!Irs. Lambert, as formerly, 
claimed much of his time, yet was that time not 
without its profit to him, and perhaps also to 
her. They went often together to visit the school-
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dame's cottage, where things still went on in the 
old way, as no change was to be made till the re­
turn of the patroness. 

In that cottage they enjoyed the benefit of wit­
nessing the beautiful and ennobling effects of 
piety in the three stages of human life-vene­
rable and feeble age, the strength and vigour of 
middle life, and the tender bloom of opening 
youth. · 

Many things which dropped at these times 
from the lips of the venerable mother, by the 
Divine blessing, sank deep into the breast of 
Marten, though for the time being they seemed 
unnoticed by him. 

Something was said one day, in a tone of quiet 
sarcasm, by Mrs. Lambert, of Lady Alicia; iu 
reply to which, Mrs. Fell said-" Ah! dear ma­
<lam, be not too hard upon her; I believe her to 
be a worthy lady, and the instrument of much 
good in the hands of God. Look at her infant 
school, many a one cherished there will rise 
up and bless her. If, sometimes, she is mis­
taken, who is not so ?-who can say I have 
done good and have not sinned." And as if 
her mind had shot beyond all present things, 
she proceeded to speak of him who was able to 
preserve the human nature from any spot or con­
tamination of sin, and then addressing Marten, 
"My dear young gentleman," she said, "you 
have been called to the ministry during a time of 
much trouble, from the variety of opinions now 
afloat amongst professing Christians. It is your 
wish, I believe, to exercise your calling for the 
benefit of your fellow creatures, and your desire 
to be enabled to do for such as are unde1· 
your influence what may prove of lasting benefit 
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to them. If so, may it be your prayer to God, 
that you may be enabled simply, faithfully, and 
continually, to declare what Christ has done for 
the race of Adam, a subject which never can be 
exhausted, and may be displayed in as many forms 
as .there are beautiful objects in nature, or beau­
tiful relations in society. Not, indeed, neglecting 
acts of charity and kindness to the mortal parts 
of your fellow creatures, but being ever confident 
and assured, that the only way in which one 
man can be instrumental to permanent good to 

· ,another, is by making· him, by divine permission, 
acquainted with the truth as it is in Christ our 
Lord. Every other act of kindness which it may 
be put into the heart of one man to do for another, 
being of the earth, and affecting only earthly 
things, changes with the elements of which it is 
co1nposed, and wit~ them will finally dissolve and 
pass away, as if they had never been; but the 
word of the Lord abideth for ever." 

It was after having heard these remarks, that 
Mrs. Lambert said to Marten-" There is a great 
deal in what that old dame says; I shall not easily 
forget the manner in which she resolves all our 
good works into nothing. She makes no more 
of them than our great poet does of all the gor­
geous works of art," and she repeated with some 
emphasis,-

"' The cloud-ca pp' d to_wers, the gorgeous palaces, 
The solemn· temples, the great globe itself, 
Yea, all which it inherits, shall dissolve; 
And like this insubstanti.al pageant faded, 
Leave not a rack behiud.' " 

"So much for our good works. I believe she is 
more right than some of us are inclined to think." 
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Lady Alicia was detained longer than she had 
expected at Leamington, so that the races were 
over, and Marten's two years had expired, when 
she sent orders to her servants to get all things 
ready at the Fair Holmes for her reception. 

The month of July was far advanced when 
Lady Alicia returned. It was evening, and 
Marten ran out to hand her from her carriage, 
for he was glad to see her; and yet he felt, though 
he could not have said wherefore, that there was 
a something deficient in the cordiality with which 
she met him, and which reminded him uncom­
fortably of the single finger which she had ten­
dered before her departure. But she was more 
than usually polite, and even complimentary; he 
must drink tea with her, and walk with her about 
her grounds, and she had various questions to ask 
him, though she touched but lightly on the affair 
of the school. He was also to sup with her and 
Miss Liptrot; and as the hours advanced, he lost 
sight of the shadow which he thought he had 
observed when first they met. 

Whilst at the supper-table, she said, with a sort 
of affected carelessness, "By-the-by, Mr. J.VIarten, 
I have spent much time at Leamington with a 
friend of yours-a most charming woman, and 
I have reason to think a really pious one; though, 
as she herself confessed, in her own engaging 
simple way, till she happened to meet with me, 
she had ever been drawn too much away from 
serious matters; but she spoke of you with en­
thusiasm, as one of the most attached friends of 
her son, and he is a delightful young man. "VY" e 
were quite charmed with him; we heard him 
preach twice; he has not a strong voice, indeed, 
nor a forcible style, but he more than makes up 
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for these defects by his ,remarkable elegance of 
style, and the taste with which he uses the meta­
phorical language of Scripture : he created quite 
a sensation in Leamington." 

Whilst Lady Alicia was pouring forth all 
which is written above, Marten's mind was run­
ning the course of all his old acquaintance, to 
find this charming woman, and her sensation­
creating son; being as little able to recognise the 
persons by the description, as the eagle was to 
discover the progeny of her friend the owl by the 
delineation given of them by the mother. 

After some little hesitation, he was at length 
obliged to say, "Really, Lady Alicia, I am not 
able to recognise these persons; a charming 
woman, you say-and a distinguish~d son.'' 

"Have you forgotten Mrs. Banville and that 
elegant interesting young man, her son?" ex­
claimed Lady Alicia, in a sort of reproachful tone, 
though with an almost forced smile, the reproach 
arising· from a gentle hint given to her by the 
mother; to wit, that Edgar's superior merits had 
excited no small envy, and made a party against 
him at the university. 

At the sound of these names Marten started 
so decidedly, that the chicken he was raising to 
his mouth fell from his silver fork, and at the very 
same moment his opinion of Lady Alicia's saga­
city suffered also as decided a fall as the chicken. 
The look of astonishment which he gave to his 
patroness at the same critical moment-seeming 
to say-and could you possibly be gulled by that 
woman, or mistake that soft fellow Bonville for 
a man of sense ?-If so, what is the value of the 
high opinion you have professed for me? 

Lady Alicia was not so quick in reading coun-
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tenances as was her apparently more inconside­
rate friend. l\iliss Liptrot had been watching 
Marten closely through the whole conversation, 
and was almost as well acquainted with what was 
passing in his mind as he might be himself. She 
interrupted the silence by a laugh, and the re­
mark that Mr. Marten did not appear to be quite 
so enthusiastic an admirer of Mr. Bonville as the 
people were at Leamington. " Am I right?" she 
asked, looking hard at him. 

" Edgar is a good-natured fe1low, and an old 
acquaintance," replied Marten; "at any rate, he 
is better than his mother." 

"vVell, but how," asked Miss Liptrot, "in the 
true spirit of one who pokes straws through the 
bars of a tiger's cage, to set the noble beast a 
roaring. But Marten saw her aim; and drawing 
himself into himself, suffered the pleadings and 
praises which she used in favour of the widow to 
go to any length she chose to carry them; nor 
was the subject dropped, till he heard that lVIrs. 
Bonville, and perhaps her son, were likely soon 
to pay a visit at the Fair Holmes. 

Marten felt annoyed and disgusted with the 
whole business; not that he experienced any other 
feeling for Edgar, than a sort of contempt, un­
mixed with dislike; but for his mother he had a 
rooted aversion, and having resolved, when they 
appeared, to withdraw himself as much as possible 
from their society, he dismissed them from his 
mind. 

A week or more had passed since Lady Alicia's 
return, when Marten was made to under~tand 
that Mrs. Banville had fixed her day, and would 
be a! th~ Fair I-Iolmes very shortly .. ~e was 
walkmg rn the shrubbery with Lady Ahcia, when 
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she told him this news. Soon after which she said, 
"How speedily time flies! You have been here 
Mr. Marten, now, two years-you are not think­
ing of leaving us, are you, my dear sir?" The 
last words were uttered in the lady's gentlest 
accents, and appeared to Marten that they were 
intended to prevent what he supposed she would 
think a severe loss; even bis society and his as­
sistance in promoting all her plans for usefulness. 
He accordingly, in reply, failed not to pour forth 
such assurances of attachment to the place and 
to the people, and such interest in all that was 
going, and such a deep sense of gratitude to her­
self, that had an indifferent person heard them, 
he would have concluded that Marten was a fix­
ture at the Fair Holmes so long as Dr. Beecher 
chose to secure him the situation. 

Lady Alicia acknowledged her deep feeling of 
all that he asserted, and added a few delicate com­
pliments upon the pleasure, satisfaction, &c., she 
had hitherto derived from his society. 

"But,dear Mr. Marten," she said," to account for 
my question respecting your intention of remain-. 
ing he:re, I must inform you that Mrs. Bonville 
told me that her son, whilst we were in Leaming­
ton, had a letter from one of his and your common 
friends, who said, that the curacy of some place­
I forget where-had been offered to you, and 
that you had not decidedly rejected it." 

"Was the place Ravenswood?" asked :Marten. 
'' Mr. Mansfield wrote to tell me that such a 
curacy might be had; but being settled, I paid 
little attention to the affair." 

"My reason," replied Lady Alicia, "was merely 
this, that in case you should think of removing, 
now or some time hence, you might inform me; 
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one sometimes, you know, wishes to serve a 
friend." 

It is marvellous how a few little words some-· 
times overturn every feeling and purpose of the 
mind. So utterly astonished was Marten at these 
few little words of the lady, that for a few minutes 
he could not utter one word: the blood mantled 
to his very brow, and then receded till his very 
lips were colourless. The lady seemed purposely 
to avoid looking at him; she probably supposed 
that he was feeling something ; but she did not 
seem to be troubled with any sympathetic emo­
tions. Finding he did not immediately answer, 
she added, " Your friend, Mr. Bonville, is 
at present unemployed. His mother tells me 
he expects a family living, of some value, shortly 
to be thrown on his bands, but till then he is dis­
engaged. Do you think, as we a.re not to lose 
you, as we feared, that he could procure this 
Ravenswood?" 

"Lady Alicia," said Marten, endeavouring to 
manifest a coldness which he did not feel," far be 
it from me to stand in Mr. Bonville's way. It is 
quite indifferent to me, whether I leave Steeple 
Lawford this year or the next. Your ladyship 
will have the goodness to state your plans to Dr. 
Beecher; at all events, I shall leave this place in 
a few weeks. I have the honour to wish your 
ladyship a good morning." And he walked away 
with such a dignified march, that his steps re­
sounded till he bad quitted the gravel-walk, and 
passed through the little wicket. 

Shall we give our readers three or four pages 
of Marten's feelings ?-No, we will spare him the 
infliction. We shall only say, the cruellest and 
deepest cut of all was, that Edgar Bonville should 
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be preferred to himself. Had it been any one 
on the face of the earth but Edgar Bonville, he 
thought he could have borne it better; but 
such a soft youth as that, and through the in­
trigues of his mother, the stultissima-as she 
used to be called at Queen's. To be over­
reached by the stultissima ! He was exasperated 
almost to madness, until he had let off steam by 
two long letterE-, one to Henry Milner, and the 
other to Edward Mansfield, begging them to look 
out for something for him without the smallest 
delay. ·" That," as he expressed himself," I may let 
the people here fo11y know that I can obtain what 
is much better, and far more agreeable elsewhere, 
than what I now relinquish." These letters being 
signed, sealed, and posted by Marten's own hand, 
he dashed off to consult with Mrs. Lambert, as 
to what was best to be done in his present pre­
dicament. Mrs. Lambert sympathised warmly 
in his irritated feelings, but congratulated him on 
getting free from Lady Alicia's influence. What 
pleased Marten most, however, was her informa­
tion concerning a distant relation of her own, a 
rector, who had two livings, and was permitted 
to hold both; "and I know dear lVI r. ]Harten," she 
said, "that he is in want of a curate even now." 

Marten asked no questions of how it came that the situation seemed, as it were, to be going a 
begging; lmt in the heat of his resentment, he 
authorised Mrs. Lambert to write to her cousin, and to secure the situation for him. 

Things, after the eclaircissement which had 
taken place between Lady Al ieia and .Nfarten, hurried to the crisis with the swiftness of fate. 

Doctor Beecher behaved very handsomely to 
Marten; for when Lady Alicia spoke to him and 
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proposed Edgar as a substitute for the present 
curate, be would give no answer till he had seen the latter. 

"I foresaw this, Marten," he said; "I knew 
her ladyship better than you did-this of course 
between friends-but I will not give way to her, 
unless you wish it. Now then, unless the cha­
racter of this Mr. Banville is perfectly correct-• you know him, what is be?" 

"I know no harm of him," replied Marten; 
"bnt to be quite sincere, he is not-" and there he stopped . 

"Perchance not over bright," added the Doc­
tor, laughing; " I have heard this hinted. But 
may not a ready-made fool-excuse me, lVIarten­
do just as well for the ladies of the Fair Holmes, 
as one made by their own management, out of a 
man of sense? Eh, Marten, depend upon it, the 
sort of process carried on by the fair patroness is 
not good for the mind of any young man; it is an 
unnatural and enervating state of things. You 
did not expect such remarks from me, but of 
course, Marten, what the Rector says to his 
Curate goes no farther;" and then shaking him 
heartily by the hand, he added, "believe me, 
dear l\Iarten, to be your most sincere well-wisher, h " w erever you go. 

l\tlarten having declared that he wished to leave 
the place, Lady Alicia had nothing to do but to 
write to Mrs. Banville, and tell her that her son 
needed only to bring proper testimonials, to be accepted by Doctor Beecher. 

Mrs. Lambert was successful in the interest 
she made for the curacy of Bickerton ; she was 
only sorry that Marten could not have a holiday 
between giving up one curacy and taking another, 

I 
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but it was necessary for him to repair to the new 
place as soon as possible. 

Marten was rather pleased than otherwise that 
there was so much urgency in the case. It would 
deduct, he thought, from the triumph of Mrs. 
Bonville, to find that he was already provided 
with a charge on his leaving Steeple Lawford. 
He set -µianfully to pack, on the receipt of the 
letter, for it was his object to get off as soon 
as he could ; if possible, before the Bonvilles 
came, or the intended change was known in the 
parish. 

Mrs. Lambert, the only woman of sense, as 
l\iansfield had said, among the sisterhood of the 
Fair Holmes, was one of the few persons at 
Steeple Lawford to whom be did not like to say 
adieu, and the humble inhabitants of the school­
dame's house were amongst those of whom he 
also thought with regret. As to Lady Alicia, 
since the conversation in the shrubbery, he had 
entirely used his own convenience as to the times 
he visited her. 

It was an exercise of skill between them, who 
should be most respectfully polite to the other, 
and one which both achieved well; unless that 
there might be in Marten's manner, a little too 
much hauteur, and in that of the lady a too evi­
dent attempt to flatter. 

It was still only whispered in the town, that 
Marten was going, when he preached his last 
sermon; he gave no hint on the subject, but Mrs. 
Fell remarked, when she went home, that she 
had never before heard such a discourse from his 
lips-so sweet, so affectionate, or even of so high 
a tone regarding doctrine. 

" Bless him, my God!" she added, "and he will 
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bless him, and my prayers shall be for him, till, 
as the hymn says-

' This poor lisping stammering tongue 
Lies silent in the graYe.' '' 

The next day Marten took a polite leave of 
Lady Alicia, and having dismissed bis packages 
by a waggon, be said farewell to Doctor Beecher 
and Mrs. Lambert, and spent some sorrowful 
hours in his favourite wood, meditating there on 
the destruct.ion of the many brilliant fancies and 
hopes with which he had come to Steeple Law­
ford, two years before. 

The next day was fixed for the arrival of the 
Bonvilles; and early in the morning, Marten 
took leave of his pleasant lodgings, and walked 
down to the George, to wait for the starting of 
the coach. Not till the day before had the report 
of his speedy departure been talked of as a cer­
tain thing in the town, and at that hour few per­
sons were up; but the landlord of the inn stood 
in his gateway. 

'' So, Mr. lVIarten,'' he said, " you are off! I 
knew how it would be; some ladies is as change­
ful as the moon, and sure to be on the wane after 
they have shone at the full. But I can't but say 
as I am sorry, and so is my wife, and so is many 
more. We have had worse, and we may have 
worse ; besides we was beginning to like you. It 
is the way with us Britains, we likes a face we 
have seen long; though it might not be such a 
face as yours, sir, which we thought agreeable at 
the first look.'' 

"But what is it, my little one, what is it?" 
added the good man to a little fair girl, who came 
up at the instant; "what's these April showers ? 
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Why, you have been a weeping this fine morn­
. I" mg. 

:M~arten had looked in the direction pointed by 
the landlord's voice, and there he saw Rosa 
Merton, with the tear in her gentle eye, and a 
smile which looked almost forced on her ruddy 
lip. In her hand she held a small parcel, neatly 
sealed up; and she came close up to J\1:arten and 
then dropped a low curtsey. 

"V{ ell, my dear child?'' said Marten, perceiv­
ing that she hesitated to speak . 

The little girl burst into tears. "I am sorry, 
we are all sorry," she murmured ; " will you 
never come agairi, Mr. Martin? I did not think 
you would go; but will you please, sir, to take 
this parcel; it is a handkerchief, sir, of very 
white silk, and I have worked a rosebud in every 
corner. I thought when you used that handker­
chief, you would think how God helped you to 
save ua from being obliged to leave our happy 
Lome. My grandmother could not come, and 
my mother is gone out, so I came; but it makes 
me cry-I cannot help it :" so spake the Fairy 
Rose . . 
· Marten took the handkerchief, and though his 
purse was not very heavy, he wished to force a 
guinea on the child. 

But she almost recoiled from it, crying," Oh, 
no! oh, no! but I am so sorry you are going, lVIr. 
Marten." 

Marten placed the little packet within the 
bosom of his waistcoat; and when mounted, a few 
minutes afterwards, on the top of the coach, he 
looked back as far as he could see, on the sweet 
figure of the weeping child. 

Thus finished the first episode of Marten's 
clerical life-· to which we may put this motto­
All is 'canity. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

IT is one of the perverse principles of our self­
tormenting nature to give us the first hint that 
we have been and are acting like a fool, precisely 
at the moment in which the hint cannot possibly 
be of any use to us, and in many instances, too, 
when only half an hour or a few days before, it 
might have been of considerable service. Such 
was the case with ~Iarten : his high and haughty 
passions had kept him up, till the moment in 
which the coach moved. But whether it was 
that these had been stilled by the gentle and 
tender address of the little girl, or from some 
other cause which we do not understand, his 
indignant feelings quite forsook him when he 
most wanted their support, and left room within 
his breast for a train of reflections, w bich ren­
dered the first few hours of his journey utter I y 
uncomfortable. 

He had not expected, for in truth he bad not 
thought about it, that the coach would carry him 
out of the town before the gates of the . F~ir 
Holmes. He was to see his late abode m its 
fragrant garden, all still bespangled with the 
morning dew. Once again, and the question wa 
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to be urged upon him for the first time since his 
angry passions had withdrawn into the back­
ground of his breast,-wherefore had he aban­
doned it? why had he given it up with all its 
agreeablenesses and the handsome income, and 
taken in exchange some mean lodging in some 
common-place town, for such he understood 
Bickerton to be, with a poor salary, and incessant 
labour? What had he done this for? To avenge 
himself? No, be could not apply that flattering 
unction to his soul; but to indulge the caprice of 
a silly woman, whom be heartily despised. 

It was not till evening that the coach entered 
the straggling and not over-cleanly suburbs of 
Bickerton, the very name of which was an 
offence to the fastidious mind of our young 
curate. How different, he thought, are th_ese 
low dirty houses, to the sweet cottages of the 
Fair Holmes; and then he knew his lodgings 
must be amongst them. He had, by letter, 
secured the apartments of his predecessor, which 
were stated to him to be convenient and not 
e·xpensive; and he had ascertained from the coach­
man that he should pass these same lodgings, 
which Marten had told him were at the house of 
a Mr. Hobbins, in the High Street. 

" I knows him well," replied the coachman, 
when his passenger indicated the name, "he is a 
currier, and a respectable man-I will be sure to 
stop as we passes." 

A very short phrase will designate the cha. 
racter of Bickerton and all its appointments: 
Everything about the town was" common-place," 
and consistent in its grade as the centre of an 
inferior manufacturing district; rather smoky, as 
all such places are, and somewhat depressed in 
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the scale of good manners, from the circumstance 
of its being invariably abandoned by the second 
or third generation of those persons who had 
thrived in the trade of the town. 

Marten's heart sank, when, after having rattled 
through several streets, the coachman stopped his 
vehicle, and cried," Now, if you please, sir," before 
the shop of a skinner; and when a fat personage 
in a leather apron, came out and signified himself 
to be the Hobbins whose name stood in large 
letters over the door. 

He received the expected gentleman with more 
cordiality than respect, undertook to see his lug­
gage brought in, and having summoned his wife 
to a little back p·arlour, committed the young 
curate to her guardianship, up a dark staircase to 
his rooms, which occupied the whole of the first 
floor. 

Mrs. Hobbins said she hoped be would find 
everything convenient and genteel; adding, 
but now would he please tea, or a mutton chop, 
or anything else that she could get? 

"Nothing at present," answered the disconso­
late J.\'Iarten, who really, as he looked about him, 
felt that he had already more than he could 
swallow. 

\¥ e have hitherto been very particular and 
very graphic in describing the condition, and as 
the .French would say, the maniere d'etre of Mar­
ten in any change of situation, and mean to be 
so again, but when a hero falls into such a very 
every-day situation as was this at Bickerton, a 
biographer of any taste cannot be expected to 
linger with him there. ,v e, his historian, could 
have followed our young clergyman with pleasure 
through fire or water-have had considerable 



176 THE HISTORY OF 

satisfaction in seeing him shipwrecked, or incar­
cerated in a dungeon of the Inquisition, and 
would have passed with him, very complacently, 
over the Bridge of Sighs, or to the platform of a 
guillotine, for all such incidents in a man's life, 
provided they end well, are treasures to his bio­
grapher: but we turn with loathing from such 
scenes and events as are supplied by a residence in such a place as Bickerton. 

Indeed, could we have in any way accounted 
for the months which our hero spent there, we 
might almost have been tempted to pass over the whole episode. 

Whilst chewing the cud of many sweet and 
bitter fancies, the young man paced his room as 
a lion paces his narrow cage; at the same time, 
almost unconsciously, he took in the whole ima­
gery of the scene about him, in its minute detail, 
the gaudy paper, the elegant collection of alle­
gorical prints arranged on the walls, the mir­
ror over the mantel-piece, at once protected and 
rendered useless by the veil of yellow gauze, the 
cut paper in the grate sprinkled with soot, the 
muslin curtains which looked as though they had 
been dipped, blue fringes and all, into an infusion 
of saffron, the tarnished cruet-stand on the side 
table, the carpet, not unconscious of various 
stains, with the miserable view of the high dull houses opposite. 

vVhen his eye had got all these objects as it 
were by heart, and had solaced itself with a grove 
of chimneys seen from the bedroom window, then 
and not till then did poor Marten, in the profun­
dity of his miserable feelings, condescend to 
recollect that he was hungry, and to ask for 
something to eat. After which, he walked out, 
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with the sole view of feeding his spleen, by com­
paring the beauties of Bickerton with those of 
the now so much regretted Fair Holmes. 

That evening he was, however, a gentleman at 
large, and had full command of his time. But 
before he had breakfasted the next morning, he 
was admonished that he was not come to B icker­
ton to spend his time in the genteel occupation. 
of doing nothing. 

After a smart familiar rap at bis door, his 
hostess ushered in a stumpy, dogged-lookin g, 
unwashed, unshaved, elderly man, who, stepping 
forward a few paces, announced himself as the 
clerk of the parish. 

"Well," returned the young curate, "and 
what may your business be?" 

" I comes to tell you, sir, as to-day is a 
saint's." 

" And what then ?" asked Marten. 
"There is prayers at eleven o'clock, sir,'' an­

swered the functionary, "and a churching ; and 
afterwards a christening, and John Doe is to be 
prayed for, and there is a funeral at four in the 
afternoon; the body will be present in good time 
-they don't never keep us waiting more than 
half an hour or so; and this be the day for you 
to go up to the poorhouse; Tuesday was the day 
fixed by Mr. Crosby, and so you will be expected 
in case you don't give notice. And you knows, I 
reckon, sir, that we always has prayers on Wed­
nesdays and Fridays, an<l then there is two on 
'em as wishes to be prayed by, as are in a dyi1~g 
condition; one is down opposite the Fox, 1n 
New Street, his name is Luke Birley, sir, and 
there is the widow Jackson, up at the other end 
of the town, just beyond the pike, who has been 
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sending up to me ever since Mr. Crosby went, on 
Monday morning·." 

"Anything else?" asked Marten, with a sup­
pressed sigh. 

"Nought to-day, sir,'' replied the clerk; "if 
anything should turn up, I will be sure to insense ,, 
you. 
. "Very well," said Marten ; trying to look as if 
he were not miserably annoyed, " I will detain 
you no longer." 

The functionary, however, moved no further 
than one step back, whilst he turned his fingers 
round the rim of his hat, his opinion being, as he 
told his intimates when he went out, that the new 
curate warn't no great things, he feared, being 
mighty high and positive like. But he had yet 
another piece of information to give to Mr. 
Marten, and that was, that there would be aves­
try meeting on the following Monday, to consult 
about parish affairs, and that it was expected to 
be very full. 

"Well," again said Marten," and what have I 
to do with it? What is it about?'' 

The clerk dropped his hat in his astonishment, 
and then having picked it up, answered, "You is 
expected to be present, sir. M r. Crosby-he 
attended all the meetings. J.\ilr. Gregg, that is 
our conservative churchwarden, could have made 
no stand against l\iir. Jobson, no how, without 
him. Mr. Jobson is the t' other warden, and a 
most powerful man in argolmentation. He is a 
churchman, or he wouldn't be an officer: but be 
is always a taking the part of the \vrong- side; he 
would have had me out of my desk years ago, if 
I had not been in it according to law, as fast as 
the Rector in his'n." 
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l\tiarten murmured the words, "Low, odiously 
low;" and again informing the clerk that he was 
at liberty to withdraw, he set himself to his 
breakfast with the appetite of one who finds 
himself in a most disagreeable predicament, 
which is none the less displeasing from the con­
viction that it was wholly of his own misma­
nagement that he was in it. 

But, however deep Marten's dissatisfaction 
might be, he was unable to brood upon any one 
disagreeable, for his annoyances succeeded each 
other so rapidly, that no one had time to take 
long hold upon him. 

Scarcely had he seated himself with his con­
cordance and bible, to prepare one of his next 
Sunday discourses, when a horribly intrusive 
jarring ting-tang began to sound in his ears; he 
looked at his watch, and found he had only time 
to reach the church, near as the sound apprized 
him it must be, before the stroke of eleven. He 
hurried on his gloves and hat in no very com­
placent mood, sprang down stairs, and rushed 
into the street, when there he looked up and 
down for the church, and at length discerned the 
old tower, looming broad, black, and high, amid, 
and rather behind a grove of chimneys. 

He turned instantly in that direction, but had 
to pass between several sordid old houses before 
he reached the iron o·ates, which broug;ht him 
into a churchyard, so h~aped up with graves upon 
graves, so slovenly and so disorderly, that he could 
come to no other conclusion, but that the dead 
in body had been committed to the dust in that 
place from generation to generation by the dead 
in feeling. 

The church was itself a fine old building, but 
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a dirty exterior is a great enemy to beauty of all 
descriptions. His new friend, the clerk, was pull­
ing a rope connected with the tinkling bell above 
in a very business-like way in the vestibule, but 
desisted the instant Marten appeared, and went 
before him to open the door of the reading-desk. 
Within the church there was nothing to shame 
the slovenliness without. The clerk assisted the 
curate to put on his surplice, and then Marten 
took his place, having first ascertained that there 
were two straw bonnets in one pew, a green one 
in another, a bald head in a third, a wig in a fourth,. 
and three grey cloaks and two coats of the same 
colour on benches in the centre aisle. He waited 
a decent time for recruits and additions to this 
small company, and then commenced the service; 
which, to do him justice, he performed as reve­
rentially as if every seat had been occupied; not 
a lit tle to the annoyance of the cl_erk, if it were 
fair to judge him by his frequent short impatient coughs. 

The churching and the christening, as1the clerk 
termed the parties who came in for the benefit of 
these offices, did not arrive till the first lesson ; 
and the child screeched and destroyed the effect 
of the second. When the prayers and the chris­
tening were over, the clerk admonished Mr. 
Marten, that if he had not sent no order to the 
contrary, the folk at the poor-house would be a 
waiting for him, and it was already later than the usual hour. 

By the desire of Marten, a boy was fished out 
of some cellar-like apartment under one of the 
old houses, to run before him to the poor-house, 
and perplexed and dirty in the extreme were the 
short cuts by which the child brought the young 
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man out of the town into the smoky fields, in 
which the poor-house stood, in all its sordid in­
hospitable extent. 

Marten had scarcely yet asked himself what 
he was to do there, leaving it to circumstances to 
explain. He was received by a hard-featured 
woman at the door, and without a comment upon 
his being a new person, led into a wide comfort­
less hall, where understanding the hint of a bible 
and prayer-book set on a desk at the higher end, 
he took his place; taking it for granted also 
that he was to read and expound if he pleased, 
and also to use some of the Liturgy. This he pre­
pared himself so to do, whilst the room was gra­
dually filled by the inmates of the house : a few 
seats being· provided for the oldest and most 
infirm. As Marten looked round on these people, 
his worst feelings were excited by disgust, and 
his best with pity. There was every variety of 
corporeal and mental deformity, with a general 
air of dogged dullness and hardness, cast over 
the whole assembly, with few exceptions that 
he could observe. The appearance of many 
of these poor creatures was too strongly indica­
tive of vicious habits to be mistaken, and the 
young curate, perhaps, made no mistake, when 
he supposed that of these destitute people, the 
worthless outnumbered the ignorant. 

"The very people,'' Mr. Dalben would have 
saicl, "to whom the gospel should be opened, in 
all its truth and loveliness ; the very people who, 
having nothing else, might be most prepared to 
receive the glad tidings of salvation as their only 
hope, their only resource; but Marten , iu judgi;1g 
them to be for the most part hardened, unprm­
cipled offenders, thought it best to give them a 
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view of the purity of the law, and to bring them 
to conviction, by informing them of its penalties, 
and showing them that bad conduct was as little 
profitable in the world to come, as they had found 
it in the present. He soon selected a passage of 
Scripture which suited his purpose, and being 
very eloquent, he succeeded not only in fixing 
the attention of many who had half slept, when 
his predecessor had held forth, but in frig·htening 
some to a great degree, and in convincing others, 
especially the master and mistress of the house, 
that their fellows and their people were in a bad 
way, and ·bad but bad hopes for the life to come. 

It was hinted to the young curate, that he would 
not be expected to read and pray more than an 
hour, accordingly, at the expiration of that time, 
he withdrew, rather pleased than otherwise with 
what he had done, and called in his way back on 
the sick man, Luke Birley, where he gave another 
edition of his address to the paupers, not doubting 
but that as this same Luke lived in a dirty house, 
in a most abominable alley, and had been, as his 
little guide told him, one that smoked and drank 
a power, a little of the same application might be 
good for him. Two funerals protracted Marten's 
dinner till fl ve in the evening, and before he 
could return to the composition of his sermon, 
his mood for it was gone; he was weary, depress­
ed, and filled with regrets, and w by he should 
have left the Fair I-Iolmes, was a problem which 
he could not solve, his angry and resentful feel­
ings having all left him in the lurch. 

\!Ve have given one day of his gloomy life at 
Bickerton, and as semper eadem, which we will 
take the liberty of translating by worse and worse, 
by an interpretation on which all such sempe'l' 
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eadems as that presented in this new curacy, are 
very capable of bearing, expresses the character 
of each day as it passed, with few, very few va­
riations, we will not stop to make many comments 
on what passed. 

Marten preached two sermons on the first 
Sunday to crowded audiences; and though he 
was admired by many for the same qualities 
which had obtained for him the good word of the 
ladies at Steeple Lawford, yet he could not but 
perceive that his audience gradually fell off, till 
it sunk to the average of what his clerk told him 
had been usual in the time of Mr. Crosby. 
Marten was not aware where the deficiency in 
his discourses lay : he had fallen altogether into 
a legal sty le of preaching-in telling his people 
what they were to do for God , instead of what 
God has done for them ; and he actually drove 
away many of the steady church-goers, by caus­
ing them to bear, or at least to hear, continually 
his censures on those who never attended his dis­
courses; in fact, partaking more and more of the 
bitterness of his own mortified feelings. 

He was honoured by calls from some of the 
gentry of the town, but he had set them all down 
in a mass as inferior persons, and was so cold and 
reserved, that they, with few exceptions, soon 
gave him up; or, if they invited him, as they 
now and then did to a dinner party, the invita­
tions came so late, that he failed not to suspect 
that his company was never solicited, but to stop 
a gap caused by some disappointment of another 
engaged guest. 

This suspicion being once suggested, was !flet 
by an invariable rejection of soch unceremomous 
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invitations. His Rector, as we said before, was 
residing at his country living. Marten never 
even saw him; all their communications being 
by letter. 

Constant urgent demands on his purse was 
another grievance of the poor curate. It was 
not in him to visit destitute and sick persons, 
without giving some little aid; and then there 
were subscriptions for schools, and soup, and coal, 
and this and that, as the winter advanced, in all 
of which his name was expected to appear. He 
would not-could not plead poverty-but he felt 
that he was actually labouring almost without 
pecuniary reward. 

He allowed many months to pass before his 
dignity would suffer him to make his situation 
known to his friends; but he at length, however, 
poured out his troubles in a long letter to 
Mansfield, and waited his reply with no small 
impatience, almost resolving to cut and run, at 
all events, before the second winter fairly set in. 
With this view, he was on tLe look-out for any 
stray disengaged pastor in the neighbourhood, 
who might find it convenient to take his flock off 
his hands, if only for a time, till his Rector got a 
new curate. His eye soon fell upon one who taught 
a few pupils in the town, and received a few 
guineas now and then for a sermon ; and keeping 
this same reverend M r. lVIinchall in a corner of 
his memory, he awaited JVIansfield's answer. 

Since IVlarten's residence at Bickerton, be oc­
casionally attended the vestry meetings, for there 
were some matters to be settled at times, in which 
his presence and voice were absolutely requisite. 
He had never returned from any of these, except-
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ing in a state of extreme irritability and disgust;· 
but he knew not which of the two churchwardens, 
who were each at the head of a party in these 
meetings, he most disliked,-Mr. Gregg·, the 
Conservative, who was against every kind of 
change, because it was a change, or Mr. Jobson, 
who promoted every resolution which could be 
suggested. 

The one of these was a dry, dull, positive, 
prosing old man, rather spare, very sallow, and 
wrinkled and puckered like an ill-made glove. 
He was conscious of an independence, and 
thought himself, though his calling was behind 
a counter, quite competent to speak his mind 
before any man in the town. He was never 
actually rude to Marten, but received all his pro­
positions with such a reference to older authori­
ties, that he plainly showed him that he did not 
think them worth attending to. 

'' That won't do on no account Mr. Marten," 
was his most common reply to what the latter said. 
"You young gentlemen don't understand business; 
that won't suit no how ; that can't pass by no 
n1eans." 

Mr. Jobson, the other churchwarden, had not 
even the respectability of M r. Gregg. Though 
a churchwarden, he was no favourer of the 
church,-this Marten soon saw,-and no other 
than a tool of the party in the town, who hated, 
and would have pulled down all authorities to 
make room for them; the man whose motto was­
Otez vous de la que j'y rne mette. 

M r. J ol.,son was a stout man, with hanging 
cheeks, an oily complexion, and a bald forehead. 
When in good humour, or in other words, whe? 
he had his own way, he was disagreeably fam1-
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liar, and would clap a neighbour on the back or 
take hold of his button: but when crossed or re­
buked, be would become white as chalk, his lips 
would tremble, and his eyes would flash, and he 
would neither spare high nor low among his 
fellow creatures. On such occasions, all his 
bitterness against the Established Church often 
appeared, even contrary to his intentions. 

There has been a secret antipathy from time 
immemorial, subsisting between the clergyman 
and his churchwardens, with an often struggle 
between the parties for power, but probably no 
two churchwardens were ever more distasteful to 
a clergyman than these two were to Marten. 

Narrow-minded, stupid, and obstinate, as was 
Mr. Gregg, Marten, however, respected him more 
than be did Mr.Jobson, though he found the one 
quite as impracticable as the other; and feeling 
that be had been betrayed to undue heat by these 
persons on one or two occasions, he desisted from 
attending these vestry meetings, until just about 
the time that he was waiting for Mansfield's 
letter, when he had a call which he thought it his 
duty to attend. 

The meeting was for the consideration of a 
church-rate. We will not enter into a discus­
sion of this rate-it is a low charge on house­
holders for the repair of churches; but not the 
war of the little and big-endians among the Lilli­
putians ever excited more inveteracy among the 
small authorities of Lilliput than this unfortu­
nate rate has done in our own land. 

Marten, when obeying the call to the meeting, 
went forth, armed cap-a-pie with contempt for 
the whole assembly he was about to encounter. 
He resolved to say little, and that that little should 



JOHN MARTEN. 187 

come with authority. He would not enter into a 
wordy war with a parcel of low fellows, who 
were, in fact, stickling· for the non-payment 
of a few pence. When he spoke, he would be 
heard, and he would use arguments which should 
silence every man of the malcontents; he would 
speak as a gentleman and a clergyman ought to 
do in such a cause. 

But he who puts his head into an oven cannot 
keep himself cool by calling upon the north wind 
to fan his cheeks. Nor could our young curate 
retain his self-command when he got into the 
vestry, where a crowd of heated , violent, low per­
sons were speaking at once and in the rudest 
style. 

He commanded silence, and obtained it for an 
instant; but had scarcely spoken, when he was 
insolently interrupted by some demagog·ue, who 
declared himself a disapprover of the church, 
and that he thought it very hard that he should 
be forced to pay for what his conscience con­
demned. 

lVIarten's blood immediately began to boil, all 
his prepossessions were wounded and irritated. He 
failed not to give a Rowland for the Oliver: one 
party took him up, and the other his assailant; 
and before a wheel could have made twenty evo­
lutions, the contest was become general, and the 
young curate found himself exposed to language 
which it was injurious to his dignity to have hear_d 
addressed to himself, his profession, or to his 
brother clergymen. . 

lVIore angry with himself for having spoken m 
such society, he made his escape as soon as pos­
sible, an<l hastened to his lodgings, in the full 
determination that, come what would, he woul<l 
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leave the odious place as ·soon as he could engage 
any one to come in his room, and secure the ap­
probation of his Rector. 

But was this place so utterly wretched-was 
there nothing· in it or belonging to it, which 
might not have interested a young minister, 
whose heart was in his profession? Was there 
nothing in the dark and wretched condition of 
many of the persons there which would have 
excited the interest and compassion of one who, 
through divine favour, partook of the mind of 
God? 

If the Almighty Father had looked on the 
sinful human race with the disgust with which 
Marten looked on the people at Bickerton, where 
now would man's hope be ? Where would be the 
lovely prospects which now extend before him, 
far beyond the ken of human apprehension-or 
even of that of the spiritually enlightened cMl<l 
of Adam? 

But according to mere man's estimation of the 
divine character, it might be expected that the 
next divine dealing with 1\1:arten would be, to 
affiict him farther, rather than to relieve him. 
,vhat did that proud young man deserve? surely 
not an alleviation of his condition ; but the 
question arises from a misapprehension of the 
divine object under the present dispensation. 

Were the most virtuous of men in this world 
dealt with strictly according to justice, and every 
one .of their offences visited with the severity 
they deserve, the world would resound with wail­
ino·s only; for who amongst us, who has been 
br~ught by God to appreeiate himself aright, b~t 
must feel that he has been spared many a retri­
bution which he has most justly incurred? 

ti 
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But we are not under the law but under grace, 
and the divine object is the restoration of that 
creature whom God in Christ is reconciling unto 
himself; and the Father of all men, the prototype 
of all natural parents, the source and fountain of all 
parental love, never uses severity for the improve­
ment of an individual, where his infinite wisdom 
judges that gentleness may be equally effective­
Goel doth not willingly grieve the children of 
men. 

The few foregone passages are to prepare the 
reader for a letter from Mr. Mansfield, which was 
placed, a few mornings after the vestry meeting, 
in the hands of Marten. 

The first lines confirmed a hint which Marten 
had already received, that his friend was about to 
take a wife; but the writer did not enter largely 
on the subject, he only said that the event, he 
hoped, would take place in a few weeks. 

The next paragraphs set Marten's spirits in a 
ferment; the information they contained was, 
that he, the said Mansfield, had just come into 
possession of a living of moderate value, agree­
ably circumstanced, with a good house, a neat 
and even elegant garden, a few miles from the 
town of ---, the parishioners few, and all 
agriculturists, &c., &c. "And now, Marten,'' con-. 
tinued the writer, "for a proposition. Your last 
most doleful epistle encourages me to make it. 
vV ould it suit you to take possession of my vicar­
age for one quarter of a year, and do my duty at 
Alton bury, whilst I take my wedding tour, under­
standing that you are afterwards to take up your 
quarters with us, till you can <liscover something 
t hat will suit you? If this plan meets your ap­
proval, signify as much by return of post." 
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It is wonderful how soon things are arranged 
when all parties concerned are of one mind. 

In a very short time from the receipt of this 
letter, Marten was set at liberty, by the establish­
ment of Mr. Minchall in the curacy, and a place 
taken in the coach which was to convey him to 
Alton bury. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

THE snow was on the ground when Marten 
left Bickerton for Alton bury, but he took a place 
inside th~ coach, and got on very successfully till 
within a mile of the vicarage; he then walked 
on, being guided by a man carrying his valise. 
They passed several cottages before they reached 
the gate of the vicarage, and it was so nearly 
dark when they arrived, that he could only see 
that the house stood in a shrubbery, into which 
most of the windows opened, but he was cheered 
by a bright light issuing from one which looked 
towards the road. He bad scarcely knocked 
before the hall door was opened to him by his 
friend, who welcomed him with a heartiness 
which reminded him of their school-boy days, 
and their meetings after vacations. 

" Most welcome, my dear friend," said Mans­
field, as be ushered him into a parlour on the 
left, where the fire blazed, of which the light had 
cheered him on the road. I would not have the 
shutters closed, in order that your first view of us 
should be a bright one: there is nothing like first 
impressions. But now shut up, he added, to a 
countryfied sort of serving man, in a black suit, 
who had been looking on when the master 

4 
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opened the door, and set on with all speed. "I 
flatter myself that you are perishing with hunger, 
Marten," he added, '' or my hot supper will be 
thrown away, and all the labours of Mrs. Betty 
fruitless. Come, deposit yourself in the old vicar's 

· chair; put your feet in these slippers, and on the 
fender, and tell me how you are." 

The appearance of John, with a couple of 
boiled fowls and oyster sauce, a chine, and a huge 
piece of cold beef, with all necessary garniture of 
vegetables, &c., caused Marten to break off sud­
denly .in the account he was giving of his journey, 
and to turn quickly to the table, not being at all 
displeased with these first specimens of the 
agreeablenesses of Altonbury. 

Though Edward bad dined very early, yet was 
he the first to find leisure to renew the conversa­
tion after they had sate down. 

"Here I am, Marten," he said, "fallen upon 
good ground; the whole of the place is much 
in the style of this room; neat and convenient, 
though in a small way, as you see. 

"l\1y predecessor, Mr. Ricketts, was a neat, well­
rneaning, charitable old man: he left the house 
in such good repair, that I was saved the vexa­
tious business of dilapidations. I took the furni­
ture as it stood, on a fair valuation, and for the 
present the two old servants-the said John, 
who, in l\'Ir. Ricketts' time, was gardener, groom, 
and waiter, and valet on occasion; and Mrs. 
Betty, an ancient spinster, well skilled in all cu­
linary arts, and other domestic matters. I ex­
pect, howe\°er, that Mrs. Betty will calcitrate 
when a mistress is introduced, especially as she 
has a little gathering in the savings' bank; but 
till these symptoms appear, even if they do not 
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appear these twenty years, we will not disturb 
her, for may be she is attached to her old larder 
and poultry-yard. She is duly informed that you 
are to be her master with full powers till I return, 
and John is to bow to your dictum-all that is 
settled; and I shall send down from London, 
sundry large packages of books, and you will find 
shelves ready to receive them in a little book­
room up stairs. I know that you cannot live 
without books." 

John had been sent out of the room as soon as 
he had brought all that was needful, and Edward, 
as if anxious to get the matter over, mentioned 
terms so handsome, that Marten was inclined to 
refuse them, and indeed endeavoured to render 
them less favourable to himself; his friend, how­
ever, seemed hurt. 

"I am well off in a small way, Marten," he 
said; "I have calculated my plans under my in­
come. I am of one mind in this respect, as I 
hope in all others of importance, with the friend 
I hope to secure for life ; and I only wish that I 
could do more for one whom I have loved from 
my days of boyhood. It is impossible, Marten," 
he continued, "ever to be too grateful to those 
who were made the means of restraining one 
from evil in our school and college days.'' 

•' You owe me no gratitude on that account, 
Mansfield," said Marten. "What example have 
I ever shown to you, but that of pride and self'... 
sufficiency? We both owe much, I know, under 
God, to the beautiful and pure example of Henry 
.l\filner: if gratitude is due by you to any of your 
school and college friends, it is to him, not 
to me.' 

" Of course," replied Mansfield, " I must ever 
K 
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give the highest place to Henry, as the first, who, 
during our time, was enabled to sustain, without 
pretension or cant, the extremely difficult charac­
ter of a boy of religious principle in a public 
school; but you have a right to the second place 
in my esteem, as his supporter and champion­
your arguments being such as the enemy could 
not resist nor gainsay. I am certain, Marten, that 
I should never have stood consistently by Henry 
as I did, had not you set me the example. I 
might have braved fisty-cuffs, black eyes, and 
bloody noses, but I should never have stood the 
sneers of Wellings and that set, if you had not 
shown yourself on the other side." 

The two young men then recurred to many an 
exploit of former days, and Mrs. Turley, in the 
kitchen, said more than once to John, "Well, to 
be sure, how they does but laugh ! I question 
but that the new young gentleman is but a wild 
sort of sprig. Our young Vicar never laughed 
in that sort afore, all the days he has been 
h " ere. 

"Would ·you have bad him sit and laugh by 
himself, Turley?" said John, "where would be 
the sense of that?'' 

"I don't see any sense at laughing at that rate," 
replied the spinster. "Worthy Mr. Ricketts 
never did so, even as far back as I can remem-
b " er. 

"May be so," replied John, "but yet, for all 
that, it be the nature of some young folks; but 
now they bas done, I suppose they bas fallen on 
graver matter.'' 

And this was the case, for Marten was asking 
Mansfield about parish concerns. 

Edward said, he had been at Altonbury so 
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short a time that he knew fittle of it, but that it seemed to be a decent country place, and farmers were the highest persons in it. There was a Sunday-school, and a clothing club, and also a day-school, where the bettermost children re­ceived their first rudiments of literature, the mis­tress of which wore yellow ribbons, and would favour him with her company every Sunday after church, if he particularly wished it. 
'' Probably," said Marten," I may be disposed to spare her the trouble. I shall avoid all inti­macies, as I do not expect to stay here long." 
" And I shall endeavour to do the same," re­turned Edward, "because I do expect to stay here a long time." 
It was then settled between the friends, that unless Marten saw strong occasion, he was to make no changes and attempt no innovations, but carry all things on as nearly as they had been in the time of Mr. Ricketts, "which,~' said Edward, "I should myself have attempted to do for a short time, had I come directly to reside." Marten was sorry to learn that Mansfield found it necessary to leave him the next day, though, as he did not depart till noon, he had full time to take him over the house, to introduce Mrs. Betty Turley, and the old dog to him, to deposit all keys in his hands, and to beer him to make every use of the old horse then in the stable-an animal who had had the honour for some years past of bearing the venerable burthen of the Reverend Mr; Ricketts. 

Marten walked with his friend to where he met with the vehicle in which he was to proceed to town, and came back with only one wish-that he had some follow-creature to return to, whom 
K2 
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he might invite to occupy a seat in his parlour; a 
fall of snow becoming heavier every minute, pre­
cluding the possibility of a journey• of discovery 
about the premises. 

When the young man entered his parlour 
everything looked so comfortable, the fire burned 
so brightly, and certain new periodicals which 
Ed ward had left on the table, so inviting, that 
having changed his shoes, he sat down, in the 
anticipation of a literary feast, with little disturb­
ance from without. 

He had scarcely got into the pith of a contro­
versy in one of these periodicals, respecting the 
exact meaning of a certain passage which had 
hitherto always seemed to be perfectly plain and 
simple to him, but which he was beginning to 
understand was not to be understood, when he 
b·ecarue aware of a tap at the door, followed by 
the entrance of the housekeeper, a pale spinster 
of undefined antiquity, but with a manner which 
seemed to say, '' How could the world get on 
without me ?" 

lVIarten thought that this vision portended some 
questionings respecting his dinner, whereupon 
not waiting till she spoke, he said "Anything 
yon please, Mrs. Turley-anything but a shoulder 
of mutton." 
· " Sir!'' exclaimed the astonished housekeeper. 

"You came to speak about my dinner, did you 
not, Mrs. Turley," returned Marten. 

" No, sir," she replied, " Mr. Mansfield ap­
prized me that I was to do for you as I did for 
him, so I <lid not come to trouble you on that 
account. I came to inform you, t.bat Miss Hip-
pes.Iey is called to speak with you." . 

"Hippesley ," repeated Marten; "Miss Hip-
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pesley, where is she 1 What can this mean'?" 
The title of Miss suggesting the idea, of course, 
of something young, if not refined. " Where is 
she?" he added. 

"In the kitchen,sir," replied Mrs. Turley;' ' she 
just came in before the snow began to fall, and 
how she is to get back I can't say." 

" Tell her I will wait on her this minute." 
'' Oh,sir !-l\1r. l\1arten !" returned Mrs. Turley, 

drawing herself up, whilst she smoothed her 
apron with one hand, "Miss Hippesley a'ant 
used to be spoken to in the kitchen. She was a 
parlour guest in dear Mr. Ricketts' time, and 
was invited to dine with the family whenever 
there was anything better nor ornary, and no 
company." 

"Well, but," said Marten, "I am differently 
situated, havmg no Mrs. Marten." 

The houskeeper interrupted him by saying, 
Mr. Mansfield received her in this very room 
when she came on the business she wants to 
speak to you about, sir; aud he then said she 
was to come to you, as he had not time to enter 
into the matter just then; so, if you please, sit, 
I'll bring her in." 

"In other words," murmured Marten, " as the 
housekeeper left the parlour," you will have your 
own way, but this Miss shall not sit down here; " 
and he walke<l to the window, and stood looking 
out at the falling snow, summoning that which 
with him was always obedient to his call,-a most 
determined cold and haughty air, as the best de­
fence he could use against any improper freedom. 

At the sound of a shrill female voice within the 
room, he turne<l round, and stood a moment gazing 
at the figure which presented itself,j ust within the 
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door-way. This figure was that of a small eldel"!y 
woman, visibly deformed, with an elongated, and 
extremely pale face ; the eyes dark, and no other­
wise expressive but from their depth of colour­
ing, and with a pair of eyebrows so thick and 
decided, as to have fitted them to match with 
the beard of a Polish jew; though, to do the lady 
justice, there were no symptoms of even a barbe 
naissant on her chin. Men have frequently a 
very correct taste in the whole effect of a lady's 
dress, though they do not enter into the minutire 
of female apparel. Marten, however, was struck 
with the multiplicity of colours exhibited by this 
figure, and was able to form a very apt conjecture 
respecting who this person might be, from the 
very deep yellow ribbons on her head gear. 

The lady was not at all at a loss for any form 
of introduction; she was not the least put out be­
cause there was no one to say-Mr. Marten, Miss 
Hippesley; or with less attention to courtesy, 
Miss Hippesley, Mr. Marten. It was enough that 
she knew who he was; and that he should not 
know who she was, was an idea quite beyond one of 
her circumscribed views of the world. Without 
ceremony she, therefore, advanced and offered 
her hand, a motion which he was half disposed 
not to meet; he, however, thought better of it, 
and submitted to the clutch with stoic fortitude, 
whereupon the lady opened. 

"I am glad to see you, Mr. Marten," she said; 
"I meant to have called before our new vicar went, 
but was impeded by domestic matters;" then look­
ing round the room, "I am glad," she continued, 
" to see the old room so little changed, and there 
is worthy Mr. Ricketts' chair-you have tried it, 
no doubt, Mr. Marten-it is the most convenient 
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easy seat for an infirm person I ever met with ;" 
and down she dropped into it, laying her arms on 
the cushioned elbows, and congratulating herself 
upon being once again in the dear parlour," 
adding, "but don't let me keep you standing, 
Mr. Marten." 

"You do not, ma'am," was the young man's 
answer, " I stand by my own choice." 

"Young legs-young legs are never tired," 
she added. "It is a fine thing to be young, but 
you must sit down, for I have a great deal of 
tedious business to transact with you. Mr. Mans­
field said that you were the person to w horn I 
must explain everything, and that when he re­
turned, you could explain the business to him, or 
to his lady, as might be. By-the-by, Mr. Marten, 
they have got it up here that Mrs. Mansfield as 
is to be, is an only child, and very high, and that 
sort of person. You can tell me, no doubt, 
something about her/' 

"I have not seen her," answered Marten, 
drily, "and know nothing about her." 

" If she is as they say, a fine lady," said Miss 
Hippesley, "she will never go down after dear 
Mrs. Ricketts. What a person that was! We 
were as intimate as two sisters. She would run 
over of a morning without her bonnet to tell me 
any bit of news; and few were the days that I 
did not come in here, if it was only for five mi­
nutes at a time." 

"You hinted at some business, ma'am," said 
Marten, "will you please to explain what it is ?" 

In reply to this <lemand, Miss Hippesley 
brought forward an ominous looking canvass bag, 
which she emptied on the table, of many coppers, 
a few sixpences, and an ill-favoured twopenny 
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account book, which various objects she ex­
plained by saying, that dear Mrs. Ricketts had a 
clothing club, to which the members, being cot­
tagers, subscribed twopence a week per head, and 
that when Mrs. Ricketts went, she had been 
asked to receive the money, and keep the book, 
till the new clergyman came, and now she was 
come to deliver up her account. 

All this was straightforward, yet was Marten 
still at an incalculable distance from getting to 
anything like a settlement. Miss Hippesley had 
her own method of proceeding, and it was not 
very unlike the host who, having supplied a cus­
tomer with a portion of ale every day for a year. 
to the value of twopence three-farthings, bad no 
other mode of discovering the total, but by writing 
the twopence three-farthings three hundred and 
sixty-five times down on his paper,and then adding 
them up. Miss Hippesley had been treasurer of 
this charity for five weeks, and her method was 
to take each person's subscription for each week, 
and lay it aside, till she had arranged that head 
of the account, and thus she began and proceeded 
with her book in her left hand, whilst her right 
hand fingered the money. 

" Jenny Higgins," she began:-" First week, 
tworence-no,one penny halfpenny; second week, 
threepence farthing; third week, twopence half­
penny; fourth week, one penny farthing;" and 
so on till she had gone over the five weeks, with 
only the mistake of a farthing. She had got 
through another name with equal success, when 
Marten, who had, at length, condescended to sit 
down, became chafed beyon<l endurance. "Do, 
ma'am," he said, "suffer me to take pen and ink, 
and carry out what is due to each name, and run 
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up the sum total, and see that it talJies with th e 
money on the table. I can do it in five minutes." 

" Oh, Mr. Marten,'' replied the schoolmistress, 
"that would never do. You don't know the 
people here; the cottagers, poor ignorant crea­
tures, can never be made to understand a sum 
total. Dear Mrs. Ricketts always calculated as 
I do, and she gave full satisfaction. I must, my 
dear Mr. Marten, proceed in my own way.'' 

" Of course," replierl Marten; " but whilst 
you are calculating, you will perhaps permit me 
to read;" and he took up his book. 

"Read, Mr. Marten-read, whilst I am settling 
an account with you ! }low are we to get on in 
that way?" , 

"Give me the account-book,'' said Marten , 
"and the money; I will give you a receipt for the 
sum; there will not be much wrong either way, 
I am certain. I am engaged at present, ma'am, 
and it is utterly impossible for me to give the 
time to this affair that you seem to require." 

"Oh, I suppose," replied the lady, "you wish 
to be writing your discourse for next sabbath 
morning. If so, I will be off at onc,e. W orthy 
l\1r. Ricketts-good man-was always put about 
·w hen he was writing his sermon; and that re­
minds me, Mr. Marten, I have some of Mr. 
R icketts' sermons, given me by dear Mrs. Ricketts 
before she left, and should you at any time want 
any assistance, I should be so glad to lend them 
you, to make extracts from them for yourself.'' 

"I can write my own sermons, ma 'am," re­
plied Marten, in his most insolent tone, " but I 
require time and solitude to do so. I cannot 
,vrite whilst any one is in the apartment." 
",v ell, I suppose you mean to say I must be off," 
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she replied good-humouredly ; " so I will go, and 
chat with Mrs. Turley till the weather holds up 
for a bit; but I will come again, and see how you 
do, and whether there is anything I can do for 
you. You must be dull here without a friend." 
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CHAPTER XV. 

MANY a lofty unbroken spirit has found plea­
sure, if not in actual personal torment, yet in all 
and every species of persecution which fall short 
of it, particularly if such persecution come in a 
dignified form, and cause the sufferer to appear 
in the character of a hero in his own eyes, or in 
those of his fellow-creatures. But when troubles 
come in the likeness of insects, that hop and buzz 
about, and bite and sting, they chafe the spirit, 
without bringing with them any such soothing 
unction as proceeds from the consciousness of 
being an object of the public regard, and may-be 
of its admiration. On the Saturday afternoon, the 
snow still lying on the ground, and the cold being 
great from the prevalence of frost, as Marten sate 
by his fire, meditating an examination of a heap 
of sermons, which lay near to him, with the view 
of selecting one for the morrow, he was startled 
by a pert familiar rap on his door, and had hardly 
said, come in, when Miss Hippesley entered, fol­
lowed by the housekeeper with the tea-tray. 

"Well, Mr. ~farten, how are you?" said the 
visitor; "how comfortable you look!" and she 
walked on to the laro·e chair, adding, "the way 
is pretty well beat be~ween this and the village ; 
but I have been telling John he should sweep the 
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snow from about the gates, they will be broke 
down otherwise by their great weight." So 
speaking, she dropped on the great chair, adding, 
"So you have not taken tea yet, M r. Marten. 
Worthy M r. Ricketts used to say, 'Miss Hippes­
ley, you have the secret of making the very best 
tea that ever was drunk ;' and dear Mrs. Ricketts 
used to laugh, and say, 'That is a pretty compli­
ment to me, my dear;' so when I was here, I was 
always tea-maker. Suppose, Mrs. Turley," she 
continued, "that I now show l\ir. Marten what 
I can do in that way; do you bring me the tea­
chest and the kettle; young gentlemen are but 
poor hands ; I well know the busine:;s, and I 
have a mind Mr. Marten shall, for once, have a 
good cup." 

The utmost that could be said of Marten was, 
that he did not emit steam; on the contrary, _ he 
drew up his lips as clo.sely as if he were preparing 
to duck his head in the sea. But the lady who 
could come uninvited to drink tea with a strange 
gentleman was, of course, not very sensitive to 
the appearance or non.appearance of welcome. 
She advertised her host that she had some busi­
ness to open to hirn after tea, and with some gos­
siping histories of her neighbours in the village, 
and certain addresses to Mrs. Turley, when she 
came in, she so filled up the time, till the tea was 
made, and handed to Marten, that a third person, 
if such had been present, would have had no 
means of knowing whether his silence was from 
determination or necessity. Of course, when 
:Miss Hippesley took her place at the teaboard, 
she assu171ed to herself the other privileges of the 
mistress of the teapot, called for more toast, and 
pressed it hot on Marten, making herself comfort-
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able and welcorne,and more at home than any well­
bred lady, even in her own drawing-room, that is, 
if being at home consists in being familiar." 

"You must be thinking of the flannel petti­
coats soon, Mr. Marten," she said; '' now is the 
time, if they are ever wanted. Nanny Hicks was 
about this very day, and I told her everything was 
to be done as in Mr. Ricketts' time, as Mrs. 
Turley told me. The petticoats used always to be 
given out on Christmas Eve in Mr. Ricketts' day; 
I al ways came over to help dear Mrs. Ricketts, 
and I can tell you who is to have them; not the 
same as had them last year; that was Mr. Rick­
etts' rule, dear good man; because, as you know, 
Mr. Marten, a good flannel petticoat ought to be 
little the worse for one year's wear, if it was 
not washed over often." 

Marten was almost desperate; he looked round 
for somP.thing whereon to spend his indignat ion, 
and nothing el::;e offering, he rang the bell, which 
same ring produced Mrs. Turley before he had 
quite recollected himself. So long did he look 
at her without speaking, that she was obliged to 
ask what he pleased to want. 

" Is the carrier come, and the letters?" was the 
only question that occurred to him in this di­
lemma. 

"The carrier, sir," replied the housekeeper, 
" he was in before dark, and brought no letters; 
I thought I had told you." 

"Stop,stop, Mrs. Turley," cried Miss Hippesley, 
"you can tell, for I quite forget ; did dear l\!lrs. 
Ricketts use to get the flannel for the petticoats 
from Pigeon's or Gosling's. Pigeon's you say­
then I suppose you will be for having· it from 
Pigeon's, as Mrs. Ricketts di<l, Mr. Marten; but 
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the clothing club will be to be supplied by 
both. Some prefers Pigeon to Gosling, and 
some Gosling to Pigeon, but I suppose Mrs. 
Ricketts preferred Pigeon's flannel, dear good 

. woman - she always did everything for the 
best." 

" You forget, Miss Hippesley ," said Mrs. 
Turley," as Mr. Pigeon gives in the tapes, which 
Mr. Gosling refused to do." 

"See to light a fire in my bed-room, Mrs. 
Turley," said Marten, " and tell me when it burns 
up. I have some hours' work to night." 

" Have you not yet done your sermon," put in 
Miss Hippesley, "ah, I suspect that you will have 
to come to me to help you after all, but you must 
give us plain practical discourses of course, Mr. 
Marten, as good Mr. Ricketts used to do. You 
must not carry us into deep doctrines, for the 
people here are very simple, ignorant folks, and 
I wish I could add innocent too; but we have too 

" many--
Here l\1arten interrupted her short, and 

begged if she had any particular business, she 
yvould hasten to explain it, as he had little time 

. to spare. " I am come about· that weary body, 
Jenny Higgins," she said. "Do, Mr. Marten, 
please to turn to the clothing account-book. 
She was with me last night, and again this morn­
ing, and she stands me out as bold as brass that 
she paid me up twopence halfpenny the first 
week, and so she makes the total of what she 
paid to me elevenpence halfpenny instead of 
tenpence halfpenny; and when I stood her out 
she was wrong, how she did give it me, - you 
might have heard her as far as the church. Now, 
sir, do you please to see by the book if I am not 
right." 
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"By the book, you certainly are," was the answer. 
" Well, Mr. Marten, then, shall I send her to 

you when she next comes, and will you set her rio-ht" 0 • 

To this Marten agreed, resolving to have no 
quarrel with a poor woman about a penny, and 
at the same time determining to give a ticket to 
the poor person as a check. 

This matter being settled, Miss Hippesley re­
lieved Marten of her company to go and chat with 
Mrs. Turley, even before the fire in the bed-room 
was announced as burning up, and he was left to 
recover his equanimity whilst he selected a ser­
mon for the next morning. 

Multitudes of villages in England would pre­
sent nearly the same scene, and show nearly the 
same state of things, as Alton bury did on the 
follo wing Sunday morning. Whoever would see 
the established Church of England in her fairest 
form, should see her in a decent village, where 
her influence appears so far more benignly and 
beautifully than in a crowded city, even where 
she is not most explicit in her voluntary exhibi­
tions of the gospel, which, alas! is but too fre­
quently the case. Yet should it never be forgotten 
by those who are seeking arguments to use in her 
behalf, that probably without her aid, thousands 
of the people of this realm, especially in the rural 
districts, might have lived and died without ever 
hearing the criptures fitly and clearly read, if at 
a ll ; and if these scriptures are the word of life, 
is nothing due to the dispenser of them? . 

lVIarten's mind had certainly hitherto obtarned 
but passing g limpses of the whole tru th as it is 
in our Lord; and notwithstanding all that had 
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been said to him by his enlightened friends, he 
still thought that it might prove injurious to mo­
rality, to represent salvation to an ignorant con­
gregation, as being clear of conditions on their 
part, or to attempt to satisfy those condi6onal 
views, which belong to all men naturally, by 
showing them that every conditional duty re­
quired of the sons of Adam had been fulfilled 
by Christ. 

Of course, bis first, and indeed all his sermons 
at Altonbury, partook of the indecisive nature of 
the preacl1er's own principleB-one passage, may 
be, declaring the completenesss and fulness of 
the Saviour's work, and the next eating it up, as 
Pharaoh's lean kine devoured the fat ones, being 
in no better case after their feast than they were 
before it. 

Discourses of this description seldom produce 
any other result than to confuse thinking people, 
and to leave others where they find them. 

There was nothing to find fault with in the 
church; everything was neat, decent, and respect­
able, even to the singing men and boys, who 
lilted an old Sternhold and Hopkins with good 
effect, and in the style of Queen Anne's reign. 
}~verything was ::;mooth and proper, and the 
frost being established, and the heavens above 
clear, no one had been hindered by weather from 
coming to hear the new curate. 

lVIarten was well pleased; and was coming out 
from the porch in a satisfied mood, when Miss 
Hippe::iley, in her usual brilliant head gear, came 
up so closely to him, that he verily thought she 
was going to take his arm. He, however, avoided 
the infliction by a rapid manreu vre, so skilfully 
managed as to bring an old woman in a grey 
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cloak between his own person and that of the 
enemy, keeping himself on the other side of this 
moving screen until clear of the porch. 

" Well, Mr. Marten," said the governess, as 
soon as they were in the open air, " we are all 
highly pleased, very much gratified indeed, were 
not we, Mr. Smith, lVIr. Brooks, Mr. Jenkins?'' 
turning to three of the principal agriculturists of 
the parish. And then not to be behind in polite­
ness, she extended her left-hand towards the 
young clergyman, and her right hand to the 
others, and went through the form of introduc­
tion, though with the unfortunate mistake of 
introducing the higher to the lower; an error 
perceived by none but Marten. 

Other introductions, much in the same style, 
followed, and if the mistress of these ceremonies 
had been quiet and let thing·:; take their course, 
all would have passed with due decorum; but the 
good lady was so excited, and presumed so much 
upon being the first to have known the new 
curate, that he thought it best to cut the scene 
short, and with a general bow, hastened through 
the gate of the churchyard, and took "· hat he 
supposed to be the shortest way to his home, by 
a narrow lane which intruded itself on the open 
road. 

This treacherous way, however, led only to a 
few cottages, and proved to be that which is most 
hateful of all ways, to a man in haste, namely a 
cul de sac. At the end of this he might have 
soon reached the parsonage, by climbing an awk­
ward style, scrambling through a hedge, and leap­
ing a ditch, but he was in his foll canonicals, and 
there were people about in all directions, so he 
had nothing for it but to march back again-
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which he did, not doubting but that he should 
find what was called the Church-lane, abandoned. 
Scarcely, however, had he come in sight of the 
gate of the churchyard, when he beheld the yel­
low top-knots again, amid a cluster of old women, 
and what was worse, the sharp eyes caught his 
figure at the same instant. 

"Oh ! there you are,'' she screamed; "I called 
after you. I knew you would be obliged to 
come back, and I have been waiting here to set 
you right." 

We must giYe Marten credit for the fortitude 
with which he endured the company of the brisk 
governess, as she walked by his side to the gate 
of the parsonage, bestowing, during their pro­
gress, many little items of good advice, respecting 
what he ought to do, as the follower of dear, 
worthy, Mr. Ricketts, but we are not able to 
decide whether his unbroken silence arose from 
ineffable scorn, or some more discreet and amiable 
feeling. The only token by which any judgment 
can be formed, is the exclamation with which he 
relieved his swelling heart, as he marched up the 
gravel walk to the house-door. 

"Disagreeable vulgar woman! to think of her 
presuming to dictate to a clergyman of the 
Church of England, and one who has taken 
honours at Oxford." 

The packages of books from London arrived 
in a cart, early the next day, and behold Marten 
in his most venerable attire, and John and Mrs. 
Turley, all unpacking in the hall, and carrying 
the books up to the book-room: and see again, 
after a little while, all the volumes 'ranged on 
the floor, and Marten alone, looking on the 
catalogue of what should be, with the eye of an 
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alderman of the old school contemplating the 
bill of fare at a Lord Mayor's feast. 

He had just formed his plan of arrangement, 
and was beginning to act upon it, when Mrs. 
Turley appeared, with an "If you please, sir, 
Jenny Higgins wants to speak with you." 

"Tush,'' cried Marten, running down after the 
housekeeper, who led to the kitchen. 

The unwelcome visitor stood in the form of a 
tall, sharp, hawk-eyed, middle-aged woman, 
dressed in peasant fashion, with something on her 
head, partaking of the double nature of hat and 
bonnet, in black felt. 

She first bobbed a curtsey, and then breaking 
out in a voice strongly affected by passion-" I 
wish, sir," she said, "as you would please to see 
me rigb ted; there is that Miss Hippesley-I 
wonders how good Madam Ricketts should have 
thought of employing such a one as she, for every 
body knows--" 

"Hold your tongue, Jenny,'' cried Mrs. Turley, 
adding several nods and winks from behind 
Marten. 

"Well," said the woman, '' it don't matter for 
that; only this I knows, that the very first money 
I gave her was two-pence halfpenny, and my hus­
band knows, and I knows it myself, and would 
~tand to it if this was tbe last day I had to live, 
that I put five as good halfpenny pieces into 
her hand as ever was kindled-neither more nor 
l " ess. 

"What then," said Marten, "do you calculate 
the sum total due to you to come to 1" 

"Not one farthing less than eleven-pence 
halfpenny, sir; and you may look at the book," 
she answered. 
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Marten fetched the little greasy volume, an<l 
proved to her that, by the book, Miss Hippesley 
was right. 

'• Ay," said the woman," according to her own 
dotting down, who was to hinder her scoring 
what she chose?" and the business seemed to be 
as far from being settled as ever, for she was be­
ginning the whole tale over again, a<lding not a 
few rather vivid an<l extraneous expletives, when 
Marten withdrew to the parlour, wrote Limself 
down as debtor eleven-pence halfpenny to Jenny 
Higgins, and sending the card to her by lYirs. 
Turley, returned to his labour, well pleased at 
having got rid of the vulgar squabble, as he 
termed it, at the cheap rate of four farthings. 

There is an old saying, "Don't crow till you 
are out of the wood." vVe shall see in the sequel 
how far our young curate served himself by the 
application of the receipt so generously devised. 

Not an hour, which seemed to Marten scarcely 
five minutes,had passed away, when it was again, 
" Mr. Marten, if you please, you are wanted­
Betty Sharpe wishes to speak to you." 

Marten remembered the name in the list of 
subscribers to the clothing club; and on Mrs. 
Turley saying she thought she was come to get a 
ticket such as he bad given to Jenny Higgins, he 
ran down to the parlour, summed up by the book 
what was due to this woman, and having duly en­
tered it on a card, and added his name, he bade 
Mrs. Turley take the voucher to the same. 

He bad scarcely settled himself again to his 
work, when the housekeeper appeared in the 
door-way, saying, '' If you please, sir, Betty a'ant 
quite satisfied, she wants to speak to you.'' 

"Tell her I'm busy," answered lYiarten . 
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"They be used, sir," replied his tormentor, "to 
be spoken to, themselves either by dear Mr. or 
Mrs. Ricketts; they was never used to be put off 
with a messenger. There was not a cottage in 
the parish where Mrs. Ricketts especially worn't 
as free as she was in her own kitchen, and worthy" 
Mr. Ricketts, good man-" 

"Well, well," returned Marten, " they were 
old people, and, at any rate, two to one with me; 
if the woman has anything of consequence to say, 
let her send it through you." 

" La, sir!" replied the housekeeper, " but that 
won't satisfy. In dear Mr. Ricketts' time-" 

Rather than hear any more of dear Mr. Ricketts, 
M arten ]aid down a book which he bad just 
taken up, brushed by the housekeeper, cleared 
the stairs in three steps, and stood at the en­
trance of the kitchen almost before the house­
keeper had recovered from her sm·prise. 

'' W ell," said Marten, to the woman, "what do 
you want? Do you not understand that the card 
in your hand entit]es you to receive from me the 
money which you have paid into the hands of 
l\1iss Hippesley, on the clothing account?" 

"Yes, sir," said the woman, turning the card 
a bout," I knows that much; good Madam Ricketts 
was used-" 

"Never mind Madam Ricketts," interrupted 
.l\iarten, "if you have any business with me, let 
me hear it at once." 

" W hy, sir, I come to speak with you about a 
mistake as Miss Hippesley has made; you has 
put the money down on the card to come to ten­
pence, and I dare say you bas done it all in _in­
nocence, for it a'ant likely that a gentleman like 
you should go for to come over a poor woman 
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like me, for the valley of a penny; but certain 
sure it is, that one of the five weeks, I can't 
justly say which, I gave Miss Hippesley three­
pence, and Sally Jones was a standing by at the 
very time, and it was in the lane, by our gate, I 
seed her passing, and I said to my daughter 
Kitty, says I, 'I has always paid my description 
regular,' as good Mrs. Ricketts used to say." 

"By the book," said Marten, taking alarm at 
this good Mrs. Ricketts, "Miss Hippesley 1s 
right; but it may be possible, that amongst so 
many small receipts, some trifling blunder may 
have arisen." And he tossed her a penny, which he 
fished out of one of his pockets, and ran up the 
stairs so quickly, as to be in great danger of cap­
sizing Mrs. Turley, who was coming down in full 
sail-that worthy dame having only delayed a 
little to ascertain if_ the volumes alrea<ly put up 
stood in anything like the order in which good 
Mr. Ricketts' old collection were wont to be ar­
ranged. 

When this discreet dame understood how the 
affair with Betty Sharpe had been settled, she 
ventured upon a prognostic which manifested 
more of her knowledge of the womanhood of­
Altonbury, than any very decided power of ratio­
cination. In truth, it needed not the inspiration 
of a Cassandra, to be able to foretell a very serious 
commotion in the village, as certain to take place 
within a short period ; the contending parties 
being on one side Miss Hippesley, who, in her­
self standing singly, was a multum in parvo-and 
on the other, all and every one of the fair mem­
bers of the clothing club, of whom it could not 
be doubted but that they would bring Mar­
ten's concessions to bear in their full force on the 
enemy. 
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In the mean time, our young curate had quite 
forgotten Jenny Higgins and Betty Sharpe, and 
Miss Hippesley, and if the truth must be spoken, 
dear Mrs. Ricketts herself, in his contemplation 
of the exquisite feasts which he anticipated in the 
varieties of new publications which he was ar­
ranging on the shelves; neither did he take any 
note of time, for the clock had struck the hours 
of eleven, and even twelve, whilst he pursued 
his occupation; neither did he -regard certain 
tones of objurgation, which now and then arose 
in the otherwise still air. He set all these down 
to certain oracular, and somewhat decisive ad­
dresses, with which he had already learned Mrs. 
Turley sometimes favoured John. At length that 
worthy dame broke in upon him with something 
less than her usual ceremony. 

"Well, to be sure, Mr. Marten," she said, 
"you have not done fairly by Miss Hippesley, 
and you have raised the whole place-would you 
believe it ?-but there bas been no less than six of 
them here, at the back door, for I would not let 
them come no further; but I have told them my 
mind, the ungrateful bodies ! I wonder how 
many gallons of skim milk and good thick broth 
they has earned out of these gates ; the broth 
was not common dish-washings neither, for dear 
Mrs. Ricketts saw it thickened and spiced her 
very self, and she used to say--." 

" But," cried Marten, in impatience, "Do be 
so good as to explain what brought you here just 
now, Mrs. Turley; you see I am engaged." 

" Did not I tell you, sir," replied the dame­
" did not I say that as many as six of them have 
been at the back door to see you; and all with 
the tale, that Miss Hippesley had not dotted 

4 
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them down, that is, their payments, fair in the 
book, and that they hoped you would see them 
righted. They say you have righted Higgins 
and Sharpe's wives, and when I driv them back, 
what did they <lo, but go clown the village, and to 
Miss 'Hippesley's door, and there, as John says, 
they are at it still, screeching like hens in a roost 
when a fox is looking in. Oh, Mr. Marten, 
you did not know what these folks are when 
you gave in to their extortion. Why you did 
just for all, as if you believed that Miss Hip­
pesley had over-reached the poor creatures; not 
that they deserves my pity-I abominate such 
distortions." 

What could Marten say? he felt convicted of 
impolicy, and was the more provoked, because 
his mistake had involved him in a business which 
he thought beneath the notice of a gentleman, 
-what be called a vulgar squabble. 

There were two ways which he might have 
taken-the one which pride and undue sensitive­
ness might suggest; the other being such as a 
proper sense of his own duties and condition as a 
minister of the parish would dictate. The one 
which pride and a morbid horror of low quarrels 
and contests, was that, however, which he adopted. 

Turning again to his books, "I am very sorry 
to hear all this, Mrs. Turley," he said, " but I 
should be obliged to you, if you would not trouble 
me any farther with any of these village quarrels. 
If these women disagree, they must settle their 
o'iscords in their own way- I cannot inter­
fere." 

The tone and manner in which he spoke 
caused the housekeeper to leave the room in­
stantly, but she was far from being satisfied. She 

feh 
qm 
the 
to s 
Sip, 

H 
mu;: 

~fr ri 

reeei, 
uoubi 
ha,e 
me~ 
been 
anu 
ipea1 
lecte 
was 
with 
hare 
the 
bene 
Bad 
hr w 
pian 
fosin 

1l 
lager 
1·err 
she' v 
the le 
stoqe 
perfec 
by th1 
Went I 
Ubjee 
lt 11 



JOHN .MARTEN. 217 

felt, however, that as it did not suit her plans to quarrel with the young master, who would be there only for a time, it would be better for her to say no more, though she thought that her gos­sip, M iss Hippesley, was not fairly used . 
Had lVIarten been less hot and haughty, he must have seen that he hod, by the donation of his few halfpence, given occasion to the low receivers to boast, that even the parson had his doubts of Miss Hippesley's honesty, and he would have felt that he ought to take some prompt measure to clear her; probably it would have been best for him to go at once to her house, and there to do her the justice due to her in ~peaking to the viragoes still said to be col­lected about the street and the door, and there was no fear but that ha <.1 he appeared and spoken with calm and gentlemanly firmness, he would have incurred no risk of insult; and if he had, t he penalty of exclu<ling the offender from all benefit of the clothing club was in his power. I-lad be not fallen into the unfortunate measure by which he implicated l\fiss Hippesley, his own plan would have been the best, as it was, his re­fusing to interfere was unjust to her. 

The affair, however, ,vas settled by the vil­lagers in their own way. lVI iss Hippesley was very well able to fight her own battles, nor was she very sensitive with respect to the nature of the language used to her, nor the epithets be­stowed upon her; and as the assailants were all perfectly aware that she had not dealt dishonestly by them, whatever they might pretend, the storm ,. went down a suddenly as it ha<l risen, and a new subject began to occupy the minds of the people. It was flanne l petticoat time, an<l the day of de­
L 
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livery was near. Would Mr. Marten give the pet­
ticoats as they bad been given in dear Mr. Ricketts' 
time? and Mrs. Turley was requested to investi­
gate the matter. The petticoats had al ways been 
given the first week in December, and the clothing 
tickets in the second·' the plan for the last was, 
that the individuals ,emselves were to go to the 
mercer's, Mr. Gosling, Qr Mr. Pigeon, and select 
their articles to the amount of their tickets. 

This period of the year had ever been one of 
great enjoyment to the benevolent lady of the 
former Rector. fi_he was one of the old school, 
who delighted more in the humblest domestic 
duties than in the pages of the finest volume genius 
ever penned: her happiness consisted in perform­
ing acts of kindness to her fellow creatures, and 
if she made the most of each benevolent work 
by gossiping over it, she must not be blamed,-she 
might have done worse, but she had prepared 
no small anoyance for those who were to come 
after her. 

Mrs. Turley, aher certain preliminary speeches 
of indeterminate character, at length ventured to 
tell her young master "that if the petticoats was 
to be given, it was time to think of them, as dear 
Mrs. Ricketts-'' r 

"Yes! yes!" exclaimltl Marten," everything 
is to go on as usual-you know what measures 
are to be taken; and will see to them." . 

" Measures, sir?" replied l\1rs. Turley ; "dear 
Mrs. Ricketts and I always measured the flannel, 
and allowed three yards to each petticoat ; you 
would not think that too much, would- you, sir? 
though Mrs. Scrimpage, that is our tailor's wife, 
says she never puts more than two and a half 
into any petticoat;,' 
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Marten's foot, at this moment, unfortunately 
came in such forcible collision with the leg of the 
table, for be was at breakfast, that be made 
everything shake and rattle on the board. 

"Bless me, sir," exclaimed the startled dame, 
"I hope you bas not hurt your foot; but I was 
thinking that the flannel must be had before we 
can measure it; and I was always used to go my­
self every year to choose it, Mrs. Ricketts used to say. " 

"The sooner you go the better," cried Marten ; 
and after much more had been said by the house­
keeper, and endured in silence by Marten, it was 
agreed that Mrs. Turley was to go the next morn­
ing to the neighbouring town in the carrier's cart, 
with dne powers to select all things necessary for 
these said petticoats. She, also, during the same 
hearing, got Marten to write down the list of the 
ancient wives and widows who were best entitled 
that year to the benefit of new flannel, and in­
formed him that these would be admonished to 
come on such a day, on such an hour, to receive these flannels from his own hand. 

"Why can't you give them, Mrs. Turley?" asked Marten. 
" Sir," said the housekeeper, "sure you don't 

mean no such thing. What would be thought of 
it? Dear iVlrs. Ricketts always gave them her­self." 

"Oh, very well, I will give them," cried Marten, 
'· if Mrs. Ricketts did: you see to the rest, iVfrs. 
Turley, I will not detain you any longer: indeed 
I must go out"-and he rushed through the hall, 
and took a turn of considerable length over the 
beaten snow, longing for the time when he should 
see the lawn and beautifully-arranged shrubbery, 

L 2 



220 THE HISTORY OF 

and fair encircling fields, in the green clothing of 
the opening spring. 

Being quite alone, and feeling the bracing ani­
mating breath of the clear frosty morning, the 
young man's mind endeavoured to throw off the 
recollection of all the petty annoyances to which 
he was subject in the house, and began to solace 
itself in deep meditations on many things,-as, 
for exam ple,-vVherefore the condition of man on 
earth is what it is ?-and wherefore, with aspira­
tions, and intellectual powers, such as he has, he 
should be perpetually lowered down to one gro­
velling set of ideas, by the circumstances into 
which he is thrown? 

"vVherefore," thought he, "am I placed in 
situations in which my powers areutterly cramped, 
and where I am so frequently compelled to asso­
ciate with inferior minds, and to hear nothing 
but the details of common things? In this last re­
spect, this place is peculiarly unfavourable, and 
the means of usefulness particularly narrowed. 
There was a wider sphere at that hateful Bick­
erton. Well, I am not to remain here long. 
I-Iowever, whilst I stay, I must endeavour to do 
what good may be in my power; but I must not 
suffer the precious hours w hicb should be given 
to study, to be consumed by the eternal irruption 
of gossiping old wowen. I will, I am resolved, 
begin a course of Hebrew ; there is every facility 
in l\iia11sfield 's library for carrying it on ; and if 
these people persist in attempting to interrupt 
me-why, I must try to teach them better." 

There is nothing in theory which young irreli­
gious persons dread n1ore than common-place life; 
and no condition in which even the well-meaning 
more often fail. In severe and strong trials, and 

ar 
se 
In 
so I 

eve 
for 
act 
for 
or 
he 

to 
pa 
ti 
Ch 



JOHN MARTEN. 22l 

arduous situations, a mind with any sense of piety 
seeks the divine aid, and God is ever found by 
those who are led to seek him; Lut a young per­
son not being convinced that he needs divine 
support in sustaining small inflictions, walks in 
his own strength, and never fails to walk amiss. 
Yet it cannot be questioned by the believer, that 
every condition of man is ordained by God ; nor 
is there a doubt, but that, when in ages to come, 
or in that period when time shall be no more, an<l 
when our divinely-enlightened intellects and un­
clouded memories shall enable us to look through 
the whole course of past existence, we shall then 
be enabled to see that every, even the smallest 
event which was appointed to us, was ordered 
for some especial cause of good; for some counter · 
action of a certain peculiar tendency of character; 
for some peculiar point of needful instruction ; 
or for the establishment of some salutary and healing principle. 

Many a one has lived long enough to be able 
to reason coolly and calmly on the events of his 
past life, and to discern the benefit of what, at the 
time, appeared to be vexatious, painful, and per­
chance, unnecessary dispensations. 

If sur.h are often the convictions of the age<l 
Christian, whilst yet only we see through a glass 
darkly, what will they be when we see all things 
through the mirror of everlasting and infinite love? 

1\1arten's disposition was naturally haughty; if 
the germ of the new life had been implanted 
within hi breast when he resided in his three 
first curacies, the immortal plant had not yet 
broken through the sods of the carnal nature 
above it; the season of $uch exhibition had not 
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arrived when he resided at Altonbury, and as he 
then was, he would probably have been less sub­
dued by any severe, or what he might have 
thought, dignified trial, than by the petty inglo-
1·ious teazings which he there encountered, and 
which, it may be observed, would have been 
nothing, had he met them in a milder spirit, and 
coolly studied how to obviate them. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

THE petty details of life, many of which are ex­
tremely vexatious at the time, are forgotten in 
our reviews of the past, and not calculated upon 
in our anticipations of the future; yet these, like 
the pence in a daily account, run up a large total 
in the year; and to be perpetually putting the 
hand into the treasure-bag for such small sums, 
is perhaps more irritating than occasionally to 
pay twice their value in one large amount. 

All Marten's expenditure, and all the demands 
made upon his time and temper at Altonbury, 
were in this small way. He wanted not a sense 
of the importance of bis duties as a clergyman , 
but was baffied in every attempt, and made to 
feel that he could bring nothing to bear. When 
called to visit the sick, he found that it was almost 
impossible to gain a hearing; not that the per­
sons were rude, far from it, they agreed at once 
to everything expressed in the prayers which he 
used, or the chapters he read, evidencing ~heir 
assent by deep groans or sighs, and exclamat10ns, 
of no definite meaning; but whenever be. at­
tempted to explain a text, or to instil a doctrme, 
the sick person was sure to break in with a de­
tailed, and not always very refined, account of his 
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or her ailments, and not unseldom to tell what 
dear Madam Ricketts had said about them, and 
what she had recommended, frequently pressing 
these subjects, till the young curate put on his 
hat, and walked away. 

When he visited the Sunday-school, he found 
the room so full, so close, and so noisy, and the 
old master and dame so wrapped up in their 
own good opinions, that it seemed to him almost 
absurd to attempt doing good in that province 
without making a total reform, but of course 
such reform was not for him to undertake. 

It occurred to him that he might sometimes 
say a word in season on a casual meeting with 
any of his parishioners when walking out, and 
this he tried with several of them. He was 
always heard civilly, and as invariably believed 
that he was heard without profit, as his auditor, 
after having said," Very true, sir," or something to 
the same purpose, always turned to some other 
matter in which, with the poorer people, the name 
of Ricketts was always brought forward . 

The pulpit alone was left undisturbed; there 
was a door open to Marten for declaring the 
truth; but he was afraid, or, in other words, he 
wanted the faith which would have compelled 
him to cause the glad voice of salvation to go 
forth fully, through this open door. Had he 
done so, he would soon have found that the 
voice would have been acknowledged, if only at 
first by a few; but every real child of God in the 
ministry feels himself no longer quite alone, when 
one, if only one, of his congregation arise5 from 
the state of death in which all are in Adam, and 
gives evidence of that new life which is the gift 
of God in and through the Lord J esns Christ. 



JOHN MARTEN. 225 

,v e must do Marten the justice to say that he 
really desired, and tried, whilst at Alton bury, to do 
good, and to make the best of his time, in the va­
rious ways mentioned above; but if his labours 
without doors were not crowned with much suc­
cess, his studies within were most grievously in­
terrupted, though he abandoned his parlour, and 
shut himself up in the book-room, when anxious 
to read, for thither Miss Hippesley did not pre­
sume to penetrate. 

But who shall say bow often, dnring the active 
hours of the twenty-four, Mrs. Turley presented 
herself at his door? For as the time drew on, 
the poor women of the village became more and 
more importunate with respect to the affairs of 
the clothing club and flannel garments. 

One would come, first for a voucher respec6ng 
the sum paid to Miss Hippesley; again the same 
would appear with another weekly payment; then 
with a payment for some neighbour lying ill; theH 
to beg that a great-aunt or some other might be 
set down for the next year's dP.scription; and 
thus may-be making four visits where one might 
have done, an<l losing more time than the whole 
gain by the club would be worth to a careful 
woman . 

1 f :Marten did not see each of these visitors 
every time, he was obliged to hear all they said 
from Mrs. Turley, with the addition of various 
notes and comments by that sapient dame, and the 
more than twice-times-told tale of good JVIrs. 
Ricketts's management of this same very trouble­
some business. 

But the crisis of the flannel garments was to 
precede that of the clothing club, and in conse­
quence, for two days before, a certain little red 
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spot, the symptom of conscious importance, be­
came stationary on the cheek of the spinster. 

One day, it was that before delivery, she actu­
ally waited on Marten, with a huge pair of scis­
sors, suspended by a piece of blue list from her 
apron-string: and that very day, as he sat in his 
little room, which was over the kitchen, he was 
startled every second by a noise not unlike the 
rending of a sail in a gale of wind. He took 
great care, however, not to ask what this might 
portend, lest he should hear that it always was so 
at this season, in good Mrs. Ricketts' time. 

At length, on the morning of delivery-indi­
cated by a particularly bright ribbon on 1\1:rs. 
Turley's cap-that worthy dame informed her 
victim that the women was coming at noon, and 
that she hoped he, Mr .. lVIarten, would be in at 
the time, "as it was very ill convenient to have 
twenty-four of them in the kitchen all at once 
for a long while together, talking and peering 
about as such people is sure to do, as may-be 
don't see the inside of a gentleman's kitchen 
once in twelve months." 

"Very well," said Marten, shortly, "I shall be 
d " rea y. 

"Good Mrs. Ricketts'' returned Mrs. Turley, 
" al ways had something to say to each of the old 
souls, when she delivered the garments. I have 
heard them say that her discouraging words came 
as warm to their hearts as the flannel did to their 
old bones-dear good lady as she was." 

Mrs. Ricketts was really a kind and excellent 
person in her way, but if any of her friends 
should read these memoirs, they must please to 
carry this with them, that in the praises lavished 
on her by Mrs. Turley, there was, with some 
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sterling sincerity, a very considerable alloy of 
that spirit with which a woman, when in ange1· 
with her second husband, thinks that she cannot 
touch him more closely than by magnifying the 
merits of her first good man. 

It was a little before twelve, when J\iarten's 
ears were first invaded by indisputable symptoms 
of the coming interruption. 

lle very soon distinguished the shrill tones of 
the school-mistress's voice, and remembered that 
she had said she was always used to be present at r 

the delivery of the garments in good Mrs. 
Ricketts' time, and he soon afterwards heard the 
back gate strike on the posts several times, and 
then the chattering below him became, if not 
louder, more confused and multifarious. 

Had Lord H- been with Marten then, he 
would assuredly have said, "Let them enjoy 
themselves, let them make the most of it ; there 
is no harm in all this gossip and parade if they 
like it; have we not our parades in higher life? 
But lVIarten had no sympathies of the kind, he 
thought the whole aftair of these flannel attires 
utterly inglorious; it was well enough amongst 
women; and it was quite proper that the old and 
poor should be supplied ; but really, it was too 
ridiculous to make him come forward in such a 
matter. What would Wellings and that set have 
to say, if they got hold of the story? There is 
nothing I abominate so much," he added, in au­
dible words, "as being made ridiculous." 

Not more true than the clock was the appear­
ance of Mrs. Turley at the stndy door, at the last 
stroke of twelve: and no court beauty could 
have affected more indifference than the worthy 
dame did on this, one of her brightest anniversa-
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ries, in which she was complimented and ca­
ressed by every old woman in and on the parish, 
who pretended to anything like good breeding. 

Most gracious was the smile with which she 
announced the presence of the party below, add­
ing, "Now, sir, if you please," standing aside 
at the same time, to let the young gentleman 
pass. 

The kitchen, though tolerably large, was quite 
filled up at one end, by the four-and-twenty old 
women, in their various costumes of grey and red 
and grizzled cloaks; in the centre were as many 
bundles of flannel ranged on a long table, and 
last, though not least in the power of annoyance, 
stood Miss Hippesley, with her back to the fire, 
and in so great a state of excitement, that a 
stranger might have thought that the whole 
merit of the affair was her's, and that none of the 
old women present would ever feel the comfort 
of the garments then to be besto'\-ved without 
saying, "We owe this to Miss Hippesley." 

., Good day, Mr. Marten," were the first words 
she addressed to him; "you see bow punctual we 
are. Dear Mr. Rickets used to say-" 

lYiarten broke in at this place, and taking 
council by a list of names which he had brought 
with him, be called the first, and immediately the 
oldest of the women came hobbling out from the 
mass, saying, "That's me, if yon please, sir." 

"Stop, Sukey, stop," cried l\1iss Hippesley. 
Stop, :Mr. Marten, lVIrs. Ricketts was always 
used-was not she, Mrs. Turley?'' 

"Yes, miss," replied lYirs. Turley," dear Mrs. 
Ricketts used-" 

But not waiting to hear what they had to say, 
Marten went on with calling the names, an<l 
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giving the garments away so rapidly, that he was 
actually handing the last to the twenty-fourth old 
woman before Mrs. Turley and Miss Hippesley 
together could find any argument sufficiently 
strong to arrest his progress. He was then 
actually meditating a retreat from the kitchen, 
when his ear was caught by a sort of general 
groan from the four-and-twenty women, the in­
distinct sound becoming distinct and articulate in 
one or two instances only. 

The words which attracted his attention being, 
., Well, Sukey, say no more, say no more. It 
warn't to be expected that it should be all as if 
good Madam Ricketts was here ; we ought to be 
thankful any how." 

"What is that?" said Marten, "thankful any 
how-what are you saying?" 

So general was the groan, or the sigh, or the 
little fretful noise in the throat which issued from 
the mass of cloak-bear<'rs, all huddled, as they 
were, together, that Marten saw that something 
was wrong, and looked for an explanation, first 
at Miss Hippesley, who was choosing, it seemed, 
to be silent, and then at the housekeeper, who 
opened at the first glance, delivering herself to 
the following effect, her words pouring forth like 
steam from a safety valve : 

"The ungrateful old creatures!" she exclaimed. 
"Sure am I of this, that had I anticipated such 
behaviour and snch ingratitude, I would have 
beeu the last, and not the first, as I was~ to 
take the trouble to go all along to Pigeon's, ~nd to 
toss over every bale of flannel as he had m the 
shop, and you to b8 going for to be expecting 
that with one pair of hands I was to be doing 
what two, let me tell you, could not do, without 
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sitting late and early. Dear Mrs. Ricketts would 
not believe it, if she were told of your conduct.'' 

In this place, Marten interrupted the house­
keeper, and addressing the old Sukey, who, not­
withstanding her palsied frame, seemed undoubt­
edly to be the leader of the malcontents, he bade 
her come forward and say of what she and her 
companions had to complain. 

The old woman a<lvanced into the middle of 
the kitchen, and with a spiteful and discontented 
twinkle of light lack-lustre eyes, she said, in a 
puling shrill tone, "The garments was used to 
be made for us, in Madam Ricketts~ time, they 
was. " 

" Tush!" cried Marten, turning on his heel, 
and leaving the kitchen. 

Miss Hippesley called after him, but he would 
not bear her, nor did he ever inquire how the 
amiable females settled the matter, after he was 
gone; and as Mrs. Turley had her own reasons for 
not agitating the subject again, the young curate 
was left at peace henceforward about this notable 
affair of the flannel garments. 

Possibly, he owed some of his relief from this 
matter to the excitements which arose, as it were, 
on the back of it, respecting the clothing club, 
and sundry observances enacted in the time of 
Mr, Ricketts, which were required to be attended 
to, on the general plea that no change was to be 
made from what had been in the time of the late 
Rector. 

Now had it suited the worthy housekeeper to 
state at once to Marten that the clerk and his 
wife, and Betty Holt, and Sally Marston, two 
decent lone widows, and old John Hoskins, and 
little Jack Tomkins, who was an orphanless child, 
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as she terqied him, all dined at the Rectory in 
the good times of Mr. Ricketts, on Christmag 
Day, and that a plum-pudding must be added to 
the beef, and that a large mince-pie was annually 
sent to Miss Hippesley, and old Kitty Hart, who 
was bed-ridden, and that James Dick always sup­
plied the holly for the rectory, and was used to 
receive a halfcrown for his trouble; and that 
Lawson's, and Prince's, and Hill's, and the widow 
Smith's boys had silver for their carols, and all 
others who came only pence, with sundry other 
matters of the same description. Had she stated 
these things at once under the head Christmas 
Day, the studies and sermon writing would have 
been greatly benefited thereby; as it was, she 
contrived to make these various matters serve for 
interruptions and discusBions so successfully, from 
the period of the delivery of the garments, until 
Marten was actually prepared to set out for 
church on the Christmas Day, that with the aid 
of the incessant business of the clothing affair, 
the young man had almost as little time to him­
self as the man who keeps a turnpike on a fre­
quented road. 

As Marten was only a lieutenant, he had no 
power to remedy these evils; Le felt himself 
compelled to bear them, and he did not actually 
break out, although it was not always with the 
utmost courtesy that he drove away the house­
keeper, or helped her to an end to her stories, 
which were naturally interminable,-like the sai­
lor's line, who, because he was tired of pulling at 
it, or for it, rather gave it up as a bad job, in the 
supposition that its end must be cut off. 

N or was it always in the most adroit and least 
abrupt way that he avoided Miss Hippesley, that 
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worthy dame being so utterly unconscious of deli­
cate feelings, and being, probably, so well used to 
have persons run away from her, that she was no 
more se □ sible of the young gentleman's disinclin­
ation for her company on the last day of bis re­
sidence at Alton bury, than she was on the first. 

Marten hoped for some relief when Christmas 
was over; but alas! New Year's day comes only 
a week after Christmas; and then came the re­
opening of the clothing book, and settlements 
with the Sm1day-school keepers, and people 
bringing contributions, and coming to say they 
would bring no more; and the clerk, and the 
churchwardens, and the overseers, and all, and 
everybody, came to furnish a little gossip, accord-

. ing to the long-established custom of good Mr. 
and Mrs. Ricketts. Then there were one or more 
of the agriculturists who called on Marten, in 
neighbourly civility, as be supposed, and being 
seated in his parlour, sate there an hour or might 
be more at a time, without even attempting to 
keep· up the ball of conversation, and not in the 
least annoyed at any long silence which might 
ensue, when their host was tired out by attempt­
ing to furnish the whole expense of the intellec­
tual entertainment. 

Most determinately did the snow retain its 
position on the surface of the ground till after 
Ney Year's day; it at length gave way, and 
Marten was then able to ascertain that the place 
in summer would be very lovely; but he had only 
a short time to stay there, and he was not sorry 
that it was so, for he had formed no attachments 
to any one, nor had he made any acquaintance in 
the neighbourhood. 

From the time of his residence there, he had 
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been making inquiries amongst his friends, by 
letter, for another curacy, and it was on the same 
day two letters were placed in his hands, which 
together settled the point of bis next removal. 

The first was from Henry Milner: it was dated 
from Lord H-'s house in town, and it mentioned 
a curacy which might be had very soon, at no 
great distance from Woodville, the stipend good, 
being determined by regulation, ac-cording to the 
value of the living, and there were some other 
circumstances attached to it which Henry ruen­
tioned and l\1arten liked-for instance, the pro­
mise of good, or at least, polished society, a 
large field for exertion, and an excellent public 
library, and above all, the rector was a personal 
friend of Lord H-. 

The second letter was from his father and 
dated Lucca. · 

Of course, he had had several epistles from 
his parent since that of which we have given the 
copy in the _beginning of this volume. 

The elderly gentleman, it seems, had not yet 
obtained the long desired situation, and bad, in 
consequence, ueen in a state of irritation for 
the last three years. He had been very angry 
with his son for throwing up Steeple Lawford ; 
and this present letter was to press him, under all 
circumstances, to keep close to young Milner, 
repeating the reasons for so doing, which are 
detailed in the epistle which we have given at 
length. 

The letter concluded with complaints of short­
ness of money, and the ill-usage of friends, 
through whose neglect, as the writer asserted, he 
had hitherto failed of the preferment which he 
had a rigb t to expect. 
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The consequence of these paternal communi­
cations was that Marten wrote forthwith to 
Henry Milner, to beg him to secure the curacy 
of which he spoke. 

As we trust that our young reader has already 
had enough of the minute troubles which Marten 
encountered at Altonbury, and that he has been 
sufficiently benefited by the example of our hero 
in the science of making the most of small evils, 
we shall use the privilege of authorship, and 
pass over a certain period marked by nothing 
but changes rung on the same querulous dull 
notes, in perpetual succession, by the housekeeper 
and other members of the community, to the day 
in which Mansfield was expected to return to 
relieve his friend from his charge. 

The hour when Mr. lVIansfield and his lady 
were expected was six in the evening. 

Mrs. Turley bad been so much agitated all the 
day, and in such a perpetual bustle, that it was 
almost impossible to observe her movements 
without feeling some sympathy in her excite­
ment., 

Everything in the parlour and about the tea­
table had scarcely been supposed to be all ready, 
when the carriage was heard, and Marten rushed 
to the hall-door, to welcome his friend and hand 
out the lady, which last he had no small curio­
sity to see. 

As a married man, Edward was not in the 
least changed; bis wife, as sometimes does occur, 
had not stepped between him and his former 
friends, and during a few minutes, in which the 
lady had gone with Mrs. Turley to take off her 
travelling attire, Marten thought Mansfield more 
cordial and warm than ever, and it was almost 
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with tears in his eyes, that he congratulated him 
on his prospects at Northfield under such a rec­
tor as Mr. Enfield. 

Mrs. lVIansfield was not absent long; she had 
made the housekeeper's acquaintance, and already 
won her by her kindness. When she appeared 
in the parlour, her husband introduced Marten 
formally to her as one of the dearest friends of 
his youth. 

The smile with which she received him would 
have pleaded imperatively in her favour, had she 
not also presented the appearance of all that is 
lovely and desirable in a young married woman­
youth and elegance, simplicity, and the promise 
of considerable intellectual powers and attain,. 
ments. 

There was a playfulness also now and then 
betrayed by an occasional glance of her very 
bright eyes, which, however, seemed to be under 
considerable check for some time, after the first 
meeting· with her husband's friend. 

She was very young, and seemed quite de­
lighted with the possession of such a place; and 
when Mans-field hinted something about new fur­
niture, she answered, "Let us first get acquainted 
with the old, and if we find it will serve us, we 
shall be richer for keeping it.'' 

Marten was confirmed in his approbation of 
his friend's wife by this moderation, and tea 
coming in, he was proceeding to assist her with 
the tea-kettle, (no clergyman prefer urns to tea­
kettles,) when a well-known, but then little ex­
pected female voice burst on bis ears, probably 
from the farthest end of the kitchen, and becom­
ing louder and louder, hardly giving him ti1r_ie ~o 
say," Miss Hippesley," before it was beard w1thm 
the parlour itself. 
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That "extremes meet" is a very old adage, but though they meet, they may be very dissimilar. The perfect ease of high breeding may, in some points of view, be very similar to the vulgar ease 
of those who know not what good-breeding is, and yet nothing can he more different in other points than the one is to the other. 

Now Marten had the opportunity of observing how the new-married lady met the forwardness of the intruder, and he believed that she would not be able to extricate herself from the rude assault, without implicating· her own good man­
ners, or subjecting herself to what even he had found intolerable. 

He saw at once, however, that she, in a sweet, wife-like manner, was resolved to follow as her 
husband led, for he saw her look to him more than once. 

Miss Hippesley came forward, shook the hand of Mr. Mansfield, and then of his lady, and con . gratulated them, in her usual unmodulated tone, on their marriage, and the termination of their journey, hoping that they had found the roads 
good from France ; then hinting that she had supposed their tea would have been over, or she would not have come so soon,she turned to Marten, who was in the act of introducing the water into the teapot, and said, "vVhat, are you tea-maker, lVIr. Marten? well, that won't do, Mrs. Mansfield must have a good cup this first evening. Let me put in another spoonful, one for each person, and 

one for the pot, as dear Mr. Ricketts used to say. N ow,a little water-the kettle, if you please, Mr. Marten. You will not find an urn in this house, 
Mrs. Mansfield. Dear Mr. Ricketts used to say, 'There is never good tea where an urn is used.'" 
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,,. hilst Marten was setting the kettle down, 
she slipped into the tea-maker's chair, congratu­
lating herself in having come at the precise mo­
ment to secure a good cup of tea to dear Mrs. 
Mansfield. ' 1 Not," she added, "that I should 
have come, had I known that you were going to 
tea; I have had mine two hours since, but I was 
resolved to be the first to congratulate Mrs. 
Mansfield on her coming amongst us. I am sure 
that since there has been no lady in this house, I 
have been like one lost. In dear lVIrs. Ricketts' 
time, there was not a day that I was not in here 
once or twice, and the dear, excellent woman 
would be running over as often, without her bon­
net, an<l may-be with her shawl over her cap. 
Mr. 1\1:arten," she added, with a noel at the young 
gentleman," I suppose, did not think it altogether 
the thing to be al ways adm itting rne, not that any 
one would have thought or said anything about 
it, me being: so much his sen ior ; but now that 
there is a lady, as I tell lVIrs. Turley, now the 
thing will be quite different, and much more com­
fortable. It will be as it was in dear lVJ rs. 
Ricketts' time.'' 

Here was a pause, in which the speaker handed 
the tea from her board, and made sundry inq ui­
ries re pecting its agreeableness: aud there 
might have been some hope that the visitor, 
find ing herself llnassisted, would be forced to 
allow other people time to speak, if Mansfield 
had not put a question to 1\1:arten in a low voice, 
whi?b, being overheard by her, started her 
agam. 

"Yes" she said, "Mr. Marten can tell you 
all abo 11t that, Mr. Man field; you were speaking 
about the attendance on a Sunday; it has been 
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near about the same as in good Mr. Ricketts' few 
last years. The people complained that he was 
getting slow, and kept them too long from their 
beef and pudding. They are an ungrateful set 
at Alton bury; and those who get into the way of 
not going to church don't easily get out of it; so 
I think we may say, Mr. Marten, that we have 
not experienced much increase of auditors since 

t " you came amongs us. 
"To be stung and irritated by such an insect!'' 

thought Marten, who was conscious at the same 
time that his whole face was becoming crimson. 

For an instant or more, he could not look up, 
ti11 perceiving that Mansfield was suppressing 
a laugh, he raised his eyes, and meeting· those 
of his friend, they both laughed, and so heartily 
too, that lVliss Hippesley looked about her to 
discern the subject of their mirth. 

"We are laughing at your compliment to your 
young minister, Miss Hippesley," said Mansfield. 
'' You really do think that bis preaching was 
equally attractive with that of good Mr. Ricketts 
in his latter days, when, as you well know, his 
faculties were failing him." 

"I me_ant no disparagement to l\'Ir. Marten,sir," 
she answered, "though you young gentlemen are 
so full of your fun. But as I was saying to Mr. 
Brooks and Mr. Jenkins,Mr.Marten's words are 
too high for poor country people, who know no 
more of their religion than heathen Greeks, and 
Mr.Jenkins was of the same mind; says be, 'Our 
old vicar's discourses were much better suited for 
the ears of country folks than such as come 
from a university man, like the Reverend Mr. 
Marten:' we meant no offence, gentlemen, only 
we said we thought Mr. Marten too high for ' 7 

th 
t~ 

was 

cam 
rea 
affe 
mo 
pla 
for 

ha 
pie 
be 

po, 
pli 
de£. 
)'ea 
led 

e 
It 

aga 
pesl 



JOHN MARTEN . 239 

the congregation, being such ignoramuses as 
they are." 

"But, :Miss Hippesley," said l\ilansfield, "if 
Mr. Ricketts' discourses were so well adapted for 
their profit, and if he had the ear of these peo­
ple for forty years, even granting that his mind 
was somewhat weakened-'' 

Here Miss Hippesley broke in-" If his mind 
was weakened toward the last, and his voice be­
carn e thin, and he was troubled with a cough in 
reading," she said, "yet these infirmities did not 
affect his doctrine, for he gave us the very ser­
mons be had preached afore time, and excellent 
plain practical discourses they were, just suited 
for the poorer sort." 

"Granting which," returned Mansfield, "how 
happens it, Miss Hippesley, that this same peo­
ple, who for the last forty years have had the 
benefit of these discourses, should be, as you say, 
ignorant as heathen Greeks?" 

"It is the nature of them," answered the dame, 
feeling herself a little in a puzzle, " and as you 
yourself said, Mr.Mansfield, the first Sunday you 
preached in our church, 'No man can change 
the heart, or enlighten the mind of another.'" 

"But he may instruct the head of any one 
possessing his due share of natural intellect," re­
plied Mansfield, " and there certainly must be a 
defect somewhere, when a minister, after forty 
years, leaves his congregation without head-know­
ledge, ignorant, as you say, as heathen Greeks.'' 

" Sure, sir, you don't mean to infer anything 
against good Mr. Ricketts," exclaimed Miss Hip­
pesley. 

"I know nothing of J\1r . Ricketts," returned 
lVIansfield. "I was only judging him by your 



240 
THE HISTORY OF 

own remarks, Miss Hippesley, I don't fancy," he added in his usual jesting manner, '' from your own account, he could be a very skilful teacher, my dear lady." 
"Well, sir," said Miss Hippesley, nothing ~bashed, " you young gentlemen have a great deal to say, and should have, as you have been at college, which good Mr. Ricketts, as he told me many times, never was; it not being a thing re­quired in his younger days." 

Mansfield then endeavoured to turn to some other subject, and began to speak of his late tra­vels, hoping thus to get beyond the reach of the pragmatical dame; but he had hardly uttered the word France, when she informed him that she had a first cousin once removed, who had been there, and forthwith led off, by detailing certain marvellous adventures with which this said first-cousin had crammed her, for his own private amusement, no doubt. 
It would have been utterly vain to attempt to set her right, or to weaken her credence in her travelled cousin -german, so she was suffered to rattle on till the tea-things were removed, and then, Mansfield having screwed up his courage to do an ungracious thing, which, in a polished person, is always, however need­ful, a painful effort, hinted, at first, in ambi­guous, and afterwards in plainer terms, that as he had much business with lWr. Marten, he was sorry that he could not press Miss Hippesley to stay. 

H But," said she, "can't I do anything for Mrs. Mansfield? I see Mrs. Turley has lighted a fire in the best parlour-could we not withdraw there? Mrs. Ricketts, dear good lady, and I have spent 
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many happy hours in that best parlour, when l\1r. 
Smith,or Mr.Jen kins, or may-be Mr. Brown was 
with the vicar. You will find any of these gen­
tlemen very pleasant neighbours, Mr. l\1ansfield. 
There was scarce a week in which one or another 
did not drop in and sit an afternoon with the 
vicar, as they have done, ruay-be with you, Mr. 
Nfarten.', 

H Yes," said Marten, with a deep breath, not 
quite sufficiently developed to deserve the title of 
a groan," they have sometimes sat with me.'' 

"Well then," resumed Miss Hippesley, "shall 
we withdraw, Mrs. Mansfield?" 

The young lady looked alarmed, and her hus­
band fled to the rescue. He pleaded that his 
wife was weary, and must have rest, and having 
driven the enemy from this, her last covert, she 
took her leave, retiring with the view of conclud­
ing her visit in the kitchen. 

The instant in which she was heard to close 
the kitchen door behind her, Marten opened out 
with the energy of the thundering winds at the 
touch of the wand of Eolus, and ceased not till 
he had exhibited a very animated picture of all 
the torments he had been subject to in Alton­
bury, a<lding, "What can you do, Mansfield, to 
terminate these persecutions?'' 

Mansfield heard hiu1 throughout so quietly, 
and the young la<ly so anxiously, that he met not 
with a single interruption, till he came to the cli­
max of the flannel concern, when the young 
rector burst into an uncontrollable laugh,in which, 
nolens voLens, he was joined by his lady, though 
in a softer form, and as if more than half afraid 
of giving Marten pain, Mansfield's mirth being 
greatly increased by the sensitive and offended 
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air with which his friend asked him, what he 
could find, wherewith to be so much diverted? 

"I--Iow could I be otherwise than amused?" 
replied Mansfield, "by the lively representation 
which yon have given us of the collision of such 
incongruities as yourself, one whose dignity was 
never yet called in question, and a parcel of anti­
quated village gossips discussing the merits of 
Welsh flannel'? Who is it says that the very 
essence of wit is the finding and forming associa­
tions with incongruous objects? Why, Marten, 
your scene with the old wives was an instance of 
practical wit." 

"Rather of practical torment," replied Marten; 
chafing, as he ever had done, under his friend's 
raillery; "I can assure you that that solemn old 
housekeeper of yours is enough to drive any one 
mad, without the a_id of Miss Hippesley, who is a 
legion in herself." 

"I don't dispute the powers of either of these 
ladies,'' replied 1\1:ansfield. "Turley has very 
superior capabilities, but Miss Hippesley is a gra­
duate also in the art of tormenting; and to be 
more serious, I am truly sorry, Marten, that you 
should have been exposed to their inflictions." 

Mrs. Mansfield seconded this last remark of 
her husband with so much kindness and softness, 
that whilst Marten looked at her and listened to 
her, all his irritation took wing, and he felt him­
self able to smile with his friend at the petty 
evils of which he bad just before spoken with so 
much bitterness, and was able to tell the remain­
der of his story, if not less graphically, far more 
gaily, than he had told the former part. 

He was to remain at Altonbnry till after the 
Sunday; a delay which gave him the ad vantage 
of many quiet conversations with his friend. 
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The unavoidable troubles of life in all and 
every condition afforded a subject of one long 
discourse. 

Mansfield remarked that there were some dis­
positions which, from natural indolence, took no 
account of small evils, but oyster-like, lie quietly 
in their places, though continually assailed with 
the spray of the tempest, and others, which are 
kept in a perpetual fever, from the irritation ex­
cited by the common chances of life, both of 
these being, from extreme causes, equally ill­
suited for carrying on the affairs of this world to 
advantage. 

Marten asked bis friend whether he were not 
thinking of him in his last description? 

'' I certainly was not," replied Mansfield; "but 
fa r be it from me, not to give you every credit 
which is your due. I think that you certainly do 
possess a very superior talent for magnifying 
small evils, and perhaps no very eminent adroit­
ness in dealing with them." 

Mrs. :Mansfield, in common with many a deli­
cate young wife, was often in fear lest her hus­
band should go too far when conversing with his 
young friend, with whom he had been familiar 
in his school and college days, and now she was 
not slow in observing certain symptoms about 
Marten, which in a spirited steed, ought cer­
tainly to have put the rider on his guard--for 
example, an expansion of the nostrils, and a tre­
mulous motion of the upper lip, which looked 
somewhat ominous. 

She thought it right, accordingly, to put in her 
gentle word, remarking that small inflictions 
were very different in any one's estimation, when 
felt in a man's own person, and in that even of 
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his best friend, adding, that she had heard 
her father say, that no one can endure the 
smallest afBiction with a proper temper, in his 
own strength, though with the divine support, 
and in the power of a new nature, there is no 
trial which can overcome him. 

Many other important subjects were discussed 
by the three then met, whilst Marten remained 
at Altonbury, and each one was sorry when the 
moment of his departure arrived. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

.r ow might 1\ilarten say, with the pod­

" To new fields and pastimes new;" 

245 

but whether these fields were to be those of 
Enna or of Phlegethon remained to be proved. 

Some hours of rapid travelling brought our 
young curate within sight of Northfield, whilst 
yet it was light, on an evening early in March. 
Marten had written to engage the lodgings 
which had been occupied by the curate his pre­
decessor, an<l having told the coachman where 
to set him down, he had no rares to prevent him 
from contemplating his new abode, as he was 
whirled along with the sound of the horn, from 
the commencement of the village towards the 
other end, where in its very busiest, gayest part 
were his lodgings that were to be. 

The houses, many of which were handsome, 
and all neat, stood asunder, in rather extensive 
gardens-the ancient gothic tower of the churc~1, 
in the background, appearing behind them, m 
ever varying points of view. As the coach pro­
ceeded, the houses stood closer, and symptoms of 
shops made themselves manifest. The repr~sen­
tation of a red and rampant lion, which no ima­
gination could suppose to be a dog, swung over 
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the street in one place, and the fac-simile of a 
huge bell presented itself on the other. Next 
came a neat, double gabled, black timbered house, 
flanked by the stiffest, neatest garden which 
could be imagined, and there the coachman drew 
up, calling to Marten, "Now, sir, if you please." 

Marten descended from his elevated position, 
and was received in the porch of the double 
gabled house by a widow, who looked as neat and 
antique as her house, and as closely trimmed in 
her weeds as her own pleached hedge. 

The first observation which Marten made on 
his hostess was, that she used very few words, and 
said as little as possible whilst she introduced 
him to his apartments. These consisted of a sitting 
room, which filled up the front of one entire 
gable, and had a window projecting towards the 
street; and a bedroom behind opening over the 
garden, into green- and lovely fields, beyond 
which, in the far distance, were certain hills, 
clearly defined in high relief against the glowing 
western sky. 

Marten was pleased with the appearance of 
everything, and by no means deaf to the sugges­
tion made by Mrs. Linton respecting· her readi­
ness to serve up a few mutton chops and some 
hot potatoes, as soon as the young gentleman 
should require them. 

"That is immediately," answered Marten, who 
had not dined. And thus matters being settled, 
he was left to look about him, and enjoy his own 
meditations, which were by no means disagree­
able. 

\Vhen people have nothing to do, and they 
have the use of their limbs, they walk to any 
window or windows within their reach, and 
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al ways remain longest, not at that from which 
the finest natural view is to be seen, but where 
most may be observed of the movements of living 
creatures. 

Of course, then, Marten, having looked at the 
hills and the garden, repaired to the front win­
dow, and observed what figures walked below, 
and who went into and out of the Bell inn. Per­
ceiving that, late as it was, there were symptoms 
of a large population, he began to solace himself 
with the idea that he was got into a situation 
where he should find a wide sphere of useful­
ness. 

The sphere at Altonbury had been extremely 
limited ; the people being agriculturists, were 
never to Le found at home on week days, and 
they were so excessively ignorant, that there was 
no teaching them from the pulpit; but here things 
would be different. 

Lord H-, when he recommended him, had 
known, no doubt, that this was a place where he 
would not be thrown away. Lord H -,knowing 
him as he did, must have felt that he was not 
snited to deal with unlettered people. 

Mr. Enfield was undoubtedly a very excellent, 
serious man, but he had never heard that he was 
a man of superior talents, and at all events, 
having completed his academical career, years 
before, he could not possibly be expected to have 
the light and learning which men may acquire 
now at the university, if they avail themselves of 
their privileges. 

How far these speculations might have pro­
ceeded, if they had not been broken in upon 
by the odour of the mutton chops, we cannot 
say. 
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A few books which the widow contrived to 
produce from her own parlour, together with the 
refreshment of some tea in the place of supper, 
occupied the remainder of Marten's evening, and 
sent him to bed in very good humour with his 
new situation. The first thing to be thought of 
in the morning was a call on the rector, for 
which Marten prepared himself with great care, 
and everything in his attire being strictly ortho­
dox, he waited only for a proper hour, and then 
walked forth. He had little difficulty in finding 
the house ;-a venerable mansion, standing in a 
well-ordered garden, which opened into the 
churchyard. He was immediately ushered into 
the family sitting--room, where he found Mrs. 
Enfield encompassed by her children, most of 
whom were in and advancing towards their teens. 
They were all occupied in different ways, and all 
promised to become pleasing young people, when 
arrived at the perfection of their growth. The 
whole young party arose when Marten entered, 
but when they had acknowledged his bow with 
beaming smiles, they resumed their seats, and left Mrs. Enfield to entertain him. 

He was much pleased with her; her manner 
was cordial, and perfectly lady-like, without 
pretension. He felt at once that she was no or­
dinary person in mind, and he could have con­
versed with her some time with great pleasure, had not Mr. Enfield soon appeared. 

Let every enlightened gentlemanly-minded young curate picture to himself what he would 
wish his principal to be, and he could not fail of 
forming some idea, if not of the person, assuredly of the mind and manners, of Mr. Enfield. 

So high an opinion had Lord H- of this 
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gentleman, that he had rather pressed a point to 
get Marten under his influence; not that Marten 
was to enlighten him, or to give him new views 
of what was going on in the professing world, but 
that his preaching, conversation, and example, 
might tend to amend that which was amiss in the 
young man himself. Lord H-- had not de­
ceived Mr. Enfield in Marten's character an<l 
principles, as far as he knew them, but he had 
not the means of knowing them as well as we do. 
As Mr. Enfield was engaged to go out on some 
particular business, he did not detain Marten 
long, nor did he enter into any conversation with 
him, but engaged him to their family dinner, at 
four o'clock that day, which invitation Marten 
gladly accepted. 

We shall now, if you please, accompany our 
young curate back to his lodgings; nor must we 
be greatly astonished if we find that more may 
depend upon this his first movement from the 
rectory to his own abode than we may have yet 
anticipated. 

It was a little after mid-day, and a bright 
morning, and all that sort of thing, when the 
young curate stepped through the churchyard 
gate, and came forward between two high garden 
walls into the street, as that portion of the high 
road which ran through the village was denomi­
nated. 

Precisely at the angle of one of these walls he 
met two young ladies, very smartly attired. Had 
he not started back, he must have come in rude 
contact with them, but he recovered himself well, 
and passed them immediately afterwards with a 
bow which might have done credit to the admi­
rable Crichton. Of course none of my young 
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readers will believe that he was by any means 
conscious that he had managed the whole affair well, 
or that he could suppose that these young ladies 
should give themselves the trouble of inquiring 
who this very superior young stranger might 
possibly be. Nor do we assert that they did make 
this inquiry; in truth it needed not, for they ha<l 
heard that the new curate had arrived the even­
ing before, and even that Mrs. Linton bad said to 
some one, who had told their lady's maid, that 
the young gentleman was not in the smallest 
degree like the late curate, but was a very gen­
teel young man. That the gentleman at the 
angle of the wall was this same curate there 
could be no question with them, and as they 
passed on, for it would not have been expedient 
for them to have turned round and followed him 
abruptly, they congratulated each other on such an addition to the society of the place. 

"We must make Tom call immediately," said the elder sister. ''We must get hold of him in 
our set before he gets in with the prosy party.'' 

"But," said the younger, "suppose he should 
not be the person after all; let us watch where be 
turns in. Turn about now, Caroline-there he is, 
not a hundred yards forwards-come on slowly." 

A small shop, professing to sell stationery, had arrested the eye of lVIarten, and just as the young ladies had faced about, he turned into it. 
":Move slower, Caroline," said the younger, "he will come out presently." 
"Suppose he should not be the curate after all, 

Juliet," said the elder, "but some travelling bag­man seeking orders." 
"Then I say that it would be a pity and a shame 

for such a fine young man to be a bagman," re­plied her sister. 
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" As good a bagrnan as a parson," said Miss 
Caroline. " If this young man is one of the 
latter, he will be the first of the species I ever 
thought worth looking at; but there he is again: 
now come on, and we shall see where he enters 
next." 

Marten went from the stationer's to his own 
door, where he knocked, and just as Mrs. Linton 
opened it, the young ladies passed, but Marten 
did not look towards them. 

Marten greatly enjoyed the dinner and the 
society at the rectory; and he was excessively 
pleased by the conversation of the elders, and the 
cheerful deportment of the youngers. The sub­
ject of religion was never once brought forward 
decidedly; but its spirit seemed to be infused in 
every remark which was made. J\llr. Enfield 
could not have been less than fifty, for he had 
been at college with Lord H--. His hair was 
more than sprinkled with grey. He had seen 
much, very much of various people and countries; 
be was full of anecdotes, many of which were 
beautifully simple, showing that he had observed 
life with the eye of a child as well as with that of 
a sage. He had his little jests, which made his 
children laugh; but not one of these jests were 
without the tincture of that holiness of heart 
which exhibited them. Of Mrs. Enfield little more 
can be said, than th at in conversation, as pro• 
bably in all other things, she was her husband's 
helpmeet, sometimes quietly aiding his memory, 
or endeavouring to make his meaning· clearer, or 
pointing an anecdote, but never interrupting 
him. 

After dinner he invited Marten to go with him 
to his study, and there, as they sate before a 
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bright fire, he entered at once on the subjects 
which ought to be most interesting to ministers 
of all ages and conditions. 

This was the subject of preaching, with a dis­
cussion of .the truths which ought to be exhibited 
to every audience, without exception, which a 
preacher might have an opportunity of address­
ing; Mr. Enfield being quite settled in the 
assurance that the exhibition of the Divinity, as 
he has manifested himself in Christ, is the topic 
which ought always to take the lead, and fill up 
the body of every discourse, and that every 
preacher should declare the whole truth as fully 
and as freely as it is foreshown in the narratives, 
formularies, and prophecies of the Old Testament, 
and as it is stated more directlv in the New. 

Of course Marten had nothi~g to object to this 
proposition; he thought it right that every 
faithful minister should state the truths of scrip­
ture in the full light in which he discerns them ; 
but he hinted that many learned and goo<l men 
had differed in their views of these statements of 
scripture, as they respected some very important 
doctrines. Some of these persons apprehending 
the attainment of salvation to be conditional, to 
a certain extent, on the part of the creature, and 
others affixing no condition whatever to this sal­
vation. 

He confessed, for his own part, that there were 
passages in the New Testament which seemed to 
him to hint at some conditions, alleging the ser­
mon on the mount, in which the necessity of a 
pure life, to render a man acceptable to God, was 
wrotwht up to a tension of which no philosopher 
nor e~pounder of the law had before conceived an 
idea. 
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"And which was therefore calculated," said 
Mr. Enfield, " to show the doctors of the law and 
all other men, that the purity of the moral law is 
unattainable by mere man, though it has been 
exemplified and fulfilled by God in the flesh. 
And in this view only is the sermon on the mount, 
in whole or in part, eligible for subjects of 
preaching." When its pure precepts are held up 
as attainable by mere man, the auditor, if humble, 
and believing what is asserted, must be driven 
to despair,-if self-sufficient, puffed up with vain 
conceits." 

The discourse between JVIr. Enfield and Marten 
branching out in various directions, continued till 
they were called to tea. Mr. Enfield showed him 
his valuable collection of books, and offered him 
the use of them; he gave him some little insight 
into the state of the parish-some account of the 
schools, then in active operation; and expressed 
a hope that Marten would interest himself in 
them: and it was evident by his manner, that he 
was not dissatisfied with him. He thought him, 
though not highly enlightened, seriously desiring 
to do rightly. 

The remainder of the evening spent with the 
family was particularly pleasant; the young ones 
worked, n'Ir. Enfield brought out books, and read 
as much aloud from one of them as led to a subject 
on which the family interest was excited. It was 
some historical inquiry; and other books were 
brought and consulted; and the evening was only 
too short for coming to any satisfaction on the 
subject. The last half hour before supper was 
spent as it should be in all pions families, and the 
snpper was as gay as it might be expected to be 
when such a family was :met after the business of 



254 THE HISTORY OF 

the day, and the young ones having got over 
their little alarm at Marten, began to manifest 
that playfulness with their father which showed 
that perfect love had gone a long way to cast out 
fear. 

How often have pious parents and instructors 
mourned, when the world has broken into some 
sweet retirement from which, with holy watchful­
ness, they have been striving to exclude it from 
every apprehension of their loved ones, and yet, 
could they have succeeded, would it have been 
better for these little ones? Are not difficulties 
appointed that man may be taught his utter 
weakness and en tire dependence on God; in which 
knowledge all wisdom of the creature consists, for 
the Saviour is never fully admitted to the heart 
and understanding till man is made to know 
himself. 

We shall presently show how this remark 
refers to Marten. 

He returned to his lodgings much pleased with 
the last few hours and the company he had left, 
and giving himself great credit for the manner in 
which the conversation bad been sustained during 
his visit, and also a little to his rector as a perfect 
gentleman, a man of superior and improved in­
tellect, and of indisputable piety, though he did 
not feel that be could quite adopt all his senti­
ments in their fullest extent. 

Mrs. Linton walked up stairs before him, and 
was lig·hting two mould candles duly arranged on 
his table, when he perceived a card lying on the 
board, and snatching it up, read, "T. Stephens, 
Esq., Junior, Grove House, Northfield.'' 

"Yes, sir," said Mrs. Linton, answering an 
inquiry expressed by the eye, "you was scarce 
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gone out, when young Mr. Stephens called and 
left that car<l, apologising for the old gentleman 
not being able to come, on account of his being 
not recovered from his late attack of the gout, 
but be hopes you will please to excuse it." 

"And who are these persons ?" asked Marten. 
Mrs. Linton, with some astonishment that 

such an inquiry could be needful, or that any one 
could have been more than twenty-four hours at 
Northfield, and not have discovered that the 
Stephenses, of Grove House, were the first per­
sons in the place, proceeded to inform him that 
this was the leading family in Northfield, that 
the old gentleman had made a great fortune and 
retired upon it, that Mr. Thomas was not brought 
up to any business, and had no needs to be, and 
that the two young· ladies was entitled to very 
pretty fortunes, and were accounted very highly 
of in the neighbourhood; and she concluded by 
asking her lodger if he had not seen two young 
ladies pass, when she opened the door for him, 
when he came in from his walk, about noon, thai; 
day? 

JVIarten said that he had. 
",¥" ell, sir, that was them. The eldest Miss 

Stephens is taller than J\tfiss Juliet, and those who 
visit in the family say, they are both very agree­
able. You will find the acquaintance very 
pleasant, no doubt; but they never did M r. 
vVilliams, that is, the gentleman who was here 
before you, the honour of a call." 

So saying, she walked away, evidently thinking 
more of her lod o·er than she had done before 

0 
Thomas Stephens, Junior, Esq., of Grove House, 
bad called upon him. 

We will leave the young reader to make out 
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what Marten thought of the affair, but probably 
it did not occupy his reflecting powers very 
long. 

The next morning he went again, by appoint•• 
ment, to Mr. Enfield's, and borrowed some books, 
which he took borne, and it was arranged that 
he was to wait in his room till his rector should 
come and take him out with himself, to show him 
the schools and the church ; in short, to make him 
acquainted with some of the lions in and about 
Northfield. 

Mr. Enfield's eye fell on the visiting card, 
which Mrs. Linton had stuck, very ostentatiously, 
on a card-rack, on the mantelshelf, as soon as he 
advanced into the room, and Marte11 did not 
quite like the tone with which he exclaimed, 
" What, has young Stephens called already? As 
a man of etiquette, he ought to have known that 
he should have delayed his visit till one Sunday, 

1 " at east, was over. 
" Who, and what is he, sir?" asked Marten ; 

"Mrs. Linton gives such a high-flown account of 
the family, that I suppose them to be, at least in 
her eyes, the representatives of the whole aristo­
cracy of Northfield." 

'' I do not answer you directly,'' replied Mr. 
Enfield, " because I cannot do it to my satisfac­
tion; but silence is sometimes a very comprehen­
sive figure of speech." 

" You do not, then, think-" began Marten. 
"What I think is this, Mr. Marten," said Mr. 

Enfield, in a lively way he often used," that young 
men, and old men also, can never be too careful 
what acquaintance they make ; and I do most 
earnestly advise you to be v_ery_ slo': az:i.d cau­
tious before you form any mt1mac1es m this 
1 " pace. 
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One who knew Marten well, might have been 
aware by his manner, when he quietly acquiesced 
with his rector's remark, that he thought the 
good man might have spared this very common­
place piece of good counsel ; he bad not lived so 
long, he thought, without having discovered that 
there is al ways danger in evil society, to inexpe­
rienced persons especially; but he having been 
through a large school and graduated at the uni­
versity, and stood alone in more than one curacy, 
with some credit, he trusted could not be sub­
jected to be entirely governed in the choice of his 
acquaintance. Neither did he quite like the ex­
clusive system, which, he was aware, prevailed in 
all religious societies, and by which many means 
of usefulness to those kept without were cut off. 
Such was the course which his thoughts took at 
intervals during the whole of his progress that 
morning with his rector, in consequence of which 
he said but little. Mr. Enfield, however, having 
much to say to him, either did not remark his 
silence, or set it down to a pleasing and modest 
desire of acquiring all information needful for the 
future fulfilment of his duties. 

Though every man's first week in all new con­
ditions appears exceedingly long, whether tedious 
or otherwise, as circumstances may affect it, still 
such weeks are always found to come to an end 
sooner or later, according to ma.n's apprehension, 
so that week which brought Marten to North­
field, at length died a natural death, and the 
jingling of tbe bells early the next morning pro­
claimed to all whom it might concern, that the 
new curate was to appear, and probably to preach 
at the first service. 

And many there were whom it did concern, 
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and, in consequence, many who looked at the sky 
as soon as their curtains were withdrawn. For, 
as lVIiss Caroline Stephens remarked to her sister, 
"To church I am resolved to go this day, and 
how provoking it would be, if my hair should 
hang like rat's tails, when I get there!" 

Mr. Enfield performed nearly the whole of the 
first part of the service. 

One or two cursory glances sufficed to show 
Marten that the congregation was a genteel one; 
but he was by no means so excited in addressing 
it, as he had been when he opened his ministry at Steeple Lawford. 

When he left the pulpit there was not a dis­
senting- opinion respecting the pathos, elegance, 
strength, and harmony of his delivery, nor of 
the beauty, and flowing eloquence, and purity 
o( his style, and the superiority of his ap­pearance. 

With far the larger portion of the audience, 
these personal gifts carried the day, as he was set 
down as one quite above the common run of 
clergymen. Another party, but of those not the 
most discerning, admired his doctrine, mistaking 
his earnestness and beautiful language for an 
exhibition of the truth. Whilst a third, and a 
very little party, went home lamenting that 
where there was so much talent, eloquence, and, 
to all appearance, so much deep feeling, there 
should be such a discrepancy of doctrine, that one 
half of the discourse should wholly annul the 
other. 

Mr. Enfield, himself, preached in the after­
noon; and Marten was very attentive to his dis­
course. He could not refu£e him his approba­
tion; his preaching was above the ordinary stan-
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<lard, and was certainly most interesting, but his 
voice wanted many of the fine tones of which he 
was conscious in his own ; and the doctrine was 
precisely that which had been pressed so often 
upon himself, but to which his own mind was not 
made up. He could neither follow him in his 
views of the freedom and completeness of salva­
tion, nor, supposing that freedom were established, 
in the expediency of proclaiming· it to sinners in 
general. 

I-Iis rector had made no remark on his sermon 
in the morning, and Marten might have felt him­
self wounded by this circumstance, which he was 
assured was not accidental, had not self-love pro­
vided a protection. He had heard of rectors who 
did not relish a too brilliant assistant-might not 
Mr. Enfield, though a most excellent man, have 
some little weakness of the kind? This thought, 
which had only at first glanced across the mind 
of Marten, was afterwards rendered stationary in 
it, for a time, by other circumstances tending to 
confirm it. 

On the lVIondaymorning·, at the hour esteemed 
proper for a formal call, Marten set forth to 
return the visit of Mr. Stephens, junior, at Grove 
House. 

Not to know the site of Grove House, was to 
prove himself unknown, so he set out on a 
voyage of discovery; and having proceeded to the 
very end of the street on the way by which he 
came into the place, he came to a stand before a 
very respectable pair of iron gates, beyond which, 
in a formal pleasure-grnund, amid a rather exten­
sive, though very yonng plantation, stood a large 
new brick house, with all the appurtenances of 
verandahs, balconies, and venetians. 
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Hothouses and greenhouses in the background 
amid the young plants which were to form the 
groves by which the house was already denomi­
nated, spoke of well-replenished desserts, per­
fumed drawing-rooms, and a deep purse, in the 
interior of the establishment. 

Nothing daunted with all this magnificence, 
Marten walked on, though bis approach was 
somewhat concealed from the lower windows and 
wide porch and verandah, in the front of the 
house, by a hillock or tumulus, formed in the 
centre of the coach-ring, and planted with ever­
greens, from the very centre and apex of which 
arose a marble statue of Flora, elevated on a pedestal. 

Having made half of the circumference of this 
mound, Marten came in full view of the veran­
dah, and saw that it was already occupied by a 
figure, which, as it ·bad its back towards him, 
somewhat puzzled him to make out. Was it that 
of a servant, or a member of the family itself? 

The figure was that of a young man, of slender 
proportions, wearing slippers, large loose trousers 
without straps, and a dressing gown of Indian 
materials of prime cost. He stood with his 
hands in the pockets of his gown-a cap of 
Highland plaid, of an uncouth form, just covered 
his crown, beneath which, his hair, which was 
rather sandy and inclined to curl, formed a sort 
of che-ceux de frise. 

After looking at him for an instant, Marten 
came on, and was actually ascending the steps of 
the portico, when the specimen turned round and 
displayed a glass fixed over the right eye, and a 
cigar in full action in the mouth, the face or fea­
tures to which these were attached, being pre-
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cise]y such as could only be described, by saying, 
that they presented a very ordinary sample of a 
very common sort of physiognomy. 

For an instant the youth stood still, and 
fetched, or rather emitted, a long puff; then by 
some wonted motion, ejecting the eye-glass with­
out the aid 'Of a hand, from a position between the 
cheek and the forehead bone, and disembarrassing 
his mouth from the cigar, which he placed in a 
side pocket, he stepped forward, extended his 
hand to Marten, and dashed so suddenly into the 
familiar, that our young curate was, for an instant, 
almost taken aback. 

" Here I am," he said ; "I must have my cigar, 
and those girls, would you believe it? won't let 
me enjoy it in any room in the house. Have you 
any sisters, Mr. 1\1:arten ?-Well, then, you are a 
lucky dog: mine are the plague of my existence. 
-So you were formal, and would not return 
the visit till you had been at church. Well, may 
be I should not have called so soon, but the ruling 
powers would have it so. But/' he added, " I 
shall never be forgiven if I appropriate you all to 
myself. I believe the ceremony of particular in­
troduction is now out of vogue, but I must show 
you where to find the girls. As to the governor, 
be is just wheeled out in his Bath chair; but th~ 
old lady and the nymphs are at home, and I 
doubt not have been on the look out for you ever 
since the canonical hour for visiting is arrived. 
I hope you are not given to blushing, Mr. 
lVIarten, for I can tell you, you will be duly in­
spected by many pairs of eyes. By-the-by," _be 
added, as he led his visitor through an extensive 
hall towards a somewhat ostentatious flight of 
stairs, " do you happen to know anything of the 
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exceedingly perplexing and recondite art of knit­
ting? or are you learned in the natures of lambs' 
wool or German wool, or worsted, or the various modes of turning a reel?" 

Marten was not the man to take a joke until he had examined it in all its bearings, and ascer­
tained that none of them touched upon himself; therefore, if young Stephens had waited for a 
reply, or even a smile, he would not have added what he did. 

" J f you are not an adept in making labyrinths in woollen an<l worsted," he said," you will never be able to hold a conversation with the old girl. The young 'uns won't let her meddle with the 
housekeeper now; so, as she cannot prove herself to be a human being by giving her aid in the cooking department, she is become an inveterate knitter; and as she never in her life could enter­
tain two sets of ideas at a time, she thinks, speaks, and, I suppose, dreams of nothing but her knit­
ting·. She is a good, hospitablP, kind creature, only she certainly does indulge the girls abomi­nably.'' 

All this was thrown out off hand, as the young men mounted the stairs and crossed a large lobby, into which several doors opened. He ad­
vRnced to one of these, and threw it wide open, displaying the whole extent of the large and showy room beyond. So sudden had been the opening of this door, that every person within the room sate fixed with their employment in their hands, and their eyes on the visitor, for several seconds, whilst the visitor himselfremained equally 

unmoved ; the brother, in the mean time, being delio·hted with the idea that be had disconcerted 
his ~sters, whose plan it had been, he knew, that 
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Marten should be conducted to tbe library-a 
room which had been furnished in great style, 
and that they and their mother should meet him 
there. They did not wish for him the very first 
day in their boudoir, for they wished to be bis 
first acquaintance in the family; and they well 
knew that their three cousins, two of whom were 
visiting, and the third living in the house, would 
be quite as ready as themselves to make much of 
the smart young visitor. 

We have said how the obliging brother arranged 
these plans, though he did not succeed, as he had 
wished, to disconcert his sisters for more than 
a few seconds. The coup-d'ceil which presented 
itself to J\1arten, who stood in the door-way, was 
that of a large room, the furniture of which, sup­
posed to be very splendid, was covered with 
brown holland; an immense cloth of some eco­
nomical or carpet-saving description, was also 
spread on the floor. Every moveable piece of 
furniture in the apartment was not only in a state 
of confusion, but covered over and littered in the 
most inexplicable manner with an infinite variety 
of objects, whose use and connexion with each 
other, and assemblage in that place, no one could 
have comprehended who had never seen young 
ladies occupied in several of the idle fashions of 
the day. 

A little withdrawn from the centre of this 
chaos sate an elderly, very stout, heavy, rubicund 
dame, in a large chair, her occupation of knitting 
making it at once manifest to Marten that she was 
the mere de fami lle. He bestowed only one glance 
on her, for there were five young ladies sitting in 
full view in a , many parts of the room_. These 
he afterwards kne"" , as, first, my cousm Doll), 
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who, though Marten acknowledged her as very 
pretty, was too slovenly to attract a second 
glance; secondly, my cousin Hetty, who was 
scarcely less pretty, but absolutely without edu­
cation; thirdly, my cousin Fanny, who had been 
reared in Paris, and looked sharp and foreign. 

On the whole, Martin thought, even at the first 
regular view of the party, that the daughters of 
the house were the most presentable of the set; 
though no beauties, they had animated counte­
nances, and Miss Stephens had very bright eyes. 
Neither were these two young ladies liable, when­
ever they walked out, as he afterwards discovered, 
to snap the strings of their shoes like Dolly, nor 
to commit any of Hetty's gaucheries, nor were 
they stereotyped in Parisian concerts like the fair 
traveller, Fanny. 

The silence arising from the surprise of both 
parties, however, lasted not many seconds, but 
was sud<lenly interrupted by the attack of the 
elder sister on the brother. " So, Tom," she said, 
" I suppose you thought to disconcert us by 
bringing Mr. Marten up here. To be sure, none 
but you would have use<l such freedom with a 
gentleman on his first visit ; but as the rudeness 
all lies at your door, and not at ours, we have 
nothing to do but to tell Mr. Marten that we are 
truly glad to see him in our room, and to intro­
duce him _at once to our mother, our cousins, and 
ourselves.-Sit down, sir,'' she added " when we 
have cleared a chair, and tell us how you like our 
works. Tom says our flowers have the merit of 
the pattern of a Turkish carpet; being like no­
thing in the earth or under the earth. If they 
are pretty, then I say they have more merit from 
their originality." 
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" I don't say they are original," replied Mr. 
Tom; " I say, they are composites put together 
without the smallest reference to any of the rules 
of botanical science.'' 

" Much you know about botanical science," re­
torted Miss Caroline. " You, who scarcely know 
a China rose from a China aster.'' 

" Then I must be something like cousin Hetty 
there,'' answered the brother. " Would you be­
lieve it, 1\1r. Marten? she heard some one talk­
ing the other day about the aurora borealis, and 
she asked me if we had any in the hot-house.'' 

" La! cousin Tom,'' said the young lady in 
question, "how was I to know it was not a hot­
house plant, till you told me it was seen oftenest in 
snowy countries?" 

There ensued a general titter through the 
room, and it may be supposed that there were 
not more than two persons who did not under-­
stand what they were laughing at; and lVlr. 
Thomas raised the laugh again when it was 
about to expire in a natural way. Marten felt ex­
hilarated by this prolonged laugh. He had been 
long separated from the society of persons of his 
own age, and he enjoyed the mirth without spe­
culating on the merits of its origin. 

l\tlr. Tom had not taken a chair when Marten 
had done, but had manoouvred his way through 
the chaos towards his mother, meditating the per­
petration of an offence which the most placid 
knitter does not easily forgive; but the old lady 
wa:; aware of him and of his mischievous propen­
sities, and was shuffling her work into ~ bag, 
when he caught the end of one pin, drew 1t out, 
and made his retreat beyond the reach of her 
arm. Then stooping, he poked the pin into the 
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side of a little pursy Blenheim which lay on a 
cushion under the centre table, having hitherto 
been hidden from Marten by the accumulation of 
rubbish on the floor. There are few creatures less 
disposed to put up with any personal inconveni­
ence than the fat pet dog of a young or old lady; 
the better they are fed, the more inclined they are 
to make the most of the evils of life; and though 
the joke of the knitting-pin would hardly have 
caused a dog of humble pretensions to have stir­
red a muscle, Chloe thought proper to elevate hel' 
voice in such harsh how lings and snarlings, that 
her mistress fled instantly to the rescue, and hav­
ing detected her brother in the very act of slip­
ping away, she was thrown off her guard, and for­
getting the presence of Marten, treated him with 
a specimen of a little sisterly discipline of so de­
cided a kind, that he almost wondered at the 
perfect nonchalance with which the brother bore 
it, actually turning it off with some witticism, or 
rather quizzing expression, which set the cousins 
laughing, and forced the offended young lady to 
be silent. 

When Marten took his leave, Miss Stephens 
expressed her hope that they should soon see 
him to dinner; and young Stephens accompanied 
him as far as the gate. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

DURING this week several of the gentlemen of 
the parish called on Marten, and in returning 
their calls, be perceived that the society of the 
place was very much separated into two sets. 
This is always the case where there has been for 
some time a minister in earnest to do good. 

The one set the world in its most complacent 
mood would denominate serious in preference to 
some more contemptuous epithet; the other was 
more or less gay, and conformed to present 
fashions and modes of acting. 

Amongst the latter, Marten saw none who par­
ticularly interested him in their pretensions and 
appointments; all these families were inferior to 
that at Grove House; but on the other hand, he 
saw much to admire and respect in the serious 
party ; nor was he surprised to find that many of 
them had adopted their rector's opinions. 

Though this party acknowledged that they 
considered their salvation complete in their Re­
deemer, yet it could not be disputed that they 
did more, and used vastly more self-denial, than 
their neighbours, who maintained the necessity 
of good works to ensure their future happiness. 

This anomaly has often been remarked, and 
did not then come for the first time under the 
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observation of Marten; but what was more 
strange, it did not bring those convictions to his 
mind which it seemed calculated to do. Those 
religious persons of Northfield who had sought 
Marten's acquaintance, had so done under the 
persuasion that he would not have been advanced 
to a curacy under Mr. Enfield, unless he bad 
been decidedly one of their own way of thinking. 

A very few had indeed been staggered by his 
sermon ; but the larger portion of them had been 
carried away by certain beautiful addresses to 
their feelings which bad oc<.!urred in various parts 
of the discourse,and in consequence of which they 
faileJ not, when introduced to him, to address him 
at once as one of themselves, and as one who, a:::; 
a matter of course, would avoid all gay company, 
and make manifest to all the young people of 
N orthfiel<l that high religious principles belonged 
not to any particular period of life. 

Marten was not a little embarrassed when lie 
observed what the opinions formed of him were. 
He was yet very far from having made up his 
mind as to what concessions he ought to make to 
the customs of the worlJ, and where he ought to 
make the stand ; he had never been called to de­
cide on this point in any of his former situations 
as a curate, and he did not like to be forced into 
any line of conduct by the suppositions of a parcel 
of old people, who could know nothing of the 
world in the present day, or of the best means of 
being useful to those living in it, and according 
to it . . 

Mr. Enfield had been watching for se'Veral 
days for a propitious moment for opening his 
mind to his curate on the subject of his -sermon. 
He felt that he must be sincere with him; but 
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whilst resolved on the fortiter in re, he was most 
anxious to use the suaviter in modo. 

Happening to meet Marten one morning in 
the fields, he turned back with him, and then 
and there opened the subject. 

He commenced, as most people do, when they 
meditate an at.tack on a friend, by saying all 
the agreeable things which he could do con­
sistently with truth; he commended his style 
and the arrangement of his composition; his 
voice he spoke of as singularly fine, and his 1nan­
ner excellent. Indeed Marten could not fail of 
being gratified by this very decided approbation 
of his principal as to these points; though he felt 
certain that something not so agreeable lay be­
hind. It might be tedious, were we to repeat at 
foll length all that the rector said, but we will 
give the substance in as few words as possible. 
He began with apologizing for the charge which 
he was about to bring against him ofinconsistency. 

" Your text," he said, " was well selected, as in­
cluding much in a very small compass, and you 
opened it well, without any attempt to shape or 
force it to any private opinions, or to weaken the 
strong assertions which it contains ;"-the text 
was from Acts xiii. 38, 39 :-

" Be it known unto you, therefore, men and 
brethren, that through this man is preached unto 
you the forgiveness of sins: and by him all that 
believe are justified from all things from which 
ye could not be justified by the law of lVloses.'' 

"And," continued Mr. Enfield, "you brought 
many well-selected passages to confirm the great 
truths asserted in your text, and I was almost 
ready to cry out, Io triumphe ! from my desk, 
when a sudden change came over the spirit of 
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your dream,- or, in other words, a cloud came 
over the face of the dav. 

"You had arrived, i'i-.i the course of your ser­
mon, at the great stumbling· stone of many 
preachers-the application-and as if the looking 
down to man on earth instead of up to God in 
heaven had darkened all your views, you sud­
denly, I may say, flew in the very face of your 
own text, and every assertion which you had 
made in the former part of your address, and 
drew your conclusions just as they should have 
been, had you asserted that Christ's works were 
unfinished, and remained to be perfected by man 
in the flesh ; and that human beings were capable 
of justifying themselves, in part at least, by their 
obedience to the law." 

lVIarten was silent; he dared not trust himself 
to speak, for he was angry, though not prepared 
to answer the reasonings of his rector; he also 
thought he had cause in his rector's manner. 
A very forcible truth suddenly presented, some­
times will appear to assume something of the form 
of bitter satire. 

Mr. Enfield almost feared that he might have 
pushed Marten a little too far in his last remark; 
he therefore suddenly dropped the subject, and 
introducing others, continued to discuss them so 
long, as to give the young gentleman time to re­
cover his self-command. 

The immediate · effect, however, of Mr. 
Enfield's admonitory discourse, did not seem to 
be good. It did not tend to make Marten desire 
or enjoy his society, but probably no mode of 
conduct could have succeeded at that time in 
rendering the presence of one in authority over 
him congenial to him. 
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Mr. Enfield took both sermons on the follow­
ing Sunday, by which the young curate felt him­
self disconcerted again to such a degree, that he 
did not recover himself during the whole evening. 

What time is more propitious for the tempter 
than one in which a man is at odds in his own 
mind with his best friends? Such was precisely 
Marten's state when he found a very ostentatious 
card on his breakfast-table, denoting, from its 
very early appearance, its having been prepared in 
all probability the day before, and inviting· him to 
a family dinner at Grove House on the following· 
Wednesday. Before he took his tea, he answered 
the note, accepting the invitation; and when he 
had sent it off, sate down to endeavour to convince 
himself that, notwithstanding the silence of his 
rector respecting the character of the Stephenses, 
there could not possibly arise any inconve­
nience from his once dining in the family . If 
there he saw anything worse in them than defi­
ciency of breeding, it would be quite time enough 
then, either to fight shy with them, or to consider 
whether it might not be possible to be of some 
service to them by example or precept. I-le 
could not think the exclusive system so prevalent 
amongst religious people either charitable or pro­
fitable to the cause. The vast power which 
Marten took to convince himself that he was 
right in his sentiments, may serve to convince 
us that he had pretty strong misgivings of being 
wrong. 

Those who attribute all the events of life to 
chance or fortune, so far from making the god­
dess blind, must suppose her to be a most cun­
ning and malicious dame-so opportunely and 
artificially does she often weave and lay her 
nets. 
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It was an hour after noon that same dav that 
,I Marten walked out into the fields, and was re-

turning through a piece of pasturage, at the far­
ther end of which he saw many cattle feeding, 
when just at a stile which he was preparing to 
pass, he met the whole herd of the Grove House 
girls, to adopt an expression of the accomplished Mr. Thomas. 

It seems that they had called a council on the 
farther side of the stile, the subject being, whe­
ther they should venture on a path which offered 
no defence from the cattle at the other end of 
the field; and so busy wel'e they with their dis­
cussions, that they did not see Marten till he was 
close up with them, and had heard several 
opinions of the different parties issued in no very 
delicately-modulated tones. 

"It does not signify, j'en mourerai," screeched 
one of the fair company. 

"Dolly may throw her shoes at them, they are 
always loose," said another. 

'' And how should I have lived all my life in a 
farm house, and fear cattle ?" said a third. 

Whilst a fourth, who was Miss Stephens her­
self, having seen Marten, applied to him with 
great glee, said he was like one dropp~d from 
heaven; and told him that he must go back, and 
protect them through the field. 

"But if you are afraid, why must you encounter 
the danger, ladies?" replied Marten. 

"Because we must, or we choose, or something 
of that sort," she answered. "Here are five of 
us and not one of us, as Tom says, capable of ren­
de,ring a reason _to satisfy a ~~entlernan for any­
thing. Corne, s1r, your hand, she added, as she 
sprang like a bird upon the top of the stile; and 
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with the help of Marten vaulting lightly down, 
she took his half-offered arm, and looking on 
those she had left behind her, " Follow the 
convoy," she said-" sauve qui peut." 

Fanny and she stepped lightly and gaily on 
with the young curate, the others coming as they 
could, on behind them. 

And so she began, as soon as they were fairly 
under weigh-" So, Mr. Enfield would not let 
you preach yesterday. Tom said he would not, 
though I did not believe him. Tom said, from 
the first, that we should not hear you often. 
Old Enfield, though be is become even duller 
than he used to be, would not like to be extin­
guished altogether. Oh ! how often have I 
wished that that cone-shaped thing which hangs 
over the pulpit, the sounding-board I believe 
they call it, would fall down, and extinguish him 
in the midst of one of bis harangues; but he is 
better than that horrid specimen whom you have 
bad the honour of succeedino·- bad's the best, 
h " 0 owever. 

" Surely you do not deny, Miss Stephens," said 
Marten, "that Mr. Enfield is a very superior 

h " preac er. 
"I would not be at the trouble of arguing the 

point for a purse of untold gold," she answered. 
" You don't suppose-you cannot suppose for one 
Jnstant, that I ever attend to one word he says. 
Tom says I should not find it out if he were to 
give for his text some Sunday, 'There is but one 
Uod, and Mahomet is his prophet.' '' 

" If such, then, so small your attention to the 
preacher, Miss Stephens," replied Marten, "I 
do not understand that it can concern you 
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much who the person may be who mounts the 
pulpit, nor exactly what he says there." 

"As to what he says there, I assure you it 
does not concern me the least," replied Miss Ste­
phens ; " indeed, I know that when you took 
orders, you all bound yourselves to tell somewhat 
of the same tale, whether believing it or not." 

There was a levity in that remark which star­
tled Marten, and ought to have put him on his 
guard, connected as it should have been with Mr. 
Enfield's silence, when asked the character of the 
family to which the young lady belonged; but 
Marten fancying himself strong in his own 
strength, only felt himself called upon by it to 
come forward as the champion of the truth; and 
accordingly, he set himself to defend the reverend 
body, against which the young lady had dis­
charged the broadside, with much seriousness, 
and with what he considered a very proper dis­
play of his regard for his profession. 

The young lady suffered him to proceed till 
they had reached the end of the field-then 
laughing outright and boldly, "Very good," she 
said, "that will do for the present. You have 
uttered all that cou]d be required of you to say, 
in defence of your cloth. No doubt, you clergy­
men are a most exemplary self-denying, unam­
bitious set of men ; but you must excuse me for 
saying that you are, with few exceptions, the most 
ennuieux-but I beg pardon, I hope you don't 
understand French. Tom says, very truly,' If a 
clergyman is a good agreeable fellow, it is in spite 
of his being one.'" 

Really, Miss Stephens," said lV[arten, "you­
yon speak your thoughts somewhat freely." 

" I always <lo,'' she answered, with perfect non-
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cbalance; "it is my way-I am sorry if you don't 
like it ; and if you are offended because I confess 
that you are the first man who ever mounted the 
pulpit at Northfield, to whom I could listen for 
two minutes, why then you must be; but at the 
same time, as Mr. Enfield would say, are you not 
throwing away a talent, when you refuse to cul­
tivate the ear which you have opened?" 

" Are you serious, Miss Stephens?" asked 
Marten, endeavouring to catch a view of her face 
under her bonnet. 

"I never was more so, on these subjects," she 
answered, in a voice, the tones of which were 
so inexplicable, that Marten doubted whether she 
was or was not quizzing. 

Being arrived at the opposite stile, he was 
bowing and taking his leave, when the whole 
party opened upon him. They were going to a 
farm-house a few fields beyond, and he must go 
with them and bring them back safe: and what 
was the result? Why, of course, that he went on, 
and becoming one of the young party, soon found 
himself joining in their merriment, whether it 
glanced on Miss Dolly's shoestrings, Miss Hetty's 
ignorance of the fashions, or Miss Fanny's 
affected intimacy with them, the tricks of Tom 
as practised on Miss Julia, or, worst of all, the 
half-insinuated and covert attacks of Miss Ste­
phens on those she termed the saints of North­
field. 

Amid these wild girls marched our young 
curate, superior by the head to all of them, and 
though still retaining that gracefulness of man­
ner which was natural to him, and from w bich he 
had not departed, even when assisting the eleva­
tion of the camlle to the sleeping apartments at 
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Clent Green, yet being secretly abandoned in 
spirits to the enjoyment of his condition, for 
youth is as congenial to youth as age is to age. 

When a young person is suddenly restored to 
young society after a long exclusion, be experi­
ences a mental intoxication, which, of course, 
weakens bis self-command, and gives force to 
every temptation which such company may 
offer. 

Knowing, then, the natural influence of young 
society on young minds, every young person 
should, as be regar<ls his peace and principles, 
provide, as far as lies in his power, never to bring 
to bear upon himself at one and the same time, 
the excitement of society and the influence of 
bad example-for by so doing, be becomes him­
self the instrument of weakening his defences at 
the very time he exposes himself to the greatest 
dangers. 

And so it was with lVIarten; the young com­
panions by which his spirits were exhilarated were 
not safe for him. Of this be had been cautioned, 
~nd be should have left them after accompanying 
them across the first field, but be was persuaded 
to go on to an old-fashioned hospitable farm­
house, where he took refreshments with them, 
and afterwards escorted them back, and would 
have accepted their invitation to dinner, had not 
an engagement to tea at the house of another new 
acquaintance prevented his doing so. 

The party to which Marten repaired that even­
ing, was diametrically contrasted with that of the 
morning, for the spirit that presided in it was 
simple and pious. 

It was taken for granted again, that Marten 
was decidedly of their own sort, by his entertain-
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ers, and it was again supposed that he had wholly 
given up the world, though it was not clearly 
defined what this world tb us denounced might be. 

He returned to bis lodgings after a light sup­
per, but being full of thought, he did not imme­
diately retire to rest. He could not prevent him­
self from making comparisons between the first 
and second party with which he had been en­
gaged that day; and it was with distaste that he 
recalled the many light expressions and sneers 
of Miss Stephens. 

Marten dined by appointment at Grove House 
on the succeeding Wednesday, and was hospita­
bly and luxuriously entertained. He handed the 
old lady to dinner, and assisted her to carve, be­
yond which his attentions were not required. 

The old gentleman looked plump and compla­
cent at the bottom of the table, and would have 
bestowed much dull political gossip on Marten, 
had his children allowed his voice to be heard. 

As he sat at dinner, the young guest scanned 
all the young ladies critically-despising the two 
pretty harmless cousins, hating the foreign one, 
thinking the younger daughter of the family 
scarce worth observation, and dwelling on the 
elder, as the only one who manifested any mind, 
or as being worth arguing with. But he could 
not like her, for he could not conceal it from his 
own mind, that she was a contemner of religion, 
and evell scoffers, like Voltaire and others, 
acknowledge that to despise religion, takes a grace 
and a safeguard from the otherwise loveliest of 
females. 

As to Tom, he amused him much whilst they 
sat at table. 

'I1his son and heir of the family was a pattern 
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card of a very inferior set of young men, chiefly 
to be met with about town, his discourse being 
compounded of cut and dried jests, which he 
uttered with great self-complacency. 

He was not actually vulgar, but exceedingly 
far from gentlemanlike; mistaking the outre 
in dress for the very acme of elegance. 

Whilst they sat at table, he acted as a showman 
would do, who, having a quantity of wild beasts, 
was always stirring up one or another to show off 
their qualifications; setting one cousin to scream 
by one practical jest, and another to laugh or 
exclaim by another, exciting Miss Fanny into 
airs of scorn, and to the display of her large eyes 
in their least pleasing phases, by abusing Paris 
and the Parisians, and rousing· his quiet mother 
by some attack on any old prejudice which he 
knew she entertained. These were only occa­
sional efforts of his jocose faculties, only skir­
mishes in the intervals of an almost perpetual 
running fire with his elder sister, where he 
had the a<lvantage, from having much more com­
mand of temper, and less vulnerable feelings than 
she could boast. 

lVIany of his most provoking· jests were, how­
ever, inexplicable to Marten, though apparently 
not so to the young ladies present. He doubted 
not that some of them were very rude and teaz­
ing, by the manner in which they were received, 
and the retorts which they incurred. 

As there was no need whatever for Marten to 
encourage an intimacy with this family, there was 
no occasion for his indulging so much disgust as 
he did against his hospitable entertainers. A 
more modified feeling might have served quite as 
well, perhaps better, for guarding· him against any 
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mischief which might arise from the casual inter­
course-but Marten was not a man of modified 
feelings. 

Though Miss Stephens had hinted to him 
several times that he would not be often required 
to mount the pulpit, yet till several Sundays were 
past, he could scarcely give credence to her prog­
nostication. Every Sunday, therefore, brought 
increase of dissatisfaction; and such was his irri­
tation, that he was never able to listen to his 
rector with the simple desire of improvement. 
He could not, however, conceal it from himself 
that he had never seen so much attention in a 
congregation in general as he saw at Northfield, 
and he was fully convinced that Mr. Enfield's 
preaching excited an extraordinary interest, al­
though the younger part of the Stephens family 
denied it. lVIr. Enfield's preaching had operated 
in almost entirely annihilating that party of hearers 
of which congregations are generally principally 
composed-these are the lukewarm, or the half 
awake-for the attendants of the church at North­
field were with few exceptions all awake, though I 
regret to say, not so in all cases to that which is 
right. Some were all anxiety to hear more for the 
highest purposes; and others, that they might 
find new occasion for hardening themselves in 
their infidelity: but be it observed, that no per­
son who believes himself in the right, is anxious 
to augment his defences. 

In the mean time, the days lengthened, the 
natural beauty of the country unfolded itself, and 
whether by accident or design, on one side at 
least, JVIarten was constantly met in his walks by 
the young people from Grove House. These 
meetings happened principally in the evenings, 
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and most often when he had been visiting the 
boys' school, which Mr. Enfield had committed 
almost entirely to his management; and when 
they occurred, he was seldom permitted to 
escape, but was induced not only to accompany 
the young· ladies in their walks, but was gene­
rally taken with them to Grove House. There 
he was entertained with music, singing, supper, 
and last not least, with multifarious skirmishes of 
wit and i11-temper between the brother and elder 
sister, the wit being all second-hand, and of the 
low kind, much in use in the third and fourth 
classes of London society; and the ill-temper 
being the contribution solely and exclusively of 
the young lady. 

The parents who, as l\tir. Tom said, bad 
both been noted bores for some time past, never 
joined in the rough play of their son and 
daughter; whilst the youn ger portion of the 
family applauded, blamed, chorussed, or con-• 
demned the disputants, just at it mig ht happen, 
or their capricious inclinations might snggest. 
In the mean time, Marten was unconscious 
of any feeling for the household, but some sort of 
approval of its display and hospitality, and of 
different modifications of contempt for its mem­
bers. 

No one was ever heard of who could be in two 
places at once, unless he were canonized, a cere­
mony which seems, by aJl accounts, to have con­
ferred ubiquity on many of its objects. Accord­
ino·ly, when Marten spent several evenings every 
w~ek at Grove House, or with the family in other 
places, he could not possibly be at the rectory at 
the same time, though there were merrier and 
more innocent young faces there than at the 
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Grove; and no family skirmishes, and no sneers 
against religion, and no breaches of good manners. 
But there was one very strong attraction in one 
place, which was wanting in the other; an at­
traction which Marten felt, though he would 

have scorned to acknowledge it even to himself. 
~4 t Grove House he was the object of attention, 
and of the homage of many persons; and at the 

rectory, a11 which was offered him was the place 
of a son, supposing the right of paternal counsel, 
and all that was there needed was that he should 

be ready to be received; and it was intended 
he should be received, but this readiness being 

wanting, the kind intentions of the rector, and 
the benevolent feelings of his lady, were frus­
trated, and there was no advance in the ex­
hibition of them on Marten's occasional visits. 

Of course, the great intimacy of the young man 
with the Stephens family could not be bidden from 
Mr. Enfield; and as he considered it to be his 
duty to be sincere with his curate, he resolved 
to take the very first opportunity of cautioning 

him rlainly on the subject. The opportunity he 
desired was one evening after tea, when, taking 
him to his study, he opened the subject at once, 
and candidly admonished the young man that he 
was acting imprudently, by encouraging so great 
an intimacy as he was known to do with the 
family at the Grove. 

The rector was aware that he was administering 

a potion at which the spirited young man might 
perchance take offence, and therefore be endea­
voured, at the suO'o·estion of his christian feelings, 
to offer it in the mildest, most affectionate 

manner. 
Marten being wholly unprepared for this at. 
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tack, reddened to the very roots of his hair, but 
dared not to speak, fearing his command either over his face or words. 

lVIr. Enfield proceeded without waiting a reply. 
He gave his reason for objecting to any intimacy 
with the young people of the family, from their 
known contempt for serious things and serious 
people; adding, that the bad taste of their man­
ners and general deportment were the natural 
consequence of their contempt for all authorities, 
whether natural, political, or religious. Then, as 
if pursuing his own reflections, rather than the 
actual state of the case before him, he said some­
thing in reference to what a man might expect 
if be united himself to a woman who did not 
scruple to acknowledge her contempt of all di­
vinely and humanly appointed authonties. 

Marten raised his person and opened his eyes, 
for he had been looking down ever since the sub­
ject had been opened; and using strong exer­
tion to command his voice and look unconcerned, 
" Surely, sir," he said," you do not attribute such 
folly to me, as to suppose it possible that for one 
instant I should think of involving myself for life 
with a woman like Miss Stephens-a woman I 
neither admire nor respect, though I am obliged 
to the family for their attentions." 

" I am glad to hear you say this, l\farten,'' 
said Mr. Enfield. " You have undoubtedly seen 
some specimens of what a woman of the rank for 
a clergyman's wife ought to be; and I candidly 
confess, that it would have greatly lowered you 
in my esteem could I have seen you admiring or 
approving such a woman as Miss Stephens. 
But," he added, '' let us examine the question on 
the other side. If you are quite clear of not fa-
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vouring Miss Stephens yourself, is it not possible 
that, by your constant attendance at the house, 
you may be encouraging her to like you? at least 
it is a risk which, as a man of principle, you 
ought not to incur.'' 

" Every advance to intimacy," replied Marten 
loftily, " has been made by these people to me, 
and not by me to them." 

'' By which," returned Mr. Enfield, " should 
any inconvenience to themselves arise from the 
intimacy, they will have themselves to blame; 
but as you would not, I suppose, allow yourself to 
be wholly without freewill (humanly speaking) 
in worldly matters, their indiscretion does not 
clear you . You cannot assert that, however they 
might have pressed you, you had not the power, 
had you possessed the will, to have checked the 
intimacy. Had you seen it right to have done so, 
you could have done it without giving gross of­
fence; your professional duties were always a 
ready excuse for not going abroad ." 

This last hint, as Marten took it, angered 
him more than all that had gone before, but his 
natural pride would not allow him to attempt to 
justify himself. He therefore remained sullenly 
silent, aware that Mr. Enfield could not continue 
long upon the subject without meeting with a 
reply; and such proving to be the case, the rec­
tor shortly proposed a return to the ladies, and 
the rest of the evening, as might be expected, 
passed off heavily, without any assistance on the 
part of l\tlarten. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

MARTEN went to bed, highly indignant with Mr. Enfield; but when the morning· .came, he was sufficiently calmed down to be pleased with the information that young Stephens called to give him, which information was, that his father had been recommended by his physician to go to Cheltenham to try the waters for awhile; and Caroline and the girls have settled," added Mr. Tom, " that Cheltenham is good for their com­plaints; and as I think it may suit me in my de­licate state, we are all going, and shall be off to­day after an early dinner.'' 
The proud spirit of Marten congratulated itself upon thus being able to satisfy his rector, without the shadow ~ven of an appearance on his side of being improved by that good man's paternal re-proof. · 

The party at Grove House had scarcely given their farewell bows to l\1arten as their travelling carriage drove rapidly through the street, when Mr. Enfield's youngest boy was ushered into the room by 1\ilrs. Linton, with a message from his fa­ther, to say, that he should be obliged to call upon Marten to prepare the two sermons for the 11 cxt Sunday, as be was threatened with symptoms of relaxation of the throat with which he had before 
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been trouLled, and it made it desirable that he 
should refrain from exercising his voice as much 
as possible for a little time to come. 

Thus was Marten required to use all his powers 
in assisting his rector, at the same time that he 
was set free from the temptations to neglect his 
duties. His spirits arose at once when he felt 
the need of exertion, and with these his self-com­
placency, which had been slightly disturbed by 
the admonitions he got the evening before. It 
was his very last thought that he might not be 
able, not merely to do all that was required of 
him, but to do it well, and even better than his 
rector had ever done. He visited the schools 
daily and called on the sick, and as far as human 
power could go, was decidedly very active in his 
parish ; the more so, as Mr. Enfield's health kept 
him entirely at home; Mrs. Enfield giving him, 
upon the w bole, great satisfaction in his reports 
of what she heard of the proceedings of the 
curate. 

There was, in a cottage in a very retired nook 
of the parish, an aged man, named James Bar, 
an old soldier, who lived on his pension, and 
being very infirm, had spent many of his past 
years in cultivating bis small garden, and read­
ing his Bible. This old man was, as Mr. Enfield 
used to say, blessed with clearer, simpler, and 
urighter views of religion, than any other person 
he had ever known; and scarcely a w~ek had 
passed in vd1ich he had not called, when in health, 
to converse with him, not, as he would add, when 
speaking of these con versatious, to teach him, 
but to learn from him. 

This poor man ha<l been ailing all the w~nter, 

and fell off so rapidly in the spring, that it be-
10 
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came certain that he must soon enjoy that change 
which he had anticipated for some time, in the 
perfect assurance of the benefit which would 
thereby accrue to him. When confined to his 
bed, and no longer able to drag himself to 
church, he sent to request Mr. Marten to visit 
him; and Marten went many times, and was 
even interested in these visits, and in the dis­
cussions which often ensued on any passages 
which might have been read. 

There were undoubtedly many differences be­
tween old J ames's and Marten's views of these 
passages, and these differences were much the 
same as those between Marten and his rector; and 
probably this added evidence on that side on 
which all .. Marten's most respected friends were 
ranged, was in after-time not wholly without its 
influence, through the blessing from above. 

But Marten's castle of natural self-righteous­
ness stood strong, and if he did not actually as­
sert that he had himself always acted up to his 
natural powers of producing good works, yet, at 
least, he held firmly to the opinion, that there 
were some human beings who had succeeded in 
so <loing. For nearly two months few interrup­
tions occurred to disturb the even, peaceful, and, 
we may add, profitable tenor of Marten's exist­
ence at Northfield, during which the most un­
propitious circumstance was, that he was gradu­
ally getting better pleased with himself-a symp­
tom which too often goes before an occasion for a 
person's finding reason to be very much out of 
humour with himself. 

In the mean time, Mr. Enfield had been seri­
ously ill, had passed the crisis of his attack and 
was getting better ; and the report was gone 
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abroad, that Mr. Stephens and his family were 
returning, with the addition of a brother of 
1\1:iss Fanny, commonly called Dickson by his 
cousins, and l\1r. Richardson by strangers. This 
young man, as Marten afterwards saw, was not 
very unlike the younger Stephens, as to his 
grade of polish and education, though decidedly 
in advance before him in the coarseness of his 
jests and the freedom of his carriage. 

In short, there was to be a sort of family ga­
thering of young people beneath the easy going 
and hospitable roof of Grove House; and if 
l\tiarten, when he heard of it, considered that he 
would have nothing to do with it, Miss Stephens, 
on the other hand, calculated that he was to be 
heart and part in every scheme of amusement 
which was to be enacted. 

It needeth not to prognosticate whose calcula­
tions proved to be most correct. 

Veni, vidi, vici, would have suited Miss Ste­
phens, for a boast in the case of Marten, quite as 
well as it served him from whom we quote it. 

The party assembled one day at the Grove, 
and met J\!Iarten the next evening in the street, 
and so managed matters, that they led him home 
in triumph to supper, not so much to their own 
astonishment as to his, for he had been resolving 
that very day, that he would never again go to the 
Grove House in that sort of familiar way. N ei­
ther could he conceive how he could have been 
weak enough to break these resolutions; but he 
~etermined that it should never happen again. 

We are now about to favour our reader with a 
paradox, which term, be it observed, is d_efined by 
the learned, as a proposition only seemmgly ab• 
surd. 
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This paradox is-That a resolution against any 
thing formed in a man's own strength, if analyzed, 
exhibits, imprimis, a desire and tendency to do 
that thing determined against, and in secundo, the 
existence and secret consciousness of some ina­
bility of resisting the influence of the thing re­
solved against. 

None but a thief in heart resolves that he will 
not steal; and no one resolves to avoid any so­
ciety to which he does not feel himself by some 
means attracted. 

Our paradox, then, is, that the individual who, 
in his mistaken views of his own strength of re­
sistance, has been working up and confirming 
his mind by resolutions, has increased, by this 
proce8s, the power of the temptation, and is 
more liable to fall by it, than one who meets it 
unpreparedly. Such is natural strength, and of 
that only we speak -at present, when mentioning 
Marten. 

A very little time sufficed to establish his in­
timacy at the Grove House, on the footing which 
bad subsisted before the absence of the family, 
with this variation only, that Miss Stephens, 
having discovered th at .Marten would not bear 
any sneers against religion or religious persons, 
as such, cfased entirely from them, whilst he 
wholly avo;ded these subjects, from the fear of 
incurring such sneers, not perceiving that he 
thereby cut off all chance of saying anything 
which might possibly benefit her, or others of the 
family. 

Mr. and Mrs. Enfield observed this renewed 
intimacy with the more pain, because they had 
lately been indulging better hopes of the young 
curate; and such was the state of things, poor 
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Marten having entirely lost that degree of peace 
of mind which he bad lately enjoyed, when a 
crisis occurred in his affairs which no one had an­
ticipated, and which was not welcome even to 
to those who had precipitated it. 

One evening, Marten being walking in the 
street, was suddenly encompassed by the whole 
of the young party from Grove House, with the exception of Mr. Richardson. 

" We have found yon at last," sai<l Miss Ste­
phens; " where may you have been hiding your­
self? But you must now go home with us ; 
we have a very particular subject to consult you 
upon; we have a scheme which we cannot pos­sibly carry without you." 

"Very true, lVfarten/' said Mr. Tom ; " Dickson 
put a notion into the girl's head to day, at dinner, 
which, would yon believe it? actually excited 
the governor to utter a veto, a liberty which he 
does not often presume to take, for the old boy is 
in tolerable training. However, as we are not 
in the habit of considering his words as infallible 
as the laws of the Medes and Persians, we made 
him concede just so far, that if Mr. Marten, upon 
being consulted, saw no objection, why, then, he 
would consider the matter again. Whilst he is 
considering, we shall take the liberty of taking " our own way. 

" But w Lat is this scheme?" asked Marten ; "something very imprudent, no doubt." 
'' Something very astounding, or the propo­

sition would not have disturbed the old gent, you 
think,'' returned Tom; and he was going on, 
when his sister whispered, "Be quiet, Tom, here 
comes old Enfield; there he is, just issued from the Church-Jane." 

0 
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" And so be is," cried the brother: " au revoir, 

Marten," he added, "we shall see you again in 

less than no time;" and in a minute afterwards 

Marten found himself alone, though his compa­

nions had not escaped so rapidly as not to be seen 

by lV[r. Enfield. -
The rector, however, made no remark on the 

circumstance, but being met half-way by Marten, 

said that he was come to seek him. He had jnst 

beard from James Bar, who was evidently draw­

ing rapidly to the close of his pilgrimage. He 

expressed his sorrow that be could not go that 

evening· to him, his medical attendant having for­

bidden him to be out after sunset; but he added 

his wish that Marten would go to him. "And 

tell him," he said, "that I will, if possible, be 

with him in the morning." I-laving expressed 

this wish, he was turning back, when he added, 

in a manner, in which more was meant than met 

the ear, "Don't forget that when you feel to want 

company, Marten, you are welcome to us, and 

the oftener you come the more so ; let us see you 

soon." 
Mr. Enfield's figure, as he turned the church 

lane, was hardly out of sight, when Marten was 

encompassed by the Stepbenses. 
"Now, now!" they cried; "come with us;" and 

the next minute, though bow it happened the 

deponent sayeth not, the band of Miss Stephens 

was hanging on Marten's right arm, and that of 

Miss Juliet on his -left. Mr. Tom was walking 

before with Miss Fanny, and Mr. Richardson, 

who had ) sprung from nobody knew where, was 

bringing up the rear with a cousin on each side, 

like the lion and the unicorn in the royal arms. 

There was a way, though may-be a little round-
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about, by the Grove House, to James Bar's cottage, 
and we cannot suppose that Marten would have 
suffered himself to have thus fallen into this line of 
march, had he not remembered, that if he accom­
panied the ladies to the Grove, when there, he 
should be nearer the cottage than he was in the 
centre of the village. Then if he were only to 
cross the garden and the young plantations, he 
was further aware that be might cut off a very 
considerable angle in the remaining distance. 

So far, we have accounted creditably for his 
rather easy acquiescence in the first 1'.novements of the party. 

They were hardly in motion, when 1.Wiss Ste­
phens said, ""\iVhat did the rector want with ?" you. 

Martin told her. 
She laughed, and exclaimed, '' \Vhat a goose you are, Mr. Marten.'' 
He insisted on knowing what she meant, and 

bow he bad deserved the compliment. 
"Did he not see you wjth us?" she answered ; 

" and was not this tale of the sick man made on 
the spot, think you, that be might separate you 
from us? He is as jealous as fire of your atten­
tions to us-he considers that all your devoirs, as 
his curate, are due to himself and his milk-an<l­
water family; and if I called you a goose, it is 
because you cannot see what stares in every other 
person's face. Even that silly fellow Tom regrets 
that-" Here she thought proper to hesitate, 
but almost instantly adding, " \Yell, it must come 
out-that such a fine young man as you are, 
should be the obedient servant of such an old puritan." 

J.\tlarten insisted that he did not consider him­
o 2 
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self any man's servant-he was independent, he 
asserted,and never had submitted and never would 
submit to any man's humours. 

"Very right, and I dare say very true," replied 
TVIiss Stephens; "but I suppose we do not pass the 
entrance of the Church-lane, lest the man to 
whose humours you would not submit on any 
account, should get a glimpse of you in your 
present company, and should take some liberty 
w liich might try your gentlemanly feelings." 
Then calling to her brother before her, "File 
clown the Mill-lane, Tom,'' she said, " we wish to 
go by that way hume." 

'' What for?" asked the brother; "do you 
know how far round it is?" 

"May-be half a quarter of a mile," she re­
plied. 

"Very well," he said," in such delightful com­
pany as the present, no way could appear long 
to me-eh! Fanny, don't I improve? Have 
I not said the exact proper thing? Don't 
I get on? Have I not spoken just as they do in 
P . ?" ans. 

Down the 1viill-lane, accordingly, the whole 
party enfiladed, and might have reached the 
Grove in less than half a mile of added walking, 
if they had crossed a field at the bottom of the 
lane, but when they reached the turnstile by 
which they were to enter this field, Miss Fanny 
discerned in the quickly thickening gloom, a 
white fRce and a pair of horns, ·which :;he insisted 
must belong to a male of the cattle kind, and 
thinking this a proper occasion for exhibiting 
delicate feelings, she shrieked, and backed from 
the. stile al most into a hedge, and as the weakest 
generally do, in a con test of this nature, carried 
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her point, which was, not to go through this field. 

Thus she led the party as much as a good mile about, with such expenditure of time, that the moon had risen, anc.l the night was perfectly es­tablished, before they entered the Grove House <lomain. 
Marten proceeded with the young ladies into the verandah, where a most agreeable flavour from- within the hotise-a flavour of delicate dishes ready to be served up hot for supper, met that of the flowers from without; the less refined attraction prevailing for the time being over the more refined. 
Marten paid no attention, however, to this !symptom of good fare; he was anxious to be gone, and waited only to inquire whether acer­tain wicket at the end of the plantations was likely to be found open. 
Of course, Miss Stephens understood the mo­tive for the inquiry, and then came the brunt of the warfare in Marten's breast, between a sense of duty on one side, and the effects of female influence, or rather, we should say, female elo­quence and female perseverance, on the other. 
The leader of the female host, for Marten was attacked by all the young ladies, was not, how­ever, so far without tact, as to press on him the total abandonment of his purpose; she only re­quired a short delay-he must just go in and sup. 8ick and dying persons take no note of hours; probably a vi:sit from him a short time hence might be as acceptable to James Bar as at an earlier hour; it might help to serve him through the tedium of the night,; and that she might strengthen her plea, she gave orders that some 
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one should be sent to open the plantation gate~ 
and then to proceed to Bar's cottage an<l bring 
back word how the old man was. 

This message she gave in Marten's hearing·. 
She added some other direction which he did not 
hear. 

co 
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CHAPTER XX. 

TnouGH not quite satisfied, Marten resisted no 
longer, but suffered himself to be drawn to the 
supper table, where, fol' a little while, the affair of 
James Bar receded to the rear of his mind, stand­
ing behind t.he gay objects in front, like an ill­
omened thing always ready to come forward. 

Whilst the party were recruiting themselves 
with the various delicacies before them, young 
Stephens opened the subject on which Marten's 
opinion was required; and this it was-that the 
young people should get up some little play or 
pantomime amongst themselves, to the representa­
tion of which a few favoured friends might be 
invited. 

Mr. Stephens, senior, appealed to Marten as 
soon as his son had opened the case-asking 
him whether he did not think the proposal a 
very imprudent one. 

But before Marten could reply, the whole pack 
of sons, daughters, nieces, and nephews, opened 
upon the elder with such a flood of rapid and 
noisy eloquence, that he must infallibly have 
yielded, had not the torrent met with certain ?b­
structions in its right forward course, which 
compelled it to separate into various streams, and 
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thus either broke its force, or caused the 
one colnrnn to act ag·ainst another. In plain 
language, it seems that the young people bad 
taken up different views of the sort of entertain­
ment which should be enacted. 

Mr. Richardson was for something burlesque, 
in which line lay his own wit ; Miss Fanny was 
shrill for something· a la mode de Paris; Miss 
Hetty was eager for something· pastoral, in which 
she fancied she should shine; Miss Dolly for 
something easy and funny; Miss Juliet for the 
romantic ; and Miss Stephens, who had her own 
private views, was not for any one of the objects 
proposed by the others, though not less noisy than 
her fellows; Mr. Tom, on the contrary, affected 
to adopt the ideas of each, and proposed that 
something should be hit upon which should dis­
play every person's peculiar perfections and capa­
bilities in high relief. 

"Actors are not now made to adapt themselves 
to plays, Dickson, are they?" he said, "but plays 
are written for actors ; so I propose that we shall 
compose a piece for ourselves, in which Julia 
shall be the sentimental heroine, an<l Caroline 
her strong-minded friend-Fanny, the lady's 
maid, from Paris-Hetty, a milk-maid, the under 
plot-Dolly, a romp, with a slit in her apron­
Dickson, the valet-mama, the nurse or cook­
papa, the butler; and as the family so constructed 
must stand in need occasionally of a little good 
advice, we wi1l dub J\,Ir. lVIarten t!Je father con­
fessor." 

Marten was preparing to say, that he must beg 
leave to be excused, when as many voices as there 
were young ladies burst upon Mr. Tom~ ':ith th~ 
question-''of what he meant to make of himself. 
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''Why," he replied, "that is putting a modest 
man to the blush-suppose I say the fine fellow 
of the piece?" 

But enough of this; the excitement continued 
so long, that Mr. Stephens, having tried several 
times to make himself generally heard, whispered 
to J\iart.en," I shan't give my consent to no such 
doings, I :promise them-thollgh I have no objec­
tion to let them talk;" then leaning back in his 
chair, an<l placing three fingers of his right hand 
between four buttons of his waistcoat, he closed 
his eyes, and presently became oblivious of all 
things, excepting, at short intervals, when he be­
trayed a consciousness of a beaker of hot brandy 
and water, and, as if instinctively, lifted it occa­
sionally to his lips. 

The mother, at the head of the table, appeared 
equally passive, though if she slept, it was bol t 
upl'ight. 

\V ith young people, in Ii vely company, time 
slips on rapidly. During the last hour and a half, 
for so long it was since he had sat down to sup­
per, Marten had forgotten that the man \vho 
had gone to inquire after James Bar ought to 
have been back some time; when he recollected 
himself, he begged leave to ring, and make the 
inquiry. He did so, and got an answer from the 
footman, that John had been returned only a few 
miuutes, and that the nurse at the cottage had 
spoken to him ou~ of an upper window, and had 
told him that the old man was very comfortable, 
an <l gone to sleep for the night, and could not be 
disturbed. 

Very well, thought ¥arten, I shall go early in 
the morning. The young people then proposed 
a move to another room, for some musical or 

0 5 
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dancing purpose, when Marten, watching his op­
portunity, slipped away, knowing of old how diffi­
cult it always was to escape from Grove House. 

" Where is Marten? where is that fellow 
gone?" cried Mr. Richardson, as he entered the 
room where his sister was playing· the last new 
waltz, preparatory to some of the party beginning 
to make their circumvolutions. 

" Off! off!" exclaimed Mr. Tom, "off, as I 
live. What a fine fellow he would be if he were 
not in trammels !''-and then came the proposition 
that he and his cousin Dickson should be after 
him, and bring him back nolens volens . 

• , Do, do!" cried the female chorus; one and 
all of whom ran out with the young men, -and 
taking ad vantage of a soft night and lovely moon, 
they went as far as the gates, being scarcely able to 
muster . prudence sufficient to restrain them from 
a farther progress. · 

"There he is-there he is!" cried Mr. Tom; and 
he raised his voice till the very birds at roost 
were disturbed with the cry of "Marten-I say, 
Marten, you shabby fellow-I say, parson, come 
hack." 

Marten heard these calls, but was admonished 
by them to fly the faster, rather than to return. 

By favour of a bend in the road, he was 
quickly lost to the view of his pursuers, tb·ough 
they were following him at full speed : but 
catching a glimpse of him, when they bad 
themselves made the turn, and arrived where the 
road or street was quite straight to the end of the 
village, they called to him again,. giving the in­
habitants of the houses on either side the advan­
age of knowing that something ·was going on 
in which the reverend John Marten was con-
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cer11ed . In consequence whereof, some raised up 
their blinds or curtains, and looked out from their 
upper windows; and others cried, "Wonderful! 
-strange !" from their very beds. 

In the mean time, Marten reached his own 
porch, knocked hurriedly, and was admitted, and 
whilst his landlady barred and locked the door, 
went up to his sitting-room, bnt he had scarcely 
reacheJ it, and was lighting his mould candles 
from one he had brought up, when he was star­
tled and annoyed by a most tremendous rattle at the street door. 

He next heard Mrs. Linton open the door; 
and some discussions in loud tones from below: 
then steps were heard on the stairs, and imme­
diately afterwards young Stephens and his cousin 
entered, crying, '' Out upon you, lVIarten !" much 
as sportsmen do when they have run down their game. 

Masten asked bis unwelcome guests somewhat 
coolly, what had made them follow him at such an hour? 

'' Such an hour,'' repeated Mr. Richardson. 
"Come, now don't play the parson over us." 
Then turning to his cousin, he added, " I say, 
Stephens, suppose we stay here for awhile, and 
leave the girls waiting for us." 

Mr. Thomas laughed, and without appealing to 
l\ilarten, they both seated themselves with vulgar ease. 

And now I would willingly draw a veil over 
what passed, but it is necessary to continue the 
subject as being intimately connected with the fate of l\1arten . 

It seems that Mr. Richardson had once or twice 
been exceedingly mortified at the manner in 
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which l\.farten had reproved him, for some jest he 
considered not only profane, but unfit for ears 
polite. This the young man could not forgive, and 
having discovered the sensitive points in Marten's 
character, he now determined to play upon them, 
as a revenge for past mortification, and ~Iarten 
was severely punished through his means. 

Accordiugly, having_ persuaded his foolish 
cousin to give in to his plan of remaining where 
they were, be first complained of being very 
thirsty, and asked Marten if he could not give 
him a glass of something to satisfy his thirst; 
under that pretence he brought up ivlrs. Linton 
into the apartment, so timing his movements, 
that the very instant her step was heard on the 
stairs, he had lighted his cigar, and was actually 
engaged in the act of smoking it, when she en­
tered. As might be supposed, Mrs. Linton in­
stantly informed the young gentleman she could 
not allow smoking in her apartments; and she 
spoke with some heat. 

What Marten might have done if left to him­
self we cannot say, had not Mr. Richardson sar­
castically congratulated him on the care that was 
taken of him by the good people of the town. 

" What a precious youth you must be, Marten," 
he said. " What a good lad they will make of 
you presently; and so this good lady is your 
nurse, I presume; and she is to see you do not 
disobey orders when out of the governor's sight. 
The leading strings are handed over to her by the 
kind parson.'' Then turning to bis cousin­
" Come, put up your cigar, Tom," he added, "I 
see Mr. Marten is afraid of breaking rules." 

We have said Marten could not bear to be 
laughed at, and hardly knowing how to restrain 
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his anger, he turned it upon the person who least 
deserved it: and having once spoken harshly to 
Mrs. Linton, she returned it in the same manner, 
till Marten, quite carried beyond himself, said 
passionately. 

"You call this apartment yours, Mrs. Linton, 
and while I pay for it I call it mine; and I beg 
leave to inform you, that I do not suffer my visi­
tors to be interfered with, and therefore permit 
me to request that you will withdraw to that por­
tion of the house where you have a right to 
interfere.'' 

"Bravo, parson!" cried Mr. Richardson, slap­
·ping Marten on the back: but he drew back the 
next instant, on the young man's turning round, 
and facing him with a look of anger tbe like he 
bad never seen before. So he contented himself 
with winking, and making signs to bis cousin, 
congratulating him on strong symptoms of a row; 
and now it was wholly the fault of Mr~. Linton 
that there the affair did not end, for seeing some 
of these winks and nods, her voice actually rose 
to a regular scolding, and she beca1ue exceedingly 
rude and provoking, not only to Mr. Richardson 
and his cousin, but also to Marten, threatening 
Marten with complaining to his rector, and using 
other freedoms of speech, for which, had she been 
a man, she would have been turned out of the room 
without ceremony. Having, however, been told 
by Marten, that he should certainly leave her 
lodgings as soon he could make it convenient to 
do so, and that till he did so he would not suffer any 
interference, she left the room with a muttered 
"Very well, sir-the sooner the better;" and was 
saluted before she shut the door with a loud 
laugh from the two visitors. 
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These soon afterwards took their leave, aban­
doning Martell to his thoughts, which were any­
thing but most agreeable. 

His first ol,ject in the morning was to repair 
to James Bar's. He found the old man so far ad­
vance<l, as to be insensible of what was passing 
about him; he had become so, he was told, soon 
after he had sent to see Mr. Enfield. 

Marten came home, and had breakfasted some 
time, when .Mr. Enfield entered; and had not 
.Marten been pre-occupied by his own feelings, 
he must have observed such an expression of ten­
der grief in his countenance, as a Christian only 
can feel for an offending fellow creature, who is 
loved, and has been more or less esteemed. 

He came forward with a moist, if not a tearful, 
eye, a,nd sate down, hardly answering Marten's 
inquiries after his health. 

A rather distressing pause ensued, after which 
he spoke at once, saying, that his errand that 
morning· was a painful one; and that he tr t1s ted 
Marten would take all in good part if he as­
sumeJ the privileges of a father, and gave him 
such advice as a father would give to a beloved 
son, in all sincerity, and without disguise. It 
was both coldly and stiffiy that Marten replied, 
becrging him to use all :,incerity, and at the same 
ti~e feeling that this sincerity was only another 
word for impertinence. 

Mr. Enfield commenced by saying, that Mrs. 
Linton had been with him that morning, an'd was 
adding what had been the purport of her visit­
of course, to complain of himself-when Marten 
interrupted him, saying haughtily, "I cannot 
suppose that you, sir,can possibly pay any attention 
to the babble of a woman of that kind; nor can I 
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suppose that you can be disposed to take cogni­
zance of anything which may pass between me 
and my landlady. The woman has been exces­
sively impertinent, and I shall leave her apart­
ments when I can suit myself with others. 
We will, if you please, waive that subject, and 
not suffer it to interfere with anything else you 
may have to say to me." 

" I merely mentioned Mrs. Linton's visit," an­
swered the rector, "from the circumstance of its 
being connected with a vastly important sub­
ject." 

Mr. Enfield then explained this to be Marten's 
intimacy with the Stephenses; stating, from the 
circumstances of the past night, most of which 
had come to his knowledge, either from James 
Bar's nurse or Mrs. Linton, the verv baneful 
effects which such intimacy must prod~ce on his 
character-hinting, though most kindly, that 
Marten was by no means an exception to the 
gen al rule which assumes the universal influ­
ence of bad example-and proceeding to point 
out, in very decided terms, the various preju­
dicial ways in which this influence had operated 
the evening before. 

Were there not an over-ruling providence 
which directs the smallest circumstances of man's 
life, we might say that the whole of Marten's 
future existence depended on the manner in 
which he should answer the serious and affection­
ate address of his rector. 

Had he confessed, w bat he felt to a certain 
degree, that he had some reason in what be 
said, it is prohable that the whole colour of the 
affair would have been changed; but all the 
proud blood of old Adam was up in the young 
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Marten, exciting in the brain, to which it rushed, 
strong and distorted views of the injustice and 
impertinence of the man, who presumed to find 
such fault with merely trifling indiscretions, under 
the plea of his superiority over the offender. 

" What," thought he, '' have my indiscretions 
been, in comparison with those of many young 
clergymen? Who can charge me with a single 
vice? Is it such a vast sin to love young society? 
Must I be treated as a bondman? l\tlust I not 
even spend an hour with a friend without asking 
leave? Is every old woman's testimony to be 
received against me ?-this is paying too dearly 
even for Lord H-'s patronage.'' 

We may easily suppose what Marten's reply 
to Mr. Enfield was, whilst under the feelings and 
impressions de~cribed above. It was, indeed, 
haughty and cold; an<l not to dwell on this, the 
most painful part of -our yoqng man's experience 
of himself, his rector left him not till it had be­
come apparent that the best thing which could 
happen for his own peace and his curate's good, 
was that the tie between them should be broken 
as speedily and as gently as possible, and with as 
little injury to Marten's reputation as could possi­
bly be managed. 

An hour afterwards, Marten deeply deplored 
what bad passed, but was still too high to make 
any concession, by which the evil might be 
rectified. 

The first act of Marten after this unfortunate 
affair was to write to his father. 

During his residence abroad, this latter gentle" 
man had adopted the name of :Martini, which 
had been given him by foreigners, and by which 
he was generally known in such places in Italy 
where he resided. 
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To distinguish him from his son, who, as our hero must take precedence with us, even of his father, we shall now avail ourselves of this cir­cumstance to distinguish the two from each 
other, and to avoid confusion of persons in our narrative. 

Signor Martini had been much pleased when informed that his son was in a situation to which he bad been recommended by Lord H-; and Marten, therefore, was fully aware that he wonld 
be much hurt when made acquainted with his intention of leaving Northfield. 

Whilst writing this letter, therefore, he felt more and more convinced that be was in a dilem­
ma, and more and more perplexed by the inquiry, of what he could possibly do next? The only thing his mind would turn to was the situation of a tutor; and as his father had hinted that such things might sometimes be heard of abroad, he hoped that in the answer, which he begg·ed might be speedy, he might be able to suggest some prospect of this kind. 

Under the irritation of his present feelings, Marten thoug·ht he could bear anything but the dependent situation of a curate, and the petty 
torments inflicted by parishioners, lodging-house keepers, and gossiping neighbours. He over­looked other and far worse inflictions to which the man is subjected, to whom the care of youth in its most wilful season is entrusted, who is liable to be blamed by parents if he does not control his pupil, and to be detested by that pupil, should he even attempt to do so. 

Having sealed his letter, he took it himself to the post-office; and from thence proceeded to Grove House by the most open and direct roc:1.<l, 
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wishing Mr. Enfield to see that he was quite 
indifferent to his cautions or censures. 

It happened that he found none of the family 
at home but Miss Stephens and her mother; the 
latter being supposed, by the general consent of 
the household, to be of the value of a cipher on 
the left side of a numeral. 

The young· man's manner at once proved to 
Miss Stephens that something unusual had hap­
pened. She instantly a:5ked him what this was, 
and thus obtained a foll account of the occur­
rences of the morning, with no more colouring 
than was the absolute effect of Marten's excited 
state. 

Of course, he expected that she, who had 
always professed her dislike of :Mr. Enfield, 
would enter into his feelings, and render him her 
sympathy in the most cordial manner-but be 
knew her not. She felt what had happened full as 
painfully as he could have expected-she felt that 
the loss of his company would be a severe one to the 
society of the house,and she felt that she had forced 
on this loss; but hers was not a gentle mind; 
everything which caused grief to her excited anger, 
and though it was natural for her to be angry with 
Mr. Enfield, it was not so evident wherefore she 
was to be angry with Marten, unless it is under­
stood that she thought he owed more to the 
friendship w bich she and her family had shown 
him, than to be so very ready to throw up his situ­
ation at Northfield. 

But without looking more deeply into her feel­
ings, they were certainly such as prompted her to 
speak in such a way as proved to Marten that he 
had altogether erred in judgment ·when he had 
attributed any ladylike qualities to her. 
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"And do you really assert," she said," that in a fit 
of passion, you have had the folly to throw up your 
curacy, knowing, as you must have done, that 
Enfield could not have made such trifles as are 
alleged against you the pretext for dismissing 
you? Could you not see that out of jealousy 
for our family, he was trying how far he had the 
influence to force you to give us up, and that if 
you had only been cool, and used a little self­
command, the struggle would have ended there 
and then, and you woul<l have been left to use the 
liberty which is the right of every gentleman, 
without its being possible for Enfield to have 
touched you, so long as you attended to the forms 
and observances of your calling." 

Marten uttered an exclamation of astonish­ment. 
"You may be surprised,'' she added, "knowing 

how I detest the whole set of them, to hear that 
I regret your having flown in their faces-but do 
you not see that you have gratified them by yield­
ing them the victory? You should have retained 
your position, keeping strictly to the letter of the 
law, that is, to all your ecclesiastical formularies, 
and taking your own way in everything not in­
volved in those punctilios, you would have baffied them all corn pletely ." 

"But" replie<l Marten " mio·ht not the inter-' ' 0 . ests of religion have suffered by a protracted chs-
cord between the rector and the curate? though 
I think myself ill-used, yet I could not think of 
bringing snch scandal on the church." 

Miss btephens laughed at the last wor?· 
" There you are,'' she said, with ineffable 

scorn. " Though I believe that you churchmen, 
for the most part, do deadly hate each other, yet, 



308 THE HISTORY OF 

let some one of laity but touch one of your privi­
leges with the point of a needle, and you all unite 
in its defence as close as the Macedonian pha• 
I " anx. 

'" Because,'' replied Marten, " that, however 
we may be led by human weakness to disagree 
amongst ourselves, we have better feelings, which 
do not permit us to abandon the interests of reli-. " g10n. 

" Say your own interests," returned the young 
lady, '' and may-be you may be nearer the mark." 

It was not probable that Marten should be 
soothed by this sort of language, neither was he, 
-he declined an invitation to dinner, and return­
ed to his lodgings under the painful conviction tbat 
he had forfeited Mr. Enfield's respect and patron­
age for a family not worthy of such a sacrifice. He 
could not comprehend how it happened that he 
had never before appreciated Miss Stephens nor 
her set, as he did that day; for he was not aware 
that he had offended her, by showing her how 
easily he could abandon the place where she re­
sided. 

If we follow Marten for the two next following 
weeks, we shall find him avoiding all society, 
giving his orders in his own interior as shortly 
and coldly as possible, rejecting every invitation 
from which he could find the smallest excuse for 
freeing hiws~lf: and, in fact, avoiding many from 
being constantly out of the way when persons 
called. 

Mr. and Mrs. Enfield exhibited on several oc­
casions a desire for reconciliation far beyond what 
Marten deserved; but the young man's pr i<le 
was not come down, and though be ought to have 
been ready to meet the rector and his lady more 
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than half way, yet he was even better satisfied 
that the disagreement should not be made np, 
than that he should be supposed the offending 
party. 

It was a glorious period of the year, the latter 
end of August, when the harvest moon rendered 
the nights as pleasant for being out of doors as 
the day. Marten spent many of each twenty­
four hours in the fields and woods, taking books 
out with him and reposing on the grass, reading 
and thinking· in solitary places, his thoughts 
rather running forward to the future than linger­
ing over the past; for he was too full of the pros­
pects before him, and the hopes and fears attend­
ing his wishes, to be in a state to reason profit­
ably on the various circumstances of his career 
hitherto as a minister. If this career had not 
been a very glorious one, he set his failures down 
to any causes rat.her than his own indiscretion: 
either that the situations which he had filled 
were not suited to him; or that he was such as 
the people had not capacity to appreciate; or that 
he had either been interfered with or counter­
acted; or that the people had been set against 
him ; or that be had not appeared among them 
with sufficient authority; with sundry other ors 
and ands, which strung together so many reasons 
for his not having achieved any very eminent suc­
cesses :-so that we cannot wonder if he came to 
the conclusion that few curates-with his preten­
sions, be it observed-ever had been more unfor­
t unate than himself: 

One con tinued system of rude banter which 
was carried on by the younger members of Grove 
I-Io use , from the time in which· it was known that 
he ha<l proposed to leave Northfield, rather than 
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remain there and assert his independence as re­
garded his private actions, had the effect of com­
pletely driving him from their society, and he 
had formed no intimacy with any other persons 
in the place. 

1-Ie felt it awkward to write to ·M:ansfield and 
Henry Milner, and hence he perpetually had the 
solacing sense of being alone in the world, and 
not being cared for by any individu al of his fel­
low-creatures, unless it might be his father; but 
he much doubted whether this paternal interest 
would manifest itself in anger, or in some attempt 
to farther bis advancement. 

Before he recei ved an answer from his father, 
Mr. Enfield in formed him that there was a gen­
tleman ready to take his situation, at the _same 
time referr-ing in the kindest way to his conveni­
ence, as to the perio~ in which he might wish to 
leave Northfield. Marten did not r eceive this 
kind reference as he should have done, but as­
sured Mr. Enfield that it was quite the same to 
him when he quitted the place. 

The paternal letter arrived very soon after 
Marten had filled up the measure of his ungra­
cious behaviour to M r. Enfield, and gave an en­
tire change to the whole current of bis thoughts. 
He anticipated nothing , whilst opening the let­
ter, but strong expression s of displeasure; on the 
contrary, his eye was first addressed by expres­
sions of almost puerile delight. 

The Signor M artini had at length obtained a 
situation : this situation was under the Austrian 
government, in no less distinguished a place than 
Venice. 

He spoke of apartments appointed him in a 
marble palace on the principal canal; of his gon-
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dola, his establishment of servants, and other 
matters of the same kind, which failed not to open 
out the brightest visions of ambition, and remain 
in the mind of the ex-curate, and rendered him 
almost proof against certain passages which en­
sued, indicative of displeasure at the manner in 
which he, his son, had thrown away Lord H-'s patronage. 

If these few lines might cause a slight irri­
tation, all was more than set right when the 
last page of the letter was arrived at, and he 
found not only the desired permission to join his 
father directly, but an order for drawing a sum 
equivalent to the expenses of his journey, on a 
banker in London, with a direction to call on a 
gentleman there, who had just returned from 
Venice, and could give him all necessary infor­
mation as to his proceedings. 

And now we are sorry to add, that Marten's 
pride was perhaps even more strengthened than 
diminished by his father's letter. He experienced 
no humbling sense of the divine goodness on the 
occasion. He thought he need no more be de­
pen<lent upon the favour of others, and it was still 
in this frame of mind that he left Northfield and 
hastened to London, waiting till he had crossed 
the channel, before he wrote to inform I-Ienry, 
Ed ward, or Lord H-, of his disagreement with 
Mr. Enfield, and total change of his prospects. 
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CI-IAPTER XXI. 

IT is not our intention to describe Marten's 
journey from England to Venice; we shall only 
say, that at Geneva he found a letter waiting his 
arrival : it was from his father, and we shall take 
the liberty of an historian, and copy a portion of 
it for the benefit of our readers. 

" Palazzo Torino. 
" Mv DEAR JOHN 

' "Having so many other pressing· matters to at-
tend to, I have not mentioned, I think, that 
somewhere about the period in which I received 
information of your leaving Northfield, I became 
acquainted with a young Italian gentleman, the 
Signor di Romano; not a mere nominal gentle­
man of the order of Sans-terre, which abounds, 
you will find, on the continent, but one who owns 
a principality as wide as one of our largest Eng­
lish counties, with a castle in the mountains, and 
a palace in this city. In short, if his property is 
to be judged by his style of living, it is what is 
considered princely in Venice. This young gen­
tleman seems scarcely eighteen, and from the ex­
cessive delicacy of his complexion, he appears 
either to be in bad health, or to have been brought 
up in too effeminate habits, probably a little of 
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both. He took rather a forced step, one a little out of the routine of punctilio, to get himself in­troduced to me; and of course, when he informed me who be was, and I found he was speaking correctly, I paid him every possible attention, and we conversed together almost the remainder of the evening. Without being gauche, for he was singularly elegant and refined in his man­ners, yet he exhibited occasionally em banass­ment and timidity, perhaps not unsuited to his tender years, and the absolute state of indepen­dence in which he seems to be placed. I fancy he has no companion nor friend that suits him, for he seemed, I speak only to you, my dear John, to take so great a liking to me, that on the second time of our meeting he asked me many questions, which proved he had interested himself in my affairs. These questions were, ' Had I a son ? Where was he? vVas he likely to come to Venice? Was not his name John,and was he not a Protestant priest?' 
" Once, indeed, it did occur to me, that it was possible that this young signor might have been a school or college fellow of yours, and I was led to this conjecture by his dropping a hint that he had been in England. But surely, John, if ever you had met with a youth of so distinguished an appearance u this, you must have mentioned him to me. At all events, either for my sake or your own, I rather think the former, he is pre­pared to cultivate your friendship whenever it shall be foa ible, and who knows what may not accrue from the connexion ? The signor is so far younger than you are, that he might be glad of you as a half companion or half tutor and a pru-
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dent man should watch these little openings, and 

know how to serve himself of them. 
" The signor has been for some weeks past at 

a house be has at Monselice, which place you 

will, I trust, know in due time, and there I have 

not seen him since bis second visit; but I have 

called at bis house in Venice, and shall call again 

as soon as I bear of his return. He is, I hear, a 

papist, which of course we must have expected, 

and under the charge of bis mother's confessor, 

to whom be pays great deference, which in the 

present liberal days is not usual with independent 

young men," &c. &c. 

Though the Signor Martini had filled his paper 

as full as it well might be, all that we have not 

quoted touched on matters so small, that even his 

son could hardly give them any attention. An­

noyed about these little minutire, all of which 

were so trifling that be could not lay hold of any 

one as a cause of offence, bis still irritated mind 

vented itself upon the affair of the Italian signor. 

"My father," he thought, "as fathers are wont 

to do in his situation, has been full of _my return 

to him after a separation of many years, and be 

has probably been worrying this young gentle­

man with the perfections of myself, until no doubt 

be was glad enough to escape to Monselice. How 

is it possible a papist and a foreigner could 

care about one who cannot have two ideas in 

common with himself? But I must put a stop to 

this at once, if it does not die away of itself. I 

cannot, as a clergyman of the Church of Eng­

land, enter into partnership with a Romish priest 

to take charge of an effeminate youth. My fa­

ther might surely allow me to take what steps I 
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consider right in my own affairs, and not be in such a hurry to dispose of me with or without my own consent." So thought Marten, and such con­tinued to be his sentiments, as we shall see, even after his arrival at Venice. 

Having spent the night in the renowned and most erudite city of Padua, where, as in duty bound, Marten thought of Antenor, canonized in the dark ages under the cognomen of Saint Anthony, our traveller set off by dawn to Maes­tre, moving all the way in a line with a black canal, amid houses discoloured by damp. In short, the scene was altogether Dutch, without the Dutch cleanliness. 
Arrived at Maestre, he procured a gondola and embarked for the city of the sea, of which he had already caught many distant glimpses. These gondolas struck Marten as having a most fune­real appearance, with their awnings of black cloth and their black tassels hanging from them. He still had a considerable way to go before he reached the open sea, by a channel be­tween crumbling banks covered with rank vege­gation. 

Every person knows that Venice is built on certain low islets of the Adriatic, in a part of that sea, called the Lagunes, the buildings being supported by piles driven into the earth of the islands, and the principal passages between the houses being by water, which renders this city, as far as I am aware, unlike any other on the face of the globe. 
Of the many persons who have described it, very few have informed their readers or hearers, that there is a connexion between the different parts of the city by narrow 
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streets, alleys, and bridges, behind the houses; 
though they all speak of the great square of St. 
Mark, and some mention the public gardens. 
Bnt we must now endeavour to look at Venice 
with Marten's eyes. 

After a certain time, as the gondola proceeded, 
our traveller came to where the canal beg an to 
open, and its banks to recede to the rig ht and 
left, whilst directly before him, rising , as it were, 
from the ocean, appeared tbe towers of Venice, 
looking, at first, like a town built on the margin 
of the sea, yet having detached parts which 
already showed that it arose from the sea itself. 
The watery way was marked on either side by 
stakes rising out of the sea, as we have seen 
poles fixed in the snow to design ate the road. 
On these were fi xed lamps, which were lighted at 
night to prevent vessels from leaving the line. 

The first building by which the gondola passed, 
was a castle with a little platform before it, and 
the next a private house, neRr which thP- family 
carriage, being also a gondola, was moored under 
a shed. 

Unfortunately for effect, the entrance on the 
side of Maestre is through a very inferior part of 
the city, where th e hou ses are mean and ruinous, 
the tendency to decay being very strong, on ac­
count of the damp arising from the wate·r. 

In this street also are trottoirs on each side, 
which makes the part of the city to which it 
belongs appear more Dutch than Venetian; but 
still, the scene, thoug h not yet meeting Marten's 
expectations, was unlike anything experience had 
ever shown him; the feature which struck him 
most being, that wherever other streets diverged 
from the main passage, instead of a paved road, 
there was a branch of a canal. 
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As they glided on, the trottoirs, with their de­
caying parapets, disappeared, and the water 
washed the walls of the houses, from many of 
which were steps, for the convenience of passing 
to an<l from the gondolas. 

The gondolier at length announced to Marten 
that they had entered the grand canal, and the 
young man was forth with on the alert, and in the 
very agony of expectation, for he had not seen 
his father for several years; and so filled was his 
mind with anticipations of various descriptions, 
that the numerous striking objects which seemed 
to glide past him on each side, formed only a 
general impression, of which the stroDgest cha­
racteristic was wonder. 

The great canal is enclosed on either side by 
palaces, built by the most eminent architects of 
those ages in which the barks of Venice were 
paramount from the Black Sea to the pillars of 
Hercules. Yet over these once stately edifices, 
<lamp, desertion, and neglect, bad cast so deep 
a shade, that it required more attention than 
l\iarten had to bestow, to enable him to form 
any idea of what they had been in their more 
fortunate days. 

The gondolier had just pointed out a single 
arched bridge in the distance before them, and pro­
nounced the magic name, Rialto, when be drew 
up at a flight of steps, descending from the lower 
challlbers, or rather arched vaults, which sup­
ported one of the many marble palaces which 
lined the canal. 

This was the residence of the Signor Martini; 
and our young traveller stepped from the boat, 
paid the sum demanded, and was left, almost the 
next minute, alone on the steps. 

• 
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Having walked a few paces inward, be found 
himself in a gloom so deep, that for some seconds 
he did not dare to advance; but when bis eye 
had a little accustomed itself to the obscurity, he 
found that be was environed by arches of im­
mense strength, probably themselves erected on 
piles, and supporting on their huge backs the 
whole of the heavy building above. 

On one side was a gondola moored in a place 
sunk for such purpose, and shut out by flood-gates 
from the canal; and had be proceeded rashly 
before he saw his way, he might have had the 
satisfaction of walking into this watery bed 
of the gondola-which would by no means have 
suited his ideas of the decorum with which he 
wished to make his first acquaintance with his 
father's household. 

By another careful look around him, he espied 
a wide flight of stone stairs tending upwards. It 
required no vast discernment to conjecture what 
they were for, and he immediately made for 
them, and after considerable ascent, issued forth 
into a large hall, feeling that he was coming into 
the house much in the style of a visitor who had 
entered by the cellar, rather than the front door 
above ground. 

A servant whom he saw as be first stepped 
forth, expressed no manner of surprise at his 
appearance, but addressed him as if quite pre• 
pared to see a stranger, a travelier, and an Eng­
lishman also; for the Signor Martini had been 
lookino- for his son for several days, and had 
actuallJr gone to Maestre the day before with the 
hope of meeting him. 

The lacquey, footman, serving-man, or what­
ever else he might be called, for his appear- ais 
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ance was of a very indefinite description, wel­
comed him warmly, and said that the signor 
would be in ecstacies. He was then at dinner 
with a friend, above ; and requested that the 
young gentleman would ascend the next flight of 
stairs to the dining-room. 

Fashions differ in different countries. The 
ground floors of Italian houses are seldom used 
by the heads of families; and occasionally, the 
state-rooms are nearest the roof. The Signor 
Martini, however, had not chosen his sitting­
rooms, in the immense house which he partly 
occupied, quite so high, but on the first floor; 
where, at the moment of the arrival of his son, 
he was taking his early dinner, or noon-tide 
meal, with his friend, in an uncarpeted marble 
hall, which had a balcony hanging over the canal; 
the hall being partially darkened by green lat­
ticed doors. 

Marten requested the servant, when they had 
reached the ante-room, to go first and announce 
him; and whilst he stood without he heard his 
father's voice saying, in English, "My son ar­
rived-where is he?" 

The next moment Marten came forward, and 
was met with a burst of paternal feeling, such as 
he had never before beheld in bis parent. 

After various questions, broken sentences, and 
often-repeated congratulations, in which last the 
Italian guest, to whom Marten was introduced as 
the Signor Dorale, eloquently mingled, the party 
became more composed, and the young trav_eller 
was able to recollect that he was excessively 
hungry. 

The table was supplied with several made 
dishes, and some sort of small birds, delicately 

6 
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served; and though l\iiarten might have preferred 
a leg of ~T elsh mutton, yet he made his father 
smile at the earnestness with which he attacked 
the dainties. 

The repast was concluded by some fine fruits, 
and the servants being dismissed, much conversa­
tion ensued, tending to open the son's eyes to 
certain features of his father's character, which 
hitherto he had understood very imperfectly, and 
of which he had till then scarcely felt the an­
noyance. 

The conversation was carried on in English-. 
which language was understood and spoken very 
fairly by the Signor Dorale, who was evidently 
in the confidence of his host, for he entered 
into all which the latter said, as if he had been 
one of the family. He was a middle-aged man; 
but had not the fine appearance of our :Marten's 
father. 

This last was still a very handsome man; and 
if great attention to dress sometimes denotes a 
consciousness of personal excellence, this evidence 
was not wanting, for though the Signor 
Martini wore an undress coat, suited for ease and 
coolness, yet the arrangement of his hair, his 
waistcoat, and black satin stock, were faultless. 
Several superb jewels also blazed in his brooch 
and rings, and his hands were white and delicate 
as those of a lady. I-le lay back in his chair, in 
an attitude of graceful ease, whilst the discourse 
we are about to relate, held its smooth, and may­
be somewhat light and apparently inconsistent 
tenor. 

"You are improved, John,'' he commenced, 
"since I last saw you-not grown-but fallen 
more ·into form. What say you, Dora le, does he 
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resemble me? I fancy he does-but a ruan knows 
not his own appearance." 

The answer required to this question came 
froru the intimate friend in the form most accept­
able. He spoke so decidedly of the father's good 
looks, and of the sou being the very image of 
that father, that Marten, who was not accustomed 
to compliments of this description, looked in­
tently on his grapes, and blushed double deep­
once for his father and twice for himself. 

The Signor Martini having uttered a sentiment, 
for the originality of which we are not disposed 
to be captious, on personal excellence being a 
mere accident of nature, and very liable to perish, 
suddenly asked his son where his luggage was, 
and wl1en it would probably arrive: and being 
satisfied that all was right as far as it regarded 
that matter, he added-" Well, there is no haste, 
your present dress, John, is in good style, very 
gentlemanly, req airing little change. The grade 
of a clergyman of the Established Church of 
England is that of a gentleman, and" such a dress 
as is thought proper in one of that profession in 
the superior circles in England is always suffi­
cient abroad . Nothing is in worse taste than a 
mixture of costumes-is it not so, Dorale ?" 

The Signor Dornle echoed the sentiment, and 
paid his friend a compliment on hi~ universal good taste. 

The Signor lVIartini waved off the compliment 
with a patroni, ing smile; and proceeded to ask 
his son several questions respecting his general 
habits, and manner of spending his leisure. Was 
he fond of readiug? an<l of what kind ? He 
must study Italian without loss of time; he would 
lose a great deal if not well versed in that lan-

P 5 
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guage. He had learned drawing, he knew­
could he sketch from nature? He hoped he 
had a taste for music -he knew that he had a 
fine voice for speaking; had he ever tried it in 
singing? I-le should advise him to have a master 
-he was in the land of harmony. No place like 
Venice in that respect-he must learn to take a 
good second. No introduction to a foreign, or 
eyen an English lady, like that of taking a song 
in parts with her. He next asked if he ever 
played? and Marten supposing that be referred 
still to music, answered, a little on the flute. 

The Signor Martini shuddered at the mistake, 
as denoting an ignorance of the world, which he 
considered the very worst form in which igno­
rance could manifest itself-but having explained 
that he meant games of chance, he seemed 
pleased when his son told him that he had no 
taste for them. Dancing was next mentioned 
-did he dance? 

Marten re.plied that he had no taste for it, and 
that he had' seldom had an opportunity of try­
ing it. 

"But you have learned?" exclaimed his father, 
in alarm ; " dancing· was an item in your half­
year's bills, at Clent Green, for some time, I re­
collect." 

"I learned for many months," replied ·:Marten, 
"but I have forgotten what I learned." 

"Unfortunate," exclaimed his father. 
" Perhaps not so,'' remarked the Signor 

Dorale; "I have heard you say that they cannot 
dance in England-though they can hop and 
flounder to the sound of music. The young gen­
tleman will profit all the more from his instruc­
tors here, if he has forgotten what he learned in 
England." 
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"Lessons!'' here exclaimed Marten, "lessons; 
do you mean in dancing?" "How monstrous," he 
thought," for a man, who bas been an acting 
clergyman for two or three years, to be learning 
to dance!" He did not, however, express this 
thought. 

I-Iis father had already dismissed the subject 
of learning to dance, by saying·, "At present we 
can decide nothing; we shall see what will open: 
we shall see how the English take you up, John. 
There is a very steady, though may-be, a some­
what exclusive set, of our own country people at 
Venice-our English consul at their head. No 
doubt, your acquaintance will be sought by them, 
and much must depend as to the line you ought 
to take on the openings in that quarter." 

The younger Marten had never been so much 
puzzled, when at school, with the lines, and 
circles, and points of Euclid, as be was to under­
stand the points, and lines, and circles of his 
father's hints: and he was actually meditating an 
inquiry into the meaning of some of these dark 
sentences, when, just at the moment in which, 
like a birdcatcher, he thought he might throw his 
net over his bird on one side,in less than a twink­
ling of the eye, the creature was chirping beyond 
his reach on another. 

'' Apropos, John," were the next words of his 
father, falling in so quickly after the mention of 
the English serious set in Venice, as to show that 
they were connected somehow with that set in 
the senior's mind. "Apropos-John, do you 
adopt cigars ?-you do not, I understand by that 
negative shake of the head. W el], all very well, 
the cigar is not admitted everywhere; there are 
some sets in which they are absolutely interdicted . 
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I am glad to find you are independent of them; 
remain so till you are quite clear of your line. 
It is easier to adopt them than to give them up." 

"I doubt, my dear sir," replied .l.viarten, " that 
I should not find it easy to adopt them." 

"Well," replied the elder, " at present there 
can be no necessity to decide on this subject. I 
am sure that you will be prepared to do anything 
which may make you acceptable,-always, I sup­
pose, of coul'se, in an honourable way ,-to those 
who are likely. to advance your interest; but 
John," he added, I see that you have neither 
brooch, nor chain to your watch. Have you 
nothing of the kind? surely you have not left 
them with your heavy baggage. Nor have you . ,, 
even a rmg . . 

l\1arten confessed, in the first instance, that be 
never possessed any things of this description; 
and in the second, that had he even desired them, 
he had never had the means of procuring them. 

"This must be remedied," said the signor; 
"and, John, though an artist would delight in the 
arrangement of your hair-for it is free and fine, 
and ·natural-yet it is not-not exactly as it is 
worn. vVhat think you, Dora.le?" 

The Italian signor smiled on being thus ap­
plied to, answering, "I think, my friend, that 
we should be slow in interfering with a work which 
dame Nature has done so well; and so critically 
as to time, as the modern fashion of wearing the 
hair is but an imitation of what your son's is 
without art; but if I might suggest a little im­
provement, it_ should be here," and he drew his 
hand across his upper lip. 

" Ah! very true, the moustache," exclaimed the 
Signor Martini, " a well arranged moustache on 
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the upper lip, with a curl at each corner of the 
mouth, would be a decided improvement; but 
before we cultivate the moustache, John, we must 
weigh all points. This very manly an<l beau­
tiful ornament on the upper lip of youth is not 
a<lopted in the serious party, at least by clerical 
per5ons. "Ve must not give offence in that 
quarter until we have seen how other views 
may open to us. By-the-by, Dorale, have you 
heard anything of the arrival of Signor Romani, 
from Monselice ?" 

At this name 1\1:arten's attention was instantly 
awakened, and he was preparing to speak, when 
a look from his father admonished him that what 
concerned this affair, as relating to himself, was a 
matter to be spoken of apart. The word siesta 
was then uttered, Signor Dorale withdrew, and 
the Signor Martini proposed to show his son 
the apartments prepared for him. 

"You have an immense house here, sir," said 
Marten, as he accompanied his father through a 
long gallery, richly painted in fre~co, and fur­
nished with windows, the frames of which were 
most delicately wrought in the finest marble, 
though the beauty of the marble was impaired 
by the damps rising from the water, and the care­
less habits of the Italian household menials. 

"VVe have space abundant now in Venice," 
replied the Signor Martini; "our most splendid 
palaces are, in many instances, occupied by pau­
pers; and on the roofs of houses, formerly trod­
den by princely merchants, we may often see 
long· lines of linen exposed to dry: but here are 
your rooms; you will find them cool and airy. 
Remember, my son, that you are at home, 
and have a father ready to supply all you need, 
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to the extent of his ability; you know, of course, 
our Italian custom. . We shall all be more quiet 
presently than you may perchance find us at mid­
night. You cannot do better than do as they do 
at Rome--adieu, au revoir ;" and shaking his 
son's hand, he left him, and not without more 
new ideas than the young man well knew what 
to do with. 

We have given on all occasions a very accurate 
account of every location in which Marten was 
settled for any time. We have described little 
parlours~ and snug studies, &c.; and surely as it 
lies equally in our power, it would be a very great 
neglect if we omitted to describe the rooms of 
which his father gave him possession in the Pa­
lazzo Torino, at Venice. 

These apartments consisted of a range of three 
vast chambers, with lofty ceilings, most richly 
painted with groups of figures from the heathen 
mythology; the walls themselves being of stucco, 
with moulding and ornaments of gilding, which, 
when fresh, must have been superb. 

A line of windows, in frames of delicate tracery, 
wrought in marble , ran along the whole front of 
each room; and before them was an open gallery 
and balustrades, supported by the colonnade of 
the first floor. 

At each end of the line of windows, was a smaJl 
circular closet, which hung clear over the canal, 
being composed of delicate and richly fretted 
marble; and within these closets were a few 
chairs and a table, showing that these had been 
favourite recesses for those who bad formerly oc­
cupied these apartments. 

The pieces of furniture in the three rooms were 
few and far between, though more than their pre-
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sent tenant required; but he was glad to see a 
sofa amongst the other articles, and soon ex­
tended himself upon it, being weighed down with 
heat and fatigue, and above all, a multiplicity of 
new ideas, than which nothing makes a human 
being more heavy. 

When awakened by the step of his father in 
the room, he saw, by the shadows, that the even­
ing was far advanced. 

"Come, my son," said the Signor Martini, 
"you have rested well; I am come to propose to 
you an airing in my gondola before we sup. vVe 
will have this evening to ourselves; the fresh air, 
first on the water, and next in the balcony, will give you new life." 

Nothing could have pleased Marten better than 
this arrangement; and as he descended with his 
father to the canal, and stepped into the gondola, 
he could scarcely identify his present self with 
the curate of Altonbury, distributing garments to old women. 

So often has a progress through the city of the 
sea, at the cool hour of evening, been described 
by persons well skilled in the art of description 
by the pen, that I can do no better than refer my 
readers to these; begging them to understand, 
that Marten looked on all he saw in the true spi­
rit of romance, and that as he passed under the 
Rialto, and saw the towers of St. Mark, and the 
Campanello in high relief, first against the glow­
ing evening sky, and next in the pale moon be~~s, 
the common-places of his parent, though exh1b1t­
ed in much variety, were totally unable to with­
draw him from the classical and romantic visions 
in which he was indulging. 

The Signor Martini was too much a man of 
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the world to converse on private matters, even 
in English, in a gondola; though the ample 
space of the Guiadecca, when entered therein, 
far exceeds the grand canal in breadth, full 
well he knew the uses of common-place sub­
jects, where there was the least chance of being 
overheard; and a gondola might steal upon them 
un beard, and bearing English ears. 

It was, therefore, not till after supper, and 
when the father and son were sitting in a balcony 
open to the water, that the subject of the Sig·nor 
Romano was brought forward; but little more 
was elicited by Marten, from what bis father then 
said, than what be knew before. 

The Signor Romano was not yet come to Ve­
nice, but was daily expected, and when he did ar­
rive, every imaginable attention was to be paid to 
him; at least so said the Signor Martini. 

" Whatever may be the cause of this supposed 
interest of the young· nobleman in you, John," he 
continued, " you must take hold of it, as what may 
prove an important opening. The young· man's 
rank and fortune are very superior, and if he, on 
acquaintance, takes a fancy to you, as he seems 
prepared to do, and you follow it up pru­
dently, it is difficult to say what an advantage 
it might not prove; but you will be guided by 
those who know the world better than you 
can possibly do." 

Several lengthened admonitions followed this 
last remark, one and all of which were so strongly 
tinctured with what the haughty son considered 
to be the genuine spirit of toad-eating, that his 
whole mind rose against them, and it was not 
amiss that he happened to be seated in the shadow 
of one of the pillars which supported the gallery, 
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or he must inevitably have betrayed his indigna­
tion, by every silent demonstration of which his 
outward man was capable. 

His nostrils expanded, his upper lip worked, 
every limb became agitated, and he actually 
clenched his teeth to prevent the escape of any 
expres~ion of the firm resolution he had already 
made, never to become the mean sycophant of 
any man living. 

How this conversation might have terminated 
we cannot say, if certain exquisite musical strains 
had not stolen on the ear of the young man, just 
as his forbearance was at the last gasp. The mu­
sicians and singers were in a gondola, and as the 
boat approached along the still waters, the sound 
became more distiuct, and Marten thought that 
he had never heard music sweeter, or more ap­
propriate to the scene. 

It had not quite died away, when he requested 
permission to withdraw; and when he had made 
his escape, he hastened to his room, determined 
more than ever to be the sole disposer of his own 
future career in life. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

As Marten and his father took their chocolate 
next morning together, the elder said be had been 
consulting his friend Dorale, who had been with 
him whilst dressing, and they had come to the 
conclusion that it would be best for Marten to 
remain for the present unintroduced into other 
families, seeing only those who visited in the house, 
till the Signor Romano arrived from Monselice. 
"Lest, John," he added, " the serious English 
party, which is now the highest of our people in 
Venice, should take you up, and bring you for­
ward in the chapel as a preacher, which I think 
them very likely to do. Then should you become 
popular, and talked of in that line, which alJ 
things considered, person, voice, manner, &c., 
without flattery, I think, more than probable, 
the young signor, or the young people about 
him, would take alarm, and thus any preposses­
sion he might have in your favour, might be dis­
annulled, and all our expectations closed in that 
quarter. 

"What expectations, dear sir," asked Marten, 
'' can we have from an Italian and a papist, how­
ever high in rank?" 

" Give me credit, John," replied the · father, 
"for knowino- what I am abont. I am not ad-o 
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vising you without some solid grounds whereon to 
build my advice. You will not be sorry, I pre­
sume, to be put into a way in which you may ad­
vance yourself in life." 

Marten felt that it had ever been a strong 
desire within his breast to raise himself in life; 
ambition had ever been his leading passion, 
though, like all human instincts, it had had its 
hot and cold fits, and other modifications. At 
the University, and at Woodville, it had often 
stood at fever heat; and under Mr. Dalben's 
roof had sunk sometimes below zero. Since he 
had been ordained, it had somewhat changed its 
character. He had since then aspired to turn 
many to the true faith; to be called the light of 
his people; the giver of sight to the blind; and 
it ended in the ardent hope of being richly re­
warded, not in the world to come, but in this more especially. 

Marten desired to be pointed out as an eloquent 
preacher-a man whose pleadings few could be 
found to resist; and so cunningly was this ambi­
tion interwoven in his most secret thoughts, that 
he himself was deceived by it; no wonder, then, 
if he deceived others into the belief that it 
was a love of publishing God's word. Now, 
however, his father's ad vice to keep well with the 
Signor Romano seemed to attack his religion, 
whilst, in fact, it only attacked his natural pride, 
and fancying he was fighting the cause of his 
church, he considered a resistance to his father's 
wishes his necessary duty as a clergyman of the 
church of England. Marten had already deter­
mined he would not pay any court to the Signor 
Romano; he sought, therefore, an excuse to jus­
tify himself to his father, antl he made, therefore, 
their di verse faiths his plea. 
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Such was the ambition of the son, wl1ilst thatof 
the father was of the common-place sort-the 
every-day kind of worldly men in general. Signor 
Martini, therefore, was taken a little by surprise 
when his son flamed out,and declared that he never 
could submit to take any steps which were not 
entirely consistent with the character of a 
clergyman of the Church of England, and that 
if it were 11ecessary to the success of any under­
taking, that he should suppress the expression of 
any of his religious principles, he must beg leave 
to withdraw from all concurrence with it. 

In the expression of this sentiment Marten did 
but what was right, but the motive that influenced 
him, and the manner in which he acted, could 
not have met with the approval of any true 
Christian. 

But the Signor Martini had quite recovered 
from his little disconcertment before bis son had 
concluded his speech; and smiling in that sort of 
indulgent manner with which a mother contem­
plates the impotent anger of the babe on her 
knee-" My dear hoy," he said, "why this 
ebullition? there is not a man on earth who has a 
higher respect for religion than I have. If such 
had not been the ease, why should I have 
brought you up to the church? You must, in­
deed, John, you must overcome this impatience 
of temper, by which you lose old friends and 
repel new ones. You oug·ht to know my situa­
tion-there should be no secrets between us; per­
mit me to be sincere with you. Though now my 
income is better than it hasn een, and I am Jiving 
handsomely, as my rank in this place requires, it 
is not in my power, after having given you an 
expensive education, to support you in idleness-
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you must exert yourself in one way or another, 
and I tl1ink myself entitled, as you have failed in 
your efforts-permit me to speak, do not inter­
rupt rue-and through the impatience I complain 
of, thrown away Lord H-'s patronage, to expect 
that you will pay due attention to my words­
that is, as long as you remain under my roof. 
Your immediate object must be to work, with 
Italian. I have engaged a master, and trust you 
will have made considerable proficiency in the 
language before our new friend arrives." 

Marten, of course, conld make no objection to 
study the langnage and give his whole powers to 
it. He would, he said, accommodate himself to 
his father's wishes in alJ things which did not 
im plicate bis religious principles, or imply any 
mean time-serving concessions; it was not in his 
nature to submit to any man's caprices, and con­
trary to his sense of rectitude, to conceal his reli­
gious sentiments. 

The kind-hearted father, instead of using any 
terms of disapproval, as might have been ex­
pected, launched out in high commendation of his 
son's attachment to religion, and noble and honour­
able feeling, finishing his sn bject by speaking of 
his own deep respect for religion. 

Then suddenly looking at his watch, as if re­
collecting himself, he started up, apologised for 
being obliged to leave-spoke of the Italian mas­
ter, whom he had appointed to come within the 
hour, and had g lided out of the room with a 
march as smooth as the few last sentences which 
had flowed from his lips, leaving his son and heir 
swelling with indig nation, and quite un.deter­
mined whether be should make up his mmd to 
try Venice a little longer, or go back to England 
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-with the proviso that he could get money so 
to do. 

Many lengthy paragraphs have been written 
upon the advantage of having the pecunia always 
at command; probably as many might be com­
posed with equal truth and more novelty, 
on the advantages which as often accrue from 
the want of the command of this pecunia. What 
Marten might have lost had any one bestowed a 
bag of gold upon him at the instant that he was 
wishing himself back in England, remains to be 
proved. 

He was still meditating on his ill-fortune and 
present embarrassment, with his eyes resting on 
the small pieces of marble in the pavement at his 
feet, when a small voice in a high key, saluted 
his ears, with an "How do you do, saar-Sante 
bon--" 

Not Satan touched by Ithuriel's spear could 
have started more decidedly than Marten did at 
this ,unexpected sound-nor could the arch-fiend 
have looked much more haughty than the young 
man did, when having sprung from his chair to 
his full height, he saw before him a diminutive 
yellow youth, with large black eyes, white teeth, 
and black moustaches, standing behind where be 
had been sitting. 

Marten did not say, but looked-"Who are you? 
What brings you here ?"-he had forgotten the 
threatened Italian pedagogue. 

The little man had been told that his future 
pupil required to be taught the language from 
the first rudiments; he was prepared, therefore, 
to address him in what English he could muster, 
and seeing a need of some opening compliment 
or address of some kind, he repeated his " How 
do you do, saar ?" then adding, "health good-
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I am your most humble servant for to teach read 
and speak. Can you read ? Can you speak 
little? Have you got book?" 

Marten scarcely knew what to do to get rid of 
his irritation. Bnt feeling the man was not to 
blame for being, though small, an immense bore, 
and for speaking bad English, and coming when 
he was supremely unwelcome, he sat down, books 
having been produced, took a lesson., was very 
sullen and dry, received many high compliments, 
and dismissed his master with the impression 
that he was a most unpleasing specimen of the 
haughty Englishman. 

At length Marten found himself at liberty to 
withdraw and meditate, in one of his little cabi­
nets, where everything was suited for calm medi­
tation, excepting the mind itself in which the me­
ditation was to go forward. 

We cannot question but that Marten was as 
anxious at this moment, as at any other period of 
his past life, to raise himself to some eminence or 
distinction ; his principles and good taste, not to 
say his pride, being sufficient to induce him to 
wish that any inducement or success which he 
might obtain might be, at least, consistent with 
his profession. He saw, he thought, that his 
father had stronger reasons than were acknow­
ledged, for wishing him to meet the advances of 
the Signor Romano, and in the deepest recesses 
of his own heart, he felt this ·was precisely the 
sort of adventure which he should like to fol­
low up. 

He had always sought the society of the great, 
bearing many thing:; in Lord H- which be 
should have denounced as utterly contemptible in 
an unlettered man, overlooking the dulness and 
inanity of Lady Anne, accommodating himself to 
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principles in Lord H- which he would have 
disputed vehemently with another,and finally sub­
mitting himself to caprices in Lady Alicia, which 
from a person of lower degree be would not have 
tolerated for an instant. All this he had bori1e 
with the secret wish of advancing his interests­
but with this ambition, the young man had much 
pride and sensitiveness. " Tith an extreme horror of 
the ridiculous, and withal an obstinacy of charac­
ter, which made it most difficult to guide him, 
even in the way in which, had he been left alone, 
his natural propensities would have led him, he 
was extremely jealous of interference, and though 
he himself had often gone farther in propitiating 
the great, than his father had required him to go 
in the case of the Signor Romano, yet Le chose to 
think his parent mean and time-serving, anJ 
looked anxiously round him for some other open­
ing by which he mig·ht obtain independence. 

Nothing occurred to him but to write and 
state as much of bis case as he judged prudent, 
to his old schoolfellow, Lord F-, who bad ac­
quaintance, he recollected, in Venice, and other 
parts of Italy: so to him he wrote, and dispatched 
the letter immediately; and then settled down 
with the determination to remain q niet at present 
and await the turns of fortune or fate. 

,:v e are sorry to add that no wish of pleasing 
his father, influenced the young man in forming 
his determination. 

When next he appeared Lefore his parent, he 
was more than ever settled in this determination, 
yet he was so quiet and reserved in his manner, 
though not negligent of any of the common 
forms of politeness, that Signor Martini believed 
that all was right with him-that he would do all 
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he wished, and that they bad only to await the 
arrival of Signor Romano, to place all things in 
a desirable train, as related to this affair. 

It was, as we before stated, the plan of the 
father, to keep his son in retirement till matters 
should open respecting the young Signor 
Romano; and Marten fell in very quietly with 
this arrangement, the retirement agreeing well 
with the sullen discontented state of his mind, 
for he chose to think himself an unfortunate 
ill-used man. He seldom saw much of . his 
father during the mornings, but he found full 
employment in visiting various parts of the city, 
in making short excursions to the continent, and 
in studying Italian, in which he made such rapid 
progress, as to meet the praises of his father, who, 
after a while, always addressed him in that lan­
guage. During this period, the Signor Martini 
never mentioned the affair of the young Romano 
to his son, for he considered the matter as settled 
between them; but though taking no active mea­
sures to promote the views which he had formed 
on this subject, he was keeping the way clear to 
his object, as might have been seen on one occa• 
sion particularly, on which he sent his son out of 
the way to avoid introducing him to an English 
gentlewan. 

Thus six weeks or more had passed, when one 
1uorning, after breakfast, Signor Martini said 
abruptly to his son, "The Signor Romano is 
come, he arrived two days since ; this morning it 
will be uecessary for us to pay our respects." 

Marten was preparing to speak, and, of course, 
to sugge t some difficulty, when his father pro­
ceeded to tell him the hour when he should be ready 
to accompany him. "vVe go in the gondola to the 

Q 
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water-gate of the palazzo-till which time adieu! 
I have pressing affairs to expedite. I shall, of 
course, find you ready;'' and with these words he 
withdrew, leaving his son to make up his mind as 
to whether he should do as desired, or come to an 
open rupture with his parent; and thouo-h he 
spoke not, he thus argued with himself:-

0 

'' As to the whole affair of this said signor, I 
fully believe that it has no foundation but in the 
imagination of my father, who expects to find a 
patron in a youth who asks him casually if be has 
a son; and it is so absurd,so ridiculous, to be acting 
and pushing one's self forwards on such vague 
prospects. I would not have the story g·et wind 
amongst the old set in England, on any account 
whatever. Of course, I can't blame my father 
for wishing to advance me in life. But 
really, the methods which he proposes are 
so absurd, so fanciful, so visionary- but I 
am giving too much importance to the whole 
ridiculous affair by quarrelling with my father 
about it. I must go with him, but I will 
not let it appear that I expect anything from 
the young man but the commonest civility, even -
grant that he, for some strange whim, desires to 
make my acquaintance. What could I possibly 
get by him? He is a papist, and could never be­
come the patron of a clergyman of the Church of 
England. 

At the hour fixed, Marten joined his father in 
the gondola, and they proceeded to a palazzo on 
the Guiadecca, where, entering in by the water­
gate, they were received and ushered by several 
richly-dressed serving men to a superb saloon on 
the first floor-a saloon into which only a chas­
tened light was admitted through the folding 
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lattices, and where the air was perfumed by aro­
matic blossoms, and pictures and sculptures mani­
fested the affiuence of their possessor. 

On a sofa in this saloon sate the young signor, 
with several books spread before him. He 
looked hardly so much as eighteen, and was evi­
dently in feeble health, excessively pale and de­
licate, with a countenance singularly expressive 
and interesting. A faint flush arose in his cheeks 
when he saw the Signor Martini, and mantled 
still fuller when the elder gentleman presented 
his son, which he did with strong manifestations 
of the pride which he felt in having such a son to 
introduce. The Signor Romano looked eagerly 
and somewhat anxiously at Marten, and in a 
gentle tone, though evidently with some little 
embarrasment, expressed the pleasure which he 
had in seeing him at Venice. 

Marten bowed, but his father having waited a 
few seconds in vain , in hopes that be would give 
a suitable answer in the language spoken by the 
young Italian, took on himself to supply the 
omission; accounted for his son's silence from 
his perchance being afraid to try to express him­
self in a foreign language; hoped this difficulty 
would be got over when he saw more of the 
young signor; and expressed the mortification 
it had been to himself not to be able before that 
day to introduce his son to the signor; adding, 
how earnestly his son bad been studying the 
language, that he might converse with him. 

Marten was too polite to contradict his father, 
but the young signor, scarcely giving him time 
to speak, but addressing the father, said, " I take 
it for granted, signor, by this early and most wel­
come visit, and your kindness in bringing your 

Q2 
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son, you have received the note I sent immedi­
ate} y on my arrival. I mnst now thank you for 
your attention to all my former communications, 
and hope that I shall very soon be able to induce 
your son to pay me a visit of some length." He 
then hinted, that he feared he might not have 
much time to himself for the two ensuing days, 
but if, after these, Signor Marten would favour 
him with his company for a few hours, he should 
consider it as the greatest favour that could be 
done him. 

"So," thought Marten, " my father bas been 
carrying on a private correspondence with this 
youth, denying me his confidence in an affair in 
which I am principally interested. I cannot con­
ceive what his plans and projects are, but such, 
I imagine by his closeness, as he thinks me not 
likely to accede to, without some little manage­
ment." 

With this amiable view, after having first 
thanked the Signor Romano for his attention, 
without saying that he meant to avail himself of 
his invitation, he said, that bis stay in Venice 
might, be feared, be short, and should anything 
offer in England which might suit him as a clergy­
man of the establishment of that country, he 
might return at very short notice. 

The Signor Martini seemed to be so amazed at 
this declaration, that he could only open his eyes 
and gaze at his son; but the young signor, instead 
of manifesting displeasure, answered, that he only 
wished he were well enough to go himself to Eng­
land, in which case it would be his greatest plea­
sure to have the signor John Marten as his com­
panion. 

The father caught at this hint with evident 
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p1easure, and, without referring to his son, he 
made an unconditional offer of his services in 
attending the young Italian to England, or any 
other part of the continent. 

Marten could not conceal it from bis mind, 
that nothing would please him more,circumstanced 
as he was, than such a scheme as was proposed, 
supposing that there was nothing which he did 
not comprehend, out of sight, in the character or 
condition of the Signor Romano ; but he did not 
at all like being disposed of so unceremonious­
ly by his father, and he was resolved not to impli­
cate himself by any promise till he heard from 
Lord F-. He therefore drew himself more into 
himself, leaving his father, who seemed to be 
quite elated by the last proposition of the Signor 
Romano, to supply all the expense of the conver­
sation, and to cover what he supposed to be the 
awkward bashfulness of his son as well as he was 
able; and in matters of this delicate kind he con­
ceived himself to be an adept. 

Having made their visit of some length, the 
Signor Martini, hinting that he had just then a 
pressure of business on his hands, withdrew with 
much ceremony, of course taking the lead in 
going out, and leaving his son for an instant in the 
rear. 

The young signor, who had followed him 
nearly to the door, availed himself of that in­
stant to beg Marten to excuse bis not returning 
the visit on account of his ill health, and to renew 
hi:S entreaties that he would come to see him ; 
again saying, however, that for the two next 
days be should be engaged, but after that most 
anxiously hoped to see him. Marten acknow­
ledged these last advances with a smile, the first 
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he had bestowed on the young man, and with a 
speech, which, though short, did honour to his 
Italian tutor. 

He then hastened after his father, not being 
by any means able to make out what all these 
things might mean, though rather believing 
that there was some scheme of ambition of his 
father's at the bottom of it, which he chose to 
suppose mean, though wherefore it should be 
more so than his own late step in applying · to 
Lord F-- to push him amongst his acquaint­
ance in Venice, he did not take the trouble to 
ask himself. 

When fairly launched on the canal, the elder 
gentleman suddenly turned to his son, and ad­
dressed him, under the influence of strong irri­
tation. 

"Really, John," he said-" really, after the 
education you have received, and the superior 
society which you have occasionally kept, I could 
not have believed it possible, had I not seen it, 
that you could have conducted yourself as you 
did this morning." 

"How, sir?" asked the son. 
"How sir, do you say l" replied the father. 

"How, sir, indeed !-had you come straight from 
the plough into the presence of nobility, you 
could not have exhibited more gaucherie than 
yon did to-day; no boarding-school girl could 
have showed more mauvaise honte in bringing 
forward her few scraps of bad French, than you 
did in expressing yourself in Italian. Grant that 
in doing your best you had made some mistakes; 
what then ?-you would have ~hown your wish 
to please, and your very blunders would have 
been as so many proofs that your gentlemanly 
and polite feelings outran your powers. In-

de 

Ir 

B 
of 

pri 
an 
ov 
an 

so 
ne 
IS 

11'! 

be 
tie 

pH 
po 
an 
qui 
yo 
fa![ 

rnal 
IV hi 
say 
0 



JOilN MARTEN. 343 

deed, John, I blushed for you; with the air 
and per8on of a gentleman, let me tell you, you 
have shown yourself grievously deficient in the 
manners of one. Excuse me, you have annoyed 
me-I cannot recover myself. Depend upon it, 
John, you will never make your way in the 
world till you acquire more command of manner. 
Be assured, young man, that you need a teacher 
of courtesy, if such could be had, far more than 
you have ever needed an Italian master." 

Marten was utterly thunderstruck at this 
charge. He felt that his father had not un­
derstood his manner in the presence of the Signor 
Romano, and be was prepared to be censured for 
pride and stiffness; but to have been thought, 
and to have appeared awkward, shame-faced, and 
overpowered by greatness, was most mortifying, 
and what he could not suffer in silence. 

"Really, sir," he said," you are the first per­
son who ever attributed these defects to my man­
ner. You well know, sir, that Signor Romano 
is not the first gentleman, I may say nobleman, 
with whom I have associated; and it was never 
before even hinted that I was deficient in gen­
tlemanly bearing." 

"Yon may have associated, young man," re­
plied the father," with persons who have been too 
polite and delicate to tell you a truth,-a forbear­
ance which, as a parent, I do not feel myself re­
quired to observe; and I now, on seeing more of 
you, think it highly probable, that the various 
failures which you have attributed to other causes, 
may be accounted for by the defects of manner of 
which you have given such strong, and I may 
say offe nsive proof~ this morning." 

Our friend, the younger l\1arten, had never be-
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fore seen his father really angry ; and there is 
something in the anger of a parent, when 
experienced for the first time in adult years, 
before which the stoutest heart must quail. 
Even Marten's spirit was quieted, though not 
subdued; he made no answer, and did not look 
up till his father, who was really a good-tempered 
and kind person in his way, which we should call 
shallow as opposed to penetration, spoke again, 
and spoke kindly, though he did not recall any­
thing he had before said. 

He told his son that his official affairs called 
him to the opposite coast of Dalmatia for a few 
days; that he should leave him in Venice; that 
he hoped, if he did not return till after the two 
next days, he would call on the Signor Romano, 
and show him every kindness, and added, that it 
would depend on what he heard when he got 
home, whether he should set out that evening or 
the following day. As it proved, he was obliged to 
go off immediately; and Marten felt it agreeable 
to be relieved from his presence for a short time, 
for his late rebuke had sadly deranged his self­
complacency ; and he was more than ever 
anxious that some way might open to him in 
which he might act independently of paternal ad­
monitions. 

v'Vho is able to set a boundary to the extent of 
ill-doing, to which the spirit of pride and self-de­
pendence may and cioes carry the creature? As 
yet, all Marten's experiences of life had only. 
tended more and more to develope this spirit 
which, from childhood, had been the leading mo­
tive of his actions; and though a principle of 
gentlemanly honour, and such views of religion 
as may be acquired by habit and study, had been 
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grafted upon it, yet, as the original stock 
gained strength, the graffs became shrivelled, and 
almost ceased to put forth the earnest of fruit. 

The society of Henry Milner, and the conver­
sations of Mr. Dalben and others, had exercised 
a sweet restraining influence on the young man 
for a time; but there were no gentle influences 
operating upon him in the city of Venice; and 
all that he there saw and heard, and even the pa­
ternal reproofs, · tended only to foster and en­
courage the worst parts of his natural character. 
Not.bing occurred during the two days after 
his father left him, but that he found each 
morning in the saloon a fragrant present of 
fruits and flowers from the Signor Romano ; with 
what was more acceptable, several volumes of 
English books sent by the same obliging hand 
for his perusal. These be acknowledged by po­
lite but cold notes of thanks ; and had almost 
resolved to leave his card on the young gentleman 
on the third day; when other things came across 
him, and changed his purpose, leaving him in the 
state in which we shall all assuredly find ourselves 
when entered into the fruition of future happi­
ness ; that is, totally without the smallest preten­
sions for saying "This good, have I obtained by 
my own efforts." 

Q 5 
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CHAPTER XXIII. 

SooN after the Signor Martini's departure, a 
packet from Lord F-- was placed in the hand 
of Marten. The enclosure contained various 
letters of introduction to Italian and English 
residents in Venice, the former being persons of 
considerable consequence in the city, already 
known by name to Marten; and the latter per­
sons of the gayest, and perchance not of the most 
desirable description. 

Lord F---'s letter was kind, and even warm, 
professing strong desire to serve an old school­
fellow, but written in the usual off-hand style, 
full of allusions, which none but the old Clent 
Green set could have comprehended, which, and 
bad they proceeded from an ignoble baud, Marten, 
perchance, might have called stale and flat. 

Amid much irrelevant matter, there was one 
passage which Marten caught at with eagerness. 

"There is," said Lord F--, "an old couple, 
a stupid peer with a dowdy wife, who have an 
only son, who is a right booby nobleman-they 
are now in Venice, or shoqld be so about this 
time. They have actually inquired of a friend of 
mine, and of myself, if perchance we knew of any 
accomplished young gentleman who would un-
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dertake to lead their cub farther, by field and 
flood, than they can find nerves to go with him. 

" Of course I thought of you, surmising that 
you would have no objection to receive a hand­
some salary for seeing foreign lands in the best 
sty le; and if you bring the cub back safe, and as 
stupid and quiet as he went forth, a tolerable 
assurance of a good living. 

"I have sent off an exquisite delineation of you 
to overtake the venerables, and if they have not 
yet appeared in Venice, you have nothing to do 
but to cultivate the good opinion, and obtain the 
good word of a young gentleman, whose name 
you will find on one of the enclosed envelopes. 
I-le has apartments in St. Mark's Place, and fills 
an office under government; and be is neither 
more nor less a person than Ralph Leeson, whom 
you might remember as spending a few days with 
me at Oxford . 

"He is nephew of the old lady, the mother 
of your proposed travelling companion. Get 
Leeson's good word, for he has influence with his 
aunt, and passes for a pattern card with her; but 
mind, you must not play off the clerical with 
Leeson. He hates-can't you understand me?-

d 1 . " a "or to t 1e wise. 
"'\ e will not trouble our readers with Marten's 

lucubrations and cogitations on the letter of his 
noule frjend; nor say how pleased he was iu 
having a scheme of bis own, which, in his opinion, 
wa very much more promising than that of his 
father could possibly be. He did not, however, 
take it into bis calculations that bis father's bird 
was, to all seeming, already in hand ; whilst that 
held to his view by Lord F--was still in the bu b. 

Hi first object, hon·ever, was to present the 
7 
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letters of introduction, for which purpose he set 
out as soon as he could hope to be admitted to 
the various houses; and in less than three hours, 
had seen more of the gay society of Venice than 
he had done in the many weeks in which be 
had resided there before. He found few of the 
gentlemen at home to whom the letters were 
addressed, but several of the ladies; and was 
by these not only kindly, but flatteringly received, 
and he felt sure that they all thought him a fine 
young man. 

Ralph Leeson was among one of the absentee:; 
from home, but Marten left his card, and Lord 
F--'s introductory letter, and he had hardly 
returned an hour, before a note from that young 
gentleman followed him, saying how sorry he was 
that he had not seen him when he called, and la­
menting that he was off that moment for the terra 
firma, and could not be back till that day week. He 
begged Marten then to waive all ceremony, and 
dine with him at six o'clock on the dav of his re­
turn, which invitation was accepted... Marten 
received at the same time information from his 
father, that he should be detained some time 
longer than he bad at first expected ; in conse­
quence of which, he felt himself at liberty to ac­
cept other invitations which poured in upon him, 
fr'om the var ions families to w horn he ha<l pre­
sented Lord F--'s introductory letters. 

In these houses, which were chiefly English, 
he was received with distinction, though he met 
only with every-day circumstances, and every-day 
people; yet the notice taken of himself, and the 
small successes which be achieved in conversa­
tion, and now an<l then singing a second with 
applause, tended to confirm him in his resolution 
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of pushing his interests in his own way, and not 
in that pointed out by his father. In the mean 
time, he daily received the same elegant testimo­
nies of attention which had been his unmerited 
tributes from the morning he had first seen the 
Signor Romano; and we trust that he would 
have felt more shame for his neglect, bad not he 
still obstinately nourished the idea of some un­
derhand plot between bis father and the young 
Italian. The only effect, therefore, of these 
attentions, was to make him more anxious to 
follow up Lord F--'s plan for himself. 

Such was the state of his mind, when on the 
eveuing of Mr. Leeson's return, he repaired to 
St. Mark':; Place. 

This is a vast square, which is asserted to be 
the grandest in Europe; the cathedral church, 
dedicated to St. Mark, fills up one side of it; on 
the left side of the church is the Doge's palace, 
with the campanella before it; the rest of the 
area of the square being occupied by noble houses, 
a piazza or corridor running the whole length 
round three sides of the area. 

This being the only open space on dry groun<l 
of the city, it is in the evening, and after night­
fall, a place of general concourse, and one iu 
which probably more follies have been committe<l, 
more crimes perpetrated, and more characters 
blighted, than in any space of equal dimensions 
in the whole earth: yet the scene is most gay 
and various, and most inviting· to those who see 
only the surface of things, as well as to those who 
are epicures in those things which are evil, who 
delight in high play, and all those appliances of 
vicious pleasures, which shun the eye of <lay, and 
the obi,ervation of general society. Marten found 
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a gay party of young men, some English, some 
Italian, awaiting him in Mr. Leeson's apartments. 
He was received with the utmost apparent cor­
diality by the young gentleman himself, but had 
no opportunity of entering with him on the sub­
ject uppermost in his thoughts. 

Those who have dined with gay young men, 
where delicacies both solid and otherwise are 
amply supplied, and where there is no wise or 
honoured person present, to check the overflow­
ings of inexperience, or the sallies of what may 
justly be called licentious wit, will need no de­
scription of this scene; a·nd we will spare it, as 
not being particularly beneficial to those who 
have never been introduced to any scene of the 
kind ; so we shall only say that Marten, although 
he endeavoured to avoid all expression of his 
best feelings, for the reason Lord F-- bad 
given him in the postscript of his letter, had too 
pure a taste, and too high a sense of the beauty 
of virtue, to be quite at his ease. He ate little, 
and drank less; yet, from the noise, the heat, and 
his habit of general abstemiousness, he was 
flushed and excited even by his few glasses, and 
could hardly restrain himself towards the end of 
the repast, from giving his discordant opinions on 
the subjects of discussion as noisily as the per­
sons about him 

On coffee being served, l\1r. Leeson proposed 
a remove to one of the casinos in the square, and 
the proposition was received as a matter of com­
mon custom. The party arose at once, and de-

· scended into the open square, which was already 
crowded with all sorts and descriptions of persons 
-jugglers, thieves, pickpockets, improvisatores, 
bella donnas, as the young men called them, some 
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of them of real or supposed respectability, and 
military men, together with a promiscuous mul­
titude, male and female, only partially discernible 
by the lights in the windows of the shops and 
houses of public entertainment which opened upon 
the piazzas. 

The young party had hardly reached the open 
air, when a few turns in the environs of the palace 
and campanella were proposed before proceeding 
to the casino, with which Marten gladly acqui­
esced, with no other object than that of the plea­
sure he fonnd in the freshness of the air, for his 
head was considerably heated. 

During this progress, however, he found him­
self soon separated from his companions; but 
though he had lost sight of them, he believed 
that they were going towards the Doge's palace, 
and followed them in that direction. As he turned 
out of the piazza, chancing to look behind him, 
he observed the figure of a tall young man, who 
had the air of a servant, following in the same 
direction he was himself taking. He did not, 
however, bestow a second thought on him, but 
pushed on towards the campanella, where there 
was comparatively much less light than in the 
square. 'l'he night was starlight, and the outlines 
of the palace and the tower looked solemnly dark 
against the heavens. 

There was, however, a dense crowd between 
Marten and the campanella; some sort ofjuggler 
or buffoon, an animal indigenous in Italy, was 
playing his tricks in the area, and the idle people 
were gathered round him. In attempting to 
make his way through the crowd, he came in 
contact with certain persons, such as there are in 
all assemblies of mixed persons at night, who 
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make it their business to excite confusion in order 
that they may pilfer the more conveniently, and 
probably Marten might have found himself minus 
of some of his father's glittering presents in a 
very short time, had not the serving-man whom 
he had observed a few minutes before, suddenly 
appeared, an<l taken summary and very powerful 
means to clear the people from around the 
young gentleman ; saying at the same time in 
Italian, '' Come out, signor; do not mix with 
these people in this dark corner of the square. 
You bad better get more in the light." 

Being arrived at a more open part of the area, 
the light served him to see the full outline of the 
young man's figure, which was tall and finely 
formed; but still he could not discern his features. 
Though not fully aware of what the stranger had 
extricated him from, be certainly thought he owed 
him thanks, and failed not to express them in 

. very tolerable Italian. The young man answered 
in the same language. " Really, sir,'' he said, 
'' you might be doing better than spending your 
evenings in this way. It is not like-it was not 
the company you used to keep. Those half-tipsy 
gentlemen, with whom you came here, always 
attract the Ladrones. I saw one with his hand 
very near to your pocket. You ought to take 
better care of your pockets, though money is more 
plentiful with you just now than it used to be." 

"How do you know, sir," asked Marten an­
grily, "that money is more plentiful with me now 
than it used to be?" 

" Nay, now, Signor Marten," replied the other, 
jestino·ly, " to say nothing of my often having 
bad ~y band in your pocket before this, who 
can deny that the same identical pocket has 
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serveJ us both, an honour of ,v hich I was not a 
little proud." 

Marten was much irritated, not merely from 
the reply which certai11ly appeared extremely fa­
miliar, but also from bis having taken more wine 
than was customary with him, and turning fully 
on the stranger, he tried by the dim light to see 
his countenance more distinctly, which the other 
as quickly avoided by standing with his back to 
the light. More annoyed by this movement, 
Marten laid his hand on the young man's arrri, 
saying, " Who are you, sir, that call me by my 
name, and speak so openly of my affairs? I am 
astonished at your impudence.'' 

The serving-man drew back as he replied, 
" Ah, Signor Marten, now you must have seen 
me, I am sure, at the Signor Romano's. I locked 
myself up out of sight in the signor's bed-room, in 
the floor above the saloon all the time you were 
there with him, and I only ran down stairs now 
and then to see if you were gone, all the rest of the 
time I was behind the curtains. I would not have 
had you seen me for worlds. But now that it is 
all out, surely it is not on my account you won't 
come to see my signor. Why won't you come 
to see him, sir? Y our father wishes it, I know. 
What in the world, then, keeps you away?" 

" I cannot think it by any means necessary," 
replieJ .1\1:arten, in his very loftiest tone, " that 
I should explain my motives to you, young 
man. " 

To account for this speech of Marten's, the last 
remark of the stranger had confirmed him in a_n 
i<lea which had previously glanceJ across his 
mind, that this young man had been set to watch 
him by his father, and he was thinkiug how he 
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could best free himself from his presence, and 
evade his observation when he spoke again. 

'' It can't be because he is a papist. You 
were not always so averse to the company of 
papists." 

" What do you mean by that ?" exclaimed 
Marten; but without noticing the question, the 
young man went on. 

" Many of those you now keep company with," 
he said, "are papists and gamblers too, which last 
my signor never was. Now, Signor Marten," be 

. added, in an entreating tone, " do not, I beg of 
you, ·be offended and angry ; you were al ways hot, 
that is certain, but a kind word was not lost 
upon you, and surely my signor has most winning· 
ways. Your father entreats, my signor courts, 
and yet for all that days pass and you never 
come near us." 

" Is there no means of getting rid of this im­
pertinent fellow 1" thought Marten; but before 
he could decide on any other measure more re­
putable and dignified than knocking him down, 
the youth was addressing him again, and in a 
style even more irritating. "To be sure," he 
said, " we, that is, the servants, never thought 
you to have the same tender heart as our dear 
young master, though ill is the return that I 
have made to him for all his goodness; but I 
did . not expect to find you so determined and 
so unkind as you have proved to be in neglect­
ing my poor signor, dying, as I fear he is, from 
downright grief of heart, and looking to you 
here as the only one who could give him com­
fort. He would have been glad, and so should 
I too, if I could have managed it another way; 
but after all that has passed, it can't be, though 
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we thought you would help us out of our diffi­
culties; but now you are come to Venice, you 
not only turn out better than nothing, but you 
even seem to go against us. But, sir, why does 
your displeasure of me make you unkind to my 
signor ?-my poor signor, who has done nothing 
to offend you?" Marten was about to reply, when 
Mr. Leeson and his party came up, and he was 
glad to see the serving-man walk away, as he did 
not desire the conversation to be carried on in 
the presence of witnesses. 

Having been led by the party to the casino, he 
soon saw one of the assertions of the stranger veri­
fied, for he found that he was in one of the haunts 
of gamblers and sharpers; and probably this as­
sertion was not without its influence in deciding 
him at once to refu e all solicitations to enter 
into any kind of garue, and to induce him to make 
off the instant that he was unobserved by l\rir. 
Leeson. 

It was some little time after Marten had been 
in his own apartments before be could reflect 
calmly on the strange events of that evening, 
amongst which his adventure with the stranger 
pressed forward to his attention. The more lie 
thought of the manner in which that young man 
had taken upon himself to protect and admonish 
him, the more fully he felt convinced that be was 
em ployed as a spy upon his actions by his father, 
and he became more and more convinced that 
his father had some project in which the Signor 
Romano was concerned, which be bad some 
reason for not fully avowing, probably becau e 
he foresaw that he, his son, would not fall into it 
without ome little manreuvring or management. 
Of cour e, then, there were orne ver) di~agree-
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able, he hoped not dishonourable conditions an­
nexed to the affair; and the result of these cogi­
tations was to confirm his obstinacy, and make 
him more anxious for the success of Lord F-'s 
proposition. Probably he might have thought 
differently of the affair of the stranger, had it not 
been for two or three circumstances; primarily the 
state of his bead at the time of the meeting; se­
condly, the darkness and confusion of the scene; 
and lastly, his being not so thoroughly skilled in 
Italian as to be able to follow completely all the 
young man said to him. , 

The first business of Marten the next day was 
to obtain a meeting with Mr. Leeson, but that 
young gentleman was one of those persons who 
was apt to be everywhere but where he ought to 
be; and this desired meeting was still unaccom­
plished when the Signor Martini returned to Ve­
n ice. " And so, John," were the first words which 
the father said-" so I find you have made some 
acquaintance !:since I have been out. You have 
had several visitors, I hear." 

" Yes," thought our Marten, " no doubt you 
have been duly informed of all my movements;" 
he, however, restrained himself from expressing 
the thought. 

" Have you called on the Signor Romano?" 
was the next question, put in a tone which Mar­
ten chose to interpret significant that he knew he 
had not. Of course the young gentleman ac­
knowledged his delinquency,which he did without 
attempting an excuse, so thoroughly angry was 
he at the idea of being watched, and by a servant 
too. 

· The Signor Martini was really angry, and 
startled his son by the strong expressions of dis-
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pleasure which he used; but Marten was so little 
used to the tones of apology, that he was by no 
means ready to avail himself of them, and he 
could think of nothing to say but to mention 
Lord F-'s proposition. To his surprise, his father 
treated the whole affair lightly; told him, that 
young Leeson was not a man to be depended 
upon, and as to Lord F-, if be remembered 
some of his son's old school and college stories 
aright, he was not g reatly Mr. Leeson's superior. 

" My school and college stories," said Marten, 
reddening to the roots of his hair. 

The signor smiled more, as his son thought, 
contemptuously than cheerfully. ., Why, is he 
not the very person you called Ape Appleby?'' he 
said, " a pretty fellow that young lord indeed to 
fix the ladder of your hopes upon. But now, 
John, you know my opinion: you are aware that 
you have displeased me, and if not too late, you 
will rather take steps to manifest your obedience, 
or expect to forfeit my protection. I require no 
answer. I expect some friends to dinner, and 
you will th us have time till to-morrow morning 
to make up your mind how to act." He walked 
out of the room as he uttered these last words, 
for he was going to take his siesta, and the sound 
of his step had scarcely died away through the 
ante-chamber, when the son relieved his own 
mind by pouring forth to the walls of the saloon 
such a eries of broken exclamations as proved 
that he thought himself the most unjustly treated 
son that ever owned an unreasonable and unac­
commodating father. 

In that unhappy moment he felt more a11d 
more a sured that he ,vas watched, that a spy had 
been set upon him in his father's absence, that 
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words had been put into that spy's mouth to excite 
his attention, and above all, that his father had 
some motive which he would not acknowledge, 
and that it was in downright malevolence that he 
threw contempt on Lord F- and Ralph Leeson. 
In short, he was under precisely the same sort of 
obstinate fit which had held him so long at" 
Northfield, and self-sufficiency was the root of the 
disease. Marten had not recovered his equanimity, 
when a servant came in and placed a note in his 
hand. There was a certain want of air in the 
folding of this note which struck him immediate­
ly, and he asked him from whom it came. A boy 
had brought it, but the lacquey could not say 
from whom. 

It was written in Italian, the hand not amiss, 
not the style vulgar, yet the contents were strange­
ly puzzling: it was l:!S follows: 

" SIGNOR MARTEN' 

" It is very unkind, and not like a Christian, in 
you not to come. My signor is getting worse; 
he asks for you contiuually, and I have made ex­
cuses for you till I can find no more. Now I 
beseech you come ; the poorest wretch that ever 
breathed would not have had to ask my dear young 
master twice to come to him. Who could have 
thought that you were so hard, Signor? Don't 
be longer than this evening in coming, I beg you. 
I don't put my name, because it goes for nothing 
I see with you, or, may-be, goes against the thing 
I wish ; so I think it best that you should not 
know who I am, for I am sure that knowing 
me has gone contrary to what I want to bring 
about ;"-and here the epistle broke .off. 
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Marten read the last few lines several times in 
the endeavour to understand what the writer 
meant to say. " He will not tell his name, 
because my knowledge of it has already gone 
against the object he wishes to bring about. He 
supposes I know it already, and yet thinks he can 
hide it from me by not putting it at the end of his 
note. What a puzzle-brained fellow he must 
be, if it is not a piece of knavery to affect the 
fool. Of course, this is from the serving-man. 
I shall not call on the Signor Romano to indulge 
him. If my father insists upon it, however, 
I suppose I must go in the morning ; but it 
is altogether a strange business, a piece of Italian 
hocus-pocus, and possibly, after all, I may have 
acted foolishly in being so emphatic about the 
affair; but I cannot endure nonsense." 

" By-the-by," thought Marten, his cogita­
tions having brought him to the word nonsense, 
'' I wish I had never told my father any- tales 
about Lord F-. What signifies what they call 
a man at school-who ever went through a school 
without a nickname?" 

Several gentlemen dined, or rather supped, that 
evening with the Signor Martini; it was not 
necessary for Marten, therefore, to enter much 
into conversation ; and when, after supper, 
public affairs were introduced, he withdrew to 
his apartment without giving himself the trouble 
of carrying up a light with him. He might have 
saved himself a vast number of harassing· feelings 
had he followed where Providence led, and not 
obstinately resisted bis father's wishes; but nine 
tenths of the cares of life are created by man's 
self-will, and as large a portion of these dissolve 
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and disappear as soon as the will is brought under 
subjection to that of the Almighty. 

A thoroughly irritated man always, if possi­
ble, keeps in motion, and as there was an ample 
promenade from the one end to the other of 
Marten's rooms, he had paced it once, and had 
again reached the last or sleeping-room, which 
was the darkest from the lattices being closed, 
when he was suddenly aware of a quick step in 
the outer apartment, and on turning round, of a 
figure moving rapidly towards him. 

The person bore in his hand a small dim light, 
such as the servants psed, but the light was so 
partial, that it scarcely served to give the outline 
of the figure of him who carried it. 

Marten hoped that this person might have 
brought some message from Mr. Leeson, and 
made some steps forward to meet him. 

As he approached he saw a note in the man's 
hand, and extending· his own to take it, was ad­
dressed by the well-known voice of the serving­
man, who, speaking with his wonted familiarity, 
said, "There, signor, you know that writing, 
if you di<l not know mine; may-be it is the last 
my poor signor may ever put his hand to-indeed, 
it may be said that he did not write what is there, 
for I was forced to guide his hand, and it is not 
the least iu the world like his usual hand. Much 
I fear that he will never rise froru the bed where 
he now lies; and if he dies before you come to 
hirn, how will you ever be able to make any 
excuse to him for your cruelty-for it is nothing 
else? and if I have offended you, a11d behaved 
very ill, why were you to revenge it on him? 
But I have brought the gondola, and it waits 
below. You know the badge of our gondoliers; 
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do please hasten down, and get into the boat, 
for I must run by the back streets for Dr. 
Blake, the English doctor. If any man on 
earth can save him, it will be an English doctor; 
there are none like them here." 

Whilst the young man poured out these and 
other sentences, in rapid Italian, Marten was pe­
rusing the note. Touched, at length, to the 
heart, by the feeble staggering lines, and the 
few words, " Do come. 0 come at last, Signor 
Marten!" 

"Is be then so ill?" he exclaimed. 
" He is dying, I fear, sir," cried the young 

stranger, with such a burst of grief, that Marten 
could no longer believe that the youth was play­
ing a part, by the order of his father. 

" He is dying; and ob ! Signor, though I 
can't regret it on his account, I fear it is me who 
has brought him to this. Oh! sir, come, come, 
pray come to him! If you would not have his 
young life to answer for, come to him now." 

Marten felt that he could resist no longer; the 
earnest manner of the youth quite subdued him; 
and thinking this no time for questioning, he 
said, " I will go: the gondola, you say, is at the 

t t " wa er ga e. 
Re was then only considering where he had 

left his bat, when he was perfectly astounded by 
a wild burst of joy, still expressed in Italian, 
from the extraordinary servant, who, at the very 
same instant, made off with the rapidity of a 
Mercury, taking the lamp with him. 

Marten did not stay to wonder at this exclama­
tion, but was after him the instant he had secured 
bis bat; but the youth bad already disappeared 
before he got to the head of the stairs, and was 

R 
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quite gone after the English doctor before he 
reached the ground floor. 

It is next to impossible to trace the workings 
of the human mind, or to account for its incon­
sistencies ; but certain it is, that Marten, as he 
descended to the water-gate, was as impatient to 
get to the dwelling of the Signor Romano, 
as he had been before determined to keep away 
from it. 

Whether his fit of obstinacy had worn itself 
out, or that his compassion was excited by the 
pitiable lines and the very manifest affection of 
the blunt servant for his lord, or whether we may 
not look to a higher influence than any human one 
for the change in Marten's conduct, yet certain it 
is that he descended swiftly to the canal, and was 
received as one expected by the gondoliers who 
waited, and whom he knew to be the servants of 
the Signor Romano by their badges or peculiar 
liveries. 

A very rapid transit brought the party to the 
water-gate of the palazzo inhabited by the Signor 
Romano, in the Guiadecca. 

IR 
loe 
mia 

0 
to a 



JOHN MARTEN. 363 

CHAPTER XXIV. 

IF the measurement of time were to depend on 
the passage of thought through the mind, minutes 
might sometimes be protracted to years, and years to ages. 

Short as was the period of the transit of the 
gondola from one house to the other, it served for 
Marten to think over the whole concern of the 
Signor Romano's unaccountable partiality for 
himself, and his own cold withdrawal from his 
advances. In his own mind, he was well con­
tented to be forced, as it were, thus amicably to 
settle the contest with his father, as he began to 
be ashamed of his conduct; and the more so, as 
the earnestness of the young servant, in their late 
conference, convinced him that there was more in 
the affair than he had hitherto believed, and he 
was still in this frame of mind, when the gondola 
stopped at the palazzo. 

This palazzo was one of the few in ,,Venice 
which was kept up consistently with its original 
magnificent design, in which the marble was pure 
from stain, the gilding bright, and all the ap­
pointments in high perfection. The servants, 
also, were numerous, and there was something 
almost English in the neatness and taste of their 
attire. 

R2 
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Marten was received with a sort of earnestness 
which appeared in every face, though there were 
none to welcome him so loudly as the signor's 
own man would have done; but this extraor­
dinary youth had heard of the arrival of a certain 
Doctor Blake, and bad worked up his imagina­
tion to believe that he only could save his signor, 
if he were to be saved by human ingenuity; and 
having, at length, and with some difficulty, got 
permission to seek this gentleman, he was gone 
after him, according to what he had told 
Marten. 

"I will lead you to my signor immediately,'' 
said the major domo of the establishment; " he 
calls an xiously for you, sir." 

"Rather ," answered Marten, "tell him that I 
am come, and ascertain whether he wishes to see 
me without delay." 

Marten was then led into a magnificent saloon 
on the first floor, of which all the ornaments, 
whether of painting or statuary, were classical, 
and of the :finest order. 

He was not kept waiting many minutes; but 
being informed that the signor was most anxious 
to see him, be requested the servant to walk for­
ward, whilst he follo wed in a state of no ordinary 
astonishment and excitement. He took no 
account of the various chambers and galleries 
through which he was ushered, until, on the with­
drawal of a rich quilted curtain, he found himself 
at once removed from all the gay, the light, and 
the elegant image_ry which we hav~ just before 
denominated classical, to a scene whwh was alto­
gether of another age, and belonging to the pre­
vailino· religion of France and Italy. 

In °one vast oriel window was displayed a 
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$plendid crucifix of alabaster, and in another a 
Madonna, of marble, whilst lamps, in silver 
sconces, blazed before each of them. 

Marten was fretted and disturbed by these 
objects, and began again to feel some jealous 
apprehensions of his father's schemes. As a 
cleI'gyman, was he not out of his place? But it 
was too late, had he actually wished it, to draw 
back then. 

He had soon traversed the more public suite 
of this wing of the palace, and at the end of 
this another curtain was raised, and he was in­
troduced into a large chamber hung with some 
sort of dark drapery. At the further end was a 
bed, in the form and fashion of one of those tents 
seen on ancient tapestry. The rich hangings 
drawn at the top of the tester through a bur­
nished ring or coronet, trained in ample folds 
on the pavement, and the chased silver candela­
bra, burning with wax on marble sconces, on 
each side of the bed, showed the figuI'e of the 
young signor, reclining, and supported by satin 
cushions, and half covered with a drapery of the 
same material. 

Sickness or sorrow, or both, had made wild 
work with the young man since J\'Iarten had seen 
him last; there was that in his appearance which 
seemed to threaten a speedy termination to his 
life on earth. His complexion was transparent 
as alabaster ; the tracery of every vein was visible 
on his tern pies; bis eyes, of the deepest hazel, 
gleamed with an unnatural restlessness; a hectic 
s pot glowed on each cheek, and his lips were of 
so deep a dye, that they seemed as if almost in­
flamed by the breath of the fevel' which burnecl 
with in. His hair which was of dark auburn, and 
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curling natur~lly, partook of the disorder of his 
frame, and fell wildly and loosely over his tem­
ples; the dark and pencilled eyebrows showing 
distinctly on bis pallid forehead. 

He looked confusedly and anxiously at Marten, 
as the young man stepped forward towards the 
side of the bed. He did rrot seem at first to re­
cognise him, but tbe instant he did so, a change 
passed over his countenance, and as be raised his 
eyes to where Marten bad come to a stand, a 
little in advance of the foot of the bed, he smiled; 
but what a smile was that! it was such as has 
been sometimes seen on the face of a dying child 
of God, in moments of mortal agony, for which, 
those who behold it, can only account by believing 
that it was called for by some glorious vision­
such as was vouchsafed to the martyr Stephen. 

But the view of this smile shot arrows to the 
heart of lVIarten, and called forth, as a wordling 
would say, all that was kind and compassionate in 
his nature, bringing into action many of those 
qualities for which Mr. Dalben and Henry had 
loved him in former days. 

It was necessary that Marten should say som e­
thing, and he began by murmurring some apolo­
gies for not having come sooner, and was pro­
ceeding to say how sorry he was to find the 
signor so ill, when the latter interrupted him, 
but in a manner so wild, so unconnected, so 
mixed up, as Marten thought, with circumstances 
with which he himself could have no concern, 
that the only conclnsion at which he could arrive, 
was that the signor was delirious, and that he 
actually did not recollect whom he was ad­
dressing. 

The first subject to which he referred, was the 
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cruelty-as he did not fail to call it-of lVIarten's 
delay in not corning to him. He spoke of this 
in exaggerated terms, as his hearer thought, as 
if his present condition was the consequence; and 
as he proceeded, he became more confused and 
inconsistent in appearance, his countenance ex­
pressing strong suffering, whilst he almost gasped 
for breath. He spoke of Marten as if lie had 
known him long; not defining whether by person 
or report-said, if he would not be his friend, he 
could not count on any other, but must die, and 
suffer, if not for ever, assuredly for ages. From 
this point he became so thoroughly wild and ex­
cited, that 1\1:arten thought he must lose no time 
in endeavouring to soothe him, thinking· that 
whatever else might be mysterious in the case, 
there could be no doubt but that the youth was 
suffering under religious doubts and superstitious 
alarms; and in this confidence be was assisted 
by the arrangements and appointments of the 
suite of apartments through which be had passed 
to the sick chamber. He therefore drew a chair 
so close to his bed, that he could lay his hand on 
those of the young signor, which were burning 
with fever, but they were consigned to him with­
out a struggle ; and then l\tlarten used his most 
soothing tones, and the most encouraging words, 
with w hieh his recollections of scripture supplied 
him at the moment, though be hardly knew him­
self what he said; and assuredly the sick youth 
was not in a state to weigh or to und erstand his 
words . I-le found, however, to his satisfaction, 
that, in measure, as he spoke, aml endeavoured 
in every way to quiet and soothe the signor, he 
became less excitP.d; and after a short interval 
he closed his eyes, so that Marten, hoping he 
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was sleeping, withdrew his hand, and leaned back 
in his chair. 

Not knowing what next should be done, he 
resolved to wait till the servant should return, as 
he hoped, with a physician; but in the mean time, 
be was aware of one or two persons gliding 
through the room, though he could not see who 
they were, without displacing the drapery of the 
bed, which might, he feared, disturb the sleeper. 

Whilst thus situated, he heard the deep tone 
of a clock striking the t wenty-third hour, or one 
hour Lefore midnight, and ::;oon afterwards the 
murmur of music, as the musicians floated in 
some gondola along the Guiadecca. Whilst this 
last sound continued, the young signor started from 
his short slumber. "1\1 usic," he said,'' of angels, 
but they are going, going far away. I shall 
never hear the songs of the blessed again." And 
he called for water, which Mari- en was able to 
supply from a provision close at hand. 

After having drunk, he became more calm than 
he had yet been, and saying, "Are you sure 
that there is no one in the room?" he added, in a 
]ow voice, "Mr. Marten , though you came not 
when I implored you, yet I know you will never 
betray me; and that now you are come, you will 
be faithful and gentle, whatever you may think of 
me. I know that your word has never yet been 
<loubted, nor your honour impeached; to you, 
then, have I looked to confess a secret, which 
would, if known, be a sig nal to my mother to 
renounce, and perhaps to anathematize me, and 
to every relation I have in the world to disown 
me." 

Has this young boy committed some horrid 
crime? thought l\1arten; and the hand which be 
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had laid again on those of the signor, seemed as 
if instinctively to shrink from the contact. He, 
however, did his utmost to restrain all expression 
of strong feeling. The signor spoke again, though 
slowly, and with effort: " I am," he said, " a 
Protestant at heart; I have been so for some 
time; l have not yet had courage to confess it. 
I know not what I might have done had you 
come to me alone, when first I entreated your 
presence; but now-now I fear it is too late, 
and I can only anticipate, in death, the doom of 
the hypocrite, which is outer darkness, wailing, 
weeping, and gnashing of teeth. Here again 
the poor invalid was becoming wild and excited, 
but he seemed to exert himself to overcome this 
excitement, and to preserve sufficient composure 
to hear Marten,s reply. 

There were, however, several circumstances 
which rendered Marten a very incompetent ad­
viser in the case so suddenly brought before him. 
In the fir:St instance, he had to contend with such 
a sudden, overwhelming, and acute sense of his 
own misconduct in the whole affair of the Signor 
Romano, as he had certainly never experienced 
in thew hole course of his life. He was suddenly 
made to feel, we believe, through the operations 
of that divine Spirit which is quick and powerful, 
and sharper than any two-edged sword, piercing 
even to the dividing asunder of soul and spirit, 
and of the joints and marrow, and is a discerner 
of the thoughts and intents of the heart, (Heb. 
iv. 1:2,) that he had offended as a son, as one 
man to another, and, above all, as a minister of 
the di vine word; and -he was made sensible at 
the same time that the same pride, which had 
brought him to the commission of this heavy 
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offence, had been his leading motive of action 
through life, and the cause of all his miscarriages 
in every parish .in which he had exercised his 
ministry in England. And secondly, before be 
could give clear advice to the signor, it was ne­
cessary for him, he was made aware, to be quite 
settled as to his own religious opinions, which 
bad ever been wavering and vacillating between 
those texts of scripture which ou one side assert 
salvation to be unconditional, and those on the 
other, which lay a stress on works as being abso­
lutely requisite to salvation. 

Hitherto, undoubtedly, he had used his reason 
only to reconcile these difficulties, without any 
consciousness of the insufficiency of that reason 
for comprehending the things of God; but 
at this crisis, in w bich divine light blazed on his 
mind, the pride of reason was suddenly con­
founded, and thus another obstacle was raised to 
his being such an adviser as the poor signor re­
quired. 

Something, howevel', it w:a.s .needful for him to 
say; and after som~ hesitation; he attempted, by 
common-place ren,1arks, to sooth the signor. 

"God is merciful," he said;" he is compassionate, 
he knows our weaknesses, and he will not punish 
us as a severe judge. You must not alarm your­
self thus-the Almighty wil1eth not the death of 
a sinner, but rather that be should turn from his 
wickedness, and live." 

As l\iarten was still speaking, he was aware of 
a step approaching towards the bed, softly and 
stealthily, and he hoped it might be a servant to 
announr.e the arrival of the doctor. He bad ex­
tended one band to remove the curtain, that he 
mio·ht see who this person was, when his atten­
tio~ was recalled to the signor. 

ti 
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" Ah!" he cried, "that is but too true-that 
verse-that very verse wh ich might bring comfort 
to others, is death to me. I have not turned 
from sin. I have been a hypocrite-a Illiserable 
wretched hypocrite. Ob, God !-my God, have 
mercy-have compassion-I am lost, undone 
without thee. Oh, spare me !-spare mer' 

The poor young man, as he spoke, attempted 
to rise from the bed-now wringing, now clasp­
ing his hands in the wildest agony, whilst he 
continued repeating, in the excited tones of de-

. lirium, the earnest prayer of~" Oh, God ! oh, 
God ! Have mercy !-Spare, oh spare me!" 

l.\i1arten was about to lay his hand on him 
gently to press him down on the bed, "" hen the 
curtain was quickly pulled aside, and the same 
servant appeared whom .Marten had met first in 
the square of St. :Mark, and afterwards at the 
Palazzo Torino. 

The youth went to the head of the bed, taking 
the signor in his arms as tenderly as a mother 
would her child, and holding him back, he 
spoke to him with gentle though earnest voice, 
saying, "God loved us, my signor, before vve 
loved him; and even when we knew him not., 
he redeemed us ; for, before the foundation 
of the world, he had chosen us for his own. 
But let us think only of his goodness just now. 
vV e have a cause of joyfulness. Mr . . M.arten is 
here-l\1r. lVIarten who knew lVIr. D alben . l\tlr. 
Marten, the dear friend of my own Master 
Milner. He will tell you of them. I-Ie will rea<l 
to you the book he loved , and you shall get well; 
and some day we V\ill go to him in England­
and his God will be our God, and his Saviour our 
Saviour. As the youth spoke, l\farten gazed 
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upon him with an amazement far beyond any 
expression by words. 

The light from the candelabra shone foll on 
his face as he bent toward the signor; and 
though time had changed the boy to the man, 
yet the countenance, now for the first time dis­
tinctly seen by him after many years, fully exhi­
bited the well-known physiognomy of Maurice 
O'Grady; the long-lost and long-lamented hum­
ble friend of Henry Milner. 

He was become a fine tall young man, with 
speaking eyes and clustering hair; and being . 
attired in fine broad cloth, and linen of good 
texture, and speaking· a foreign language in good 
style, it was no wonder that Marten had not 
recognised, in the imperfect light of the square of 
St. Mark, or in that of his own apartment in the 
Palazzo Torino, the Maurice of his memory­
the inveterate enemy of Mrs. K.itty-the slo­
venly, the tiresome, the blundering, the meddling, 
and the mischievous. 

But Maurice had by this time so far soothed 
the invalid, that he ha·d once again laid himself 
back on bis pillows, and then his servant informed 
him that Dr. Blake, the English physician, was 
waiting in the ante-room. Whatever Marten's 
feelings were, however great bis astonishment at 
seeing lVIaurice then and there; however his 
mind seemed to be striving to put all the strange 
things together which had lately happened, there 
was now one paramount object, and this was, at­
tention to the invalid. The young signor, when 
Maurice had explained to him who Dr. Blake 
was, submitted himself passively to his examina­
tion, leaving it to him to answer all the physi­
cian:s _questions, which be did with clearness and 
prec1s10n 
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When Dr. Blake had thoroughly examined 
the case, he addressed 1VIarten, saying-" You, 
sir, are a friend of this gentleman; are you stay­
ing with him? My young countryman here," 
looking at Maurice, "gives but an ill report of 
the nurses who have hitherto attended him, and 
much will depend on what is ordered being· duly 
administered . May I trust to you, sir, to see 
that it is?" 

'' Certainly," replied J\1arten, "I will not leave 
the signor till you dismiss me. This young· man," 
he added, turning to Maurice, "is an old friend 
of mine.'' (Maurice bowed). ".Aud we, together· 
or a.part, will keep guard on the signor; he shall 
never be left till he is able to take care of himself." 

Dr. Blake then requested Marten to step with 
him into the an te-roorn ; there they conferred 
some time; and Dr. Blake informed him that 
there was great danger in the case of the young 
signor; that he was under the influence of fever; 
that this fever would take its course, and that the 
result was doubtful; that much, under Providence, 
depended on care; that he must be kept quiet, 
and, if possible, easy in mind. He would go 
himself, he added, and see after medicines, and 
would return in an hour or less if possible; and 
telling J.\tlarten what was to be done in the in­
terval, as it regarded cool clothing, bathing the 
temples, admitting of air, refreshing drinks, &c., 
he withdrew, leaving Marten, to his own infinite 
astonishment , in high authority over the sick bed 
of the Signor Romano, with Maurice O'Grady as 
his ally, counsellor, and assistant. 

Before he could return to the sick man's cham­
ber, Maurice came for him. ~, J\1r. J\1arten,'' he 
said, " the signor calls for you. I can't appease 
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him any longer. You must come to him, sir. He 
thinks his mother and grandmother are here; he 
fancies they are coming to bis room ; and he 
wants you by him, to speak for him, he says. 
Ah! J\1r. Marten, why have you left him so long? 
But now why do we stand talking?-! hear him 
calling us." 

"I come," replied Marten, " I will not leave 
him; but by what miracle are you here, and why 
did you not tell me who you were, when I met 
you under the Campanella?" 

Maurice paid not the smallest attention to these 
questions, his whole heart was with his signor, 
and to get 1'1r. Marten back to his side. Neither 
was Marten slow to obey the call. 

He waited only to write a short note to his 
father, and to give it to a servant to take to him, 
and then returned to_ the young signor, who was 
looking and calling for him with all the impa­
tience of fever. He became more calm when 
:Marten assured him that he would not leave him, 
and submitted to all the arrangements which 
Doctor Blake had suggested with that sort of 
patience which in<licated perfect confidence. 

"Has he not before had any medical assist­
ance?" whispered Th1a rten to JVIanrice. 

"Not very lately," he answered, "he is afraid 
of them all. fie raves about all sorts of horrors." 

The young sufferer caught parts of these whis­
pers, and began again a sort of rambli ng and 
confused discourse, alluding to things which 
:Marten did not understand, though Maurice did, 
and answered to them. 

"We shall both stay with you, signor," he said; 
'' we shall let no one come in-we will give you 
what you are to drink-we will fetch the water 01 
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ourae1ves- the doctor himself will mix and pre­
pare the medicines." 

" ,vhat does he fear?" asked Marten, speaking 
in English, and in the lowest whisper. 

"Speak to him himself," replied Maurice," and 
speak in English, J.\,lr . Marten; but don't ask 
him any questions about what he is afraid of­
you'll make him only ramble the more." 

English! thought Marten. More and more 
strange. But the next time be spoke to the youth, 
be used English; he merely recommended him not 
to talk ; asked if be should bathe his brow again 
with vinegar and water, which had been recom­
mended, and added that it was a pleasure to him 
to <lo anything which might contribute in the 
smallest degree to his ease. 

It is by a natural instinct and without reflec­
tion, that persons who speak various languages, 
answer in any one of these in which they may be 
addressed . rrhe young signor, accordingly, made 
bis reply in English, though with some little of a 
foreign accent and foreign idiom . 

He seemed pleased to have Marten near him, 
and when he had Lathed his brow he extended 
his burning hands for the same refreshment. 

But as the time advanced towards mid­
night, he became more and more restless, turning 
from side to side, and seeming to become more 
and more unconscious of what was passing about 
him; constantly saying to Maurice, " Do~'t let 
them come; are you sure that they are not rn the 
room? Don't let lVIr. Marten leave me. Will he 
speak for me?" 

But there was no time for Marten to answer 
him; the signor had beard the distant sound of 
Doctor Blake's footfall ; he had heard it with the 
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morbidly sensitive ear of fever, and made an 
effort to throw himself forward to Marten. 

"Hold him, hold him! speak to him!" cried 
Maurice; "I know what he thinks, and what he 
fears;'' and coming forward, the affectionate 
Irish boy soothed his master, as if he had been an 
infant, assuring him that no one should come 
near him but those already with him, and the 
doctor. 

" But,'' replied the youth, "you cannot stop 
her-her step becomes louder and nearer; already 
her veil floats before my eyes, it covers me-it ,, 
covers me. 

"No, no!" cried Marten, '' no one is near you. 
No one touches you but myself, John Marten.'' 

"My master's friend, Mr. Milner's friend," put 
in Maurice, "him as I have so often told you of; 
who, through God's goodness, is come to this de­
solate place just now, that he may be your 
friend. It is the doctor's step you hear, and he 
is come to make you well." 

It is not always the deepest thinker that best 
knows how to console the sick, or to deal with 
such as may be reduced by bodily infirmity to the 
mental weakness of childhood. 

Marten would have found it difficult thus 
to address a grown man, whilst Maurice went 
straio-ht to his object, which was to give the 
most° suitable consolation in his power, without 
considering what his master, in health, might 
have tbouo·ht of his mode of speech. 

The illr~ess of the Signor Romano had been 
corning on for weeks, nay, months; great distress 
of mind had been both its cause and its effect. 
Lano-nor and depression had, at length, been su­
pers~ded by fever. This fever, as Dr. Blake 
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apprehended, would have its course, and might 
either terminate in death, or in the renewal of the 
constitution ; but he saw that it was then pro­
gressing, and would do so until it arrived at a 
perilous crisis. The symptoms had become more 
alarming during bis short absence, for the youth 
was perfectly delirious when be came in again. 

It was providential for the young signor, that 
he was at that time with real friends and well ­
Vi'ishers only, for in this delirium the most secret 
feelings of his heart were laid open. Sometimes 
he uttered terrible hints, inexplicable to all pre­
sent but Maurice; and again he referred to fear­
ful struggles of conscience, better understood by 
Marten, and to violent discords with family con­
nexions, leaving no doubt with his hearers that 
religion, or rather superstition, had furnished the 
subjects of these discords. 

There was no leisure for Marten to obtain anv ., 
explanation of any of these mysteries from 
Maurice, for from midnight till dawn of day they 
were both occupied about the patient, in moving 
him to give ease, if possible, under circumstances 
where ease could never be, in bathing his burn­
ing limbs, in preventing his springing from his 
bed, and in those thousand little services which 
compassion dictates in the alleviation of suf­
ferings. 

Doctor Blake stayed some hours with the 
patieut, and promised to return early in the 
morning·, and .t [arten being himself occupied in 
keeping the signor from springing from bis bed, 
could not but admire the patient, judicious, affec­
t ionate bearing of l\tiaurice. 

N o mother' attentions to a feeble wayward 
infant could have been more unwearied than his 
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attentions to his master, nor could that strongest 
of human instincts, maternal love, have been 
more ingenious in devising expedients which had 
the smallest chance of affording an instant's relief. 
Every sharp complaint or irascible retort 
from the sufferer, if it had any effect at all on 
him, was to bring out some apology to Marten. 
"He is not so when he is well, Mr. lVI arten," he 
would say, "he is as gentle then as lVIaster 
:Milner was. Oh! Mr. Marten, if you had but 
known him when he was well, or even before the 
fever came on. It breaks my heart to see him 

" so-
" And this," thought Marten, "is the Maurice, 

whom all but Henry gave up as an ungrateful, 
heartless Llackguard. We spared no term of 
reproach, we condemned Henry for having 
thrown away much kindness to the dogs. And 
how often has he assured us that he believed no 
single act of kinqness, however small, had been 
thrown away on Maurice; from the principle 
that love is never without its fruits, and that 
these fruits never perish. 

Such were the thoughts which glanced across 
the mind of Marten several times during that 
night, or rather morning, though the incessant 
painful interruptions suffered him not to follow 
them out as far as they might have taken him in 
a calmer scene. We will not dwell longer 
upon the particular circumstances of the sick 
room. 

Two more miserable nights and as many days 
passed before Doctor Blake could entertain any 
hope. 

During- that period, the Signor Martini, w bo 
had come to the Palazzo Romano early on the 
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first morning, took his turn once or twice in re­
lieving bis son for a few hours, the signor either 
not perceiving the change of persons, or making no 
objection. It was thought for as much as twenty­
four hours that he knew no one but Maurice, 
but this was a mistake; for when the family 
chaplain presented his solemn person, his appear­
ance produced so violent a paroxysm in the pa­
tient, that he was compelled to withdraw in all 
haste. 

Of course he was hurt, and immediately set 
himself, by letters and in other ways, to inform 
the conuexions and friends of the signor, far and 
near, of the heretical influence under which he 
had fallen; adding his surmises respecting- other 
matters relative to the affair, with which we will 
not trouble our reader. 

Doctor Blake called in the physician who had 
been accustomed to attend the signor. Though 
Maurice thought nothing of him in comparison 
with one from England, Doctor Blake found him 
an intelligent man, and was by no means embar­
rassed by any improper interference-in truth, as 
the Venetian doctor augured the worst result to 
the signor's illness, he was quite as well satisfied 
that the Englishman sh ould have the credit of 
the manslaughter as himself. 

It was the~ divine will, however, that this sick­
ness should not be fatal, though it seemed it must 
have been so had not human skill and human 
kindness exerteJ themselves to the utmost. 
But although these aid s had been procured 
through the warm affection and shrewdness of 
l\'Iaurice, neither the faithful youth himself, nor 
his auxil iaries, could have been brought to bear 
upon this point, if an all-wise and omnipotent 
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Providence had not arranged all things long, long 
before, so that they should thus fit in for the 
accomplishment of this among many other pur­poses of love. 

0 that men would delight in tracing the 
operations of divine love in their discourses with 
each other, rather than following and tracing, as 
they appear to delight to do, the works and the 
effects of human passions,endeavouring rather to 
constrain each other by fear, than by a motive 
which scripture declares to the believer to be omnipotent. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

A WEEK had passed since Marten had been in 
the Palazzo Romano; the scene was entirely 
changed, peace had succeeded perpetual alarm. 

It was morning-a bright and balmy morning. 
The signor was sleeping quietly and calmly ; the 
Signor Martini sate near his bed with a book. 
The old major-domo waited in the ante-cham­
ber: Marten the younger had enjoyed a deep 
sleep since four o'clock; and Maurice bad totally 
forgotten himself for as long a measure of time on 
a sofa of the ante-cham her of his master's room. 
All within and without the palazzo was perfectly 
still, when Marten opened his eyes, and saw 
l\tlaurice, who was creeping to the side of his 
couch with a tray laden with the materials for 
supplying an ample breakfast. 

" There, Mr. Marten," he said, speaking in 
English-" there, I thought you would be hun­
gry, and so you see I come provided ; and arn't 
you wanting to hear how I turned up in this 
place, after my bad behaviour, which I am 
ashamed to think of? and if my dear signor had 
died, I should have thought it a judgment upon 
me for leaving Master lVIilner and l\1r. Dalben as 
I did. But, Mr. Marten, if it was to come to 
judgments, and to every man's receiving what is 
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his due, it would be a bad case with all of us-let 
alone such a fellow as me.'' 

" You cannot believe," said Marten, " how I 
have longed for the moment in which all these 
mysteries might be explained; yet we had all, till 
almost this hour, stronger interests to attend to 
than the satisfaction of curiosity.'' 

" I don't think," replied Maurice, "that if our 
poor signor had died, I should ever have been 
able to stand to the telling of all these things. Is 
not it a mercy, and a great favour, and a blessing, 
that he is spared? You don't know, Mr. Marten, 
how J prayed for him ; and I could not lay my­
self low enough on the floor when I woke up 
this morning, and had to thank God that he was 
alive and doing well. I always put him together 
with my young master. There was not a thing 
that he would not do for me. Many and many is 
the time that he has stood a breakage or other 
mischance to shield me from the indignities of 
the kitchen people." 

" How you confuse the two," said Marten; 
'' no one could know of which of your masters 
you are speaking.'' 

Maurice went on without heeding this remark, 
and was soon in the high road for telling bis his­
tory. 

" And so, Mr. Marten," he began; " you 
know how I ran away, and was no more heard of 
till I turned up here; and was so grown, that 
you did not know me, though I thought, to be 
sure, you must have known my face when I stood 
opposite you under the palace walls, and my 
tongue, which you were so well used to years 
back; for many is the time that you have reproved 
me for putting in my word when it was not called 
fi " or. 
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" Well, get on," replied Marten ; "your ex­
pectations woul<l have been reasonable enough 
had it not been very dark under the walls; and 
if you had not taken care to keep your face turned 
from me, and if you had not got a new tongue; 
but waving these considerations, do, my good 
youth, get forwar<l, or rather backward, with your 
story. Where will you begin? when you left 
Mr. Dalben's or before? Did you leave in sudden 
anger, or according to a plan?" 

"Do you remember Mr. Marten,'' said Maurice, 
as he seated himself, by the young gentle­
man's desire, at the foot of the couc·h-" do you 
remember going with my young master, to get 
bits of rock and moss for a grotto in my Lord 
H-'s grounds, and taking me and James with 
you? Well, sir, you and master went on to the 
Elm in ton woods, and left me and James to come 
after ." 

" I do," answered Marten, blushing from some 
feeling which he did not explain. 

" Do you remember the chapel on the rock 
there, sir? and the hermitage, and the priest, 
the father Carlo Rolandi? But,'' he added, 
" why should I ask that question, for you used, I 
know, to visit him often at the hermitage when 
we were at vVood ville." 

" He was showing me some curious experi­
ments in natur::il objects," said Marten. 

" Ay,'' replied Maurice, with one of the arch 
smiles of his native country ; " but are you quite 
sure, 1\1:r. Marten, that whilst seeming to show off 
one set of experiments to you, he was not trying 
another upon you?" 

J\'Iarten coloured, and was half inclined to re­
sent the remark; and then, as if rather to satisfy 
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his own mind than that of Mau rice, he said, 
" vVe certainly had a few conversations together 
on the subject of the divine right of the church, 
and the regular succession of the ministry." 

"That was not where he began with me," re­
plied his companion, who, to Marten's astonish­
ment, seemed perfectly to understand what he 
referred to; " but I shall tell you. 

" I was young when I left Ireland, but not so 
young but that I remembered clearly being taken 
somewhere to mass, and being taught to bow and 
cross myself, and repeat a short prayer before the 
figure of the Virgin; but since I had been with 
Mr. Dalben I had scarcely ever recollected any­
thing about this habit of my young days. I had 
heard nothing of papists or their practices, and 
never doubted that my father, of whom I remem­
bered nothing but kindness, believed and thought 
just as my friend Thomas did.-You remember 
Thomas, l\1r. Marten? 

" vVell, sir, you can't have forgotten how I was 
took to when I saw the image over the door of 
the hermitage. I crossed myself without a thought, 
as I had been used to do when I saw the image 
in the chapel where my parents took me to mass; 
but I was ashamed when I had done it, and 
hoped nobody had seen me, nor did I think any 
one had but the priest. He was standing by 
you and master, though a little behind, with 
his hand on the hermitage door ; and the look 
he gave me was as much as to say, 'You 
are fair game, my lad; I'll have you by-and-bye; 
never fear, my darling-' 

" Talking to you in this way, ].vlr. Marten," 
added :Maurice, " makes me talk just as I have 
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not talked these many years. I forget my pre­
sent situation out and out, and bow I am called 
the young master, the signor's gentleman, by the 
jnferior servants, and wear broad cloth and gold 
lace, and sometimes a feather perked in my bon­
net. I fear, after all, Mr. Marten, there is not 
the stuff in me to make a gentleman of; but 
don't be impatient, sir, I will get on. Well 
after this I saw no more, and thought no more 
of the priest for a day or two; when one morn­
ing a gipsy woman-those vagrants are ready 
for all mischief-came into the stable-yard at 
Woodville, where I was staying with the boys, 
and must needs tell me my fortune, for she said, 
by the look of me, she knew I was born for 
great things, and that she was sure I was come 
already to preferment. Was not it so? 

" Of course I told her, or rather she wormed 
out of me, the whole history of my past life. My 
father's name and my master's name, and all I 
could tell her in a short time; and she finished 
by saying, that she had seen a gentleman who had 
taken a great fancy to me, and would like much to 
see me again. You will expect to hear, Mr. Mar­
ten, that this gentleman was no other than the 
Signor Carlo Rolandi, and you will not doubt but 
that I paid him him a visit when I beard his name, 
and wanted not the cunning to do it slily; his hav­
ing seen me cross myself before the image being 
the secret cause of my doing so. 

" Now, Mr. Marten, as I see you are impa­
tient to the unravelling of the whole hank of 
what I have to say, which must seem tangled 
enough to you till I get a little farther on, I will 
not enter at large and at length into what the 
priest said to me. You know what blarney is-

s 
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no fellow who was ever dipped seven times in 
the Shannon had more than this Father Rolandi, 
as I then called him. 

" I was just at that time so set up with my 
travels, and the new livery I had, and the praises 
I used to get in the stable-yard and kitchen at 
Woodville for my fun, and the stories I used to 
tell of Mrs. K.itty, that my head was as light as 
a feather, and empty as the oysters I served to 
Master Wellings at Spirehill,-you remember 
that, :Mr. Marten; so that I was in a manner 
prepared for all kind of mischief, and made little 
or no resistance, nor had a word to bring forward 
when the priest told me, that having been brought 
up in the one only true church, that is, the Roman 
Catholic, that if I continued to live with 
heretics and think with them, I must be lost, and 
that for ever and ever. I could not say how far I 
believed him, but most surely he frightened me; 
and when he held out that it was most likely he 
should go abroad and come to this country, Italy, 
it might be in a few months, and that he would 
take me with him if I would renounce my heresies, 
promising me a good service and other things 
which I thought agreeable, I became so irreso­
lute, that he did not fail even then to make quite 
sure of me, though why he should have taken all 
that trouble about me I could never understand, 
unless I give him credit for really wishing my 
soul good. May-be, it would be hard to say he 
did not. 

" Before we left Woodville, I almost promised 
to o·o off with him when he left for Italy; and it 
wa~ settled that he should send me word of his 
goino· by' the same gipsy woman, and let me know 
w he1~ to meet him. After I had made this pro-
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mise, I was taken one evening after dark, whilst 
the family were at dinner at W oodvil1e, to a place 
which many in that country had desired in vain 
to see-I mean Elminton Hall. ' 

''Mrs.Howard, the old lady, had heard of me, 
and desired to see me. 

I have seen many a fine place, Mi·. Marten, 
gloomy and grand, with large dark rooms, and old 
tapestry, and gilt chairs, and all such sort of 
things; but I never saw a finer old lady than 
Mrs. Howard. She had the look and the manner 
of a princess; she sate in a large chair; and on 
the other side of the fireplace sate her son, a fine 
man, but with a proud and melancholy aspect. 
He was then a widower, and he was going im­
mediately to Italy, which was bis wife's an<l 
mother's country, and where they had some pos­sessions.'' 

Marten felt his interest increasing as Maurice 
went on, though he did not yet bring the past 
and present to bear on each other so closely, as in fact they did. 

"Beside this son, Mrs. Howard," continued 
Maurice," had four daughters, three of them nuns 
in Italy; and a fourth, who had married a fo­
reigner. This last is a widow, and mother of my . ,, 
signor. 

1\!Iarten could restrain himself no longer. 
"How wonderful!" he exclaimed, "and this 
young man, the Signor Romano, is the grandson of Mrs. Howard." 

" Not only the grandson," replied Maurice, 
"but the only living male descendant of the 
family, inheriting, by some will or writing which 
I do not understan<l, all the lands in England, in 
preference to his mother, with some of his father' 
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houses and estates in this country ; but I shall 
come to this by-and-by, Mr. Marten. 

"Well sir, the old lady spoke so sweet and 
flatteringly to me, that to be sure I did not think 
small things of myself. Friend lVIaurice, I 
thought, bow is it you meet with so much appro­
bation and such great. friends? Why, to be sure, 
because there is something about you more than 
ordinary; it can't be riches, because you are poor; 
it can't be birth, because you may be said to have 
none; it can't be wisdom, for may-be you come 
short there. Well, then, it must be wit, and 
thereupon, that is, after I got out of that solemn 
house and solemn woods, I set up my pretensions 
to be more clever in that way than ever I bad 
before, as poor Mrs. Kitty found to her cost. 

"The old lady gave me a gold piece,and plenty 
of fine words, which all went to the same point as 
what the priest bad said, and so we parted. 

"When the time at Woodville was out, we came 
home, and things fell much into their old course; 
and, barring· my quarrels with Mrs. Kitty, I was 
quiet enough, and contented too, for it would 
have been quite unnatural if I had not felt that 
there was nothing in the wide world which could 
pay me for leaving the dear old gentleman, and 
he too going on fast to his end; and as to master 
Milner, why, Mr. Marten, I would then and 
now, face death for him ; and so I ought, and no 
merit in it; for it is nature-the nature of every 
human creature as God ever made-that love 
works stronger upon him than fear or anger, or 
anything else. 

"So, though I forgot not the Father Roland, and 
his fine promises and bis threatenings about he­
retics and heresies, and the pictures he _ had shown 
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me of souls suffering in torments of all sorts and 
descriptions, yet my mind was made up to stay 
where I was; and there I should have staid, if 
one of Mrs. Kitty's most violent quarrels with 
me-in which, to be sure, I was just as much the 
digressor as she was-had not fallen in with the 
coming of the mes::;enger from the father. 

"A little sly puss of a gipsy girl came in at the 
back g·ate, and whilst Mrs. Kitty was driving her 
off the premises, she contrived to show me a small 
ebony cross, tipped with silver, which was to be 
the token to me, that the person who brought it, 
came from Father Roland. This was enough ; 
I looked to see which way the girl went, and I 
watched my opportunity, and taking the same 
way, found the woman I had seen at Woodville, 
with an ass, in the lane; and there, after much 
talk, much palaver and blarney, it was settled 
that I should make off in the night, and follow 
her to a place called the cross roads, which may­
hap you may know, Mr. Marten, and from thence 
through --, where, at that time, was an elec­
tion, and on to a place called the Friars' Lea, an 
ancient house, the ruins of a monastery, on Mr. 
Howard's estate. I saw two or three persons I 
knew in passing through --, but was, I hoped, 
seen by none who knew me, excepting J.\tlr. 
VValter Wiggins, who came into the public-house 
where I was taking some refreshmeut with two 
or three other gentlemen; the sigh t of him made 
me make off towards Friars' Lea, over the fields: 
and I got there a little before Father Roland ar­
rived, for he had waited to see the chairing. 

"vVhen I first left ma::;ter's, I bad not quite re­
solvecl not to g:o back, and even thought of some 
excuse to make for my absence, and so many 
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another beside myself, when he takes the first 
bold step in wickedness, has thought that the 
second shall be back again. But, though the 
French will have it that it is only the first step 
forward that is difficult, I say that the first step 
back is far more so; and as for me, when I had 
put myself in the clutches of the old jesuit-for 
sure enough Father Carlo Rolan di is a jesuit, and 
a deep one-I had no more power to help myself, 
than poor Sally had when she set my fireworks 
all in a blaze. Oh, Mr. Marten, that was the 
very best fun I ever knew. Fun always comes 
best when it is not planned, but falls in in a na-
t l " ura way. 

" Well-well !" exclaimed Marten, "I will 
grant this and anything else you please, if you 
will not digress. What happened after you met 
the jesuit at Friars' Lea?" 

" What you might expect, sir," replied 
Maurice. " He was starting for Dover that 
evening: be was to meet Mr. Howard there; anrj 
what could I do but go with him? So I was 
. perched in the back of the postchaise, for we 
travelled post till we got into the line of the mail, 
and then we both got in, for I think my gentle­
man was half afraid lest I should give him the 
slip; and truly I was half minded to do so once, 
especially when, on a sudden turn of the road, I 
caught a view of the whole line of our own bills 
-as Master Milner and I used to call the Mal­
vern-standing out clear against the sky. But 
now I am thinking, M r. JVIarten, and perhaps 
you can tell me how do those hills stand with the 
Apennines?'' 

"Stand with the Apennines?" asked Marten, 
repeating the question. 
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" That is," answered Maurice, " are they nigh 
upon as being as high? though I should think 
they hardly can be." 

"Not quite," replied Marten, drily; "but I 
beseech you leave the mountains, and get on ." 

" So I will, sir," returned Maurice; " but such 
a number of things rise up, when I am telling 
these old stories, that I cannot keep the clue in 
my hand. I snap it every minute, as might hap­
pen to an old woman spinning with a rock and 
distaff. v\,.,.here was I ?- just got into the mail to 
go to Dover. Well, sir," he resumed, "so we 
went on right an end, through darkness and light, 
and was packed on board ship as soon as we got 
there; for Mr. Howard was only waiting for the 
father, and there we were, tossed about some 
hours, and I was desperate sick. '1V e landed at 
Calais, and went to a grand hotel, and there I 
found that we was as many as ten or more ser­
vants, chiefly Italians, though there were some 
French; and Mr. Howard's gentleman was an 
Englishman; but I was to count myself the ser­
vant of the Signor Rolandi, for he cbanged his 
name, and was Rolandi no more after we crossed 
the water ; and my name also suffered a change, 
for from thence I was always called l\tlaurizzio. 

''We travelled in two coaches, besides those 
that rode on horseback. Mr. Howard went with 
my master in his own coach; and the rest of us 
got over the ground pell mell, as it migh t happen. 
The place allotted to me was in the coupee of Mr. 
Howard's carriage, with the gentleman; but I 
often managed to make an exchange with any 
one tired of going on four legs; and if I did not 
thereby see more of the country, I got some 
pretty le sons in jockeyship, and learned how to 
get tumbles without breaking my bones. 
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"But I was not altogether happy then, Mr. 
Marten, though, as they used to say among the 
servants, I was the very Zany of the company, 
with my queer Italian and all that, for I dashed 
at it, right or wrong, and was never better 
pleased than when I made some monstrous out­
of-the-way blunder. But, as I say, I was heart­
sick at bottom, thinking of old master, and how 
he got on, and how he took my going off, and 
whether he missed my arm when he walked 
about, and such things-and as to the young 
master, I don't like to think of him to this day. 
I hope, Mr. Marten, that he don't think that all 
his kindness was thrown quite away on me. Does 
he look as he used to do? Is he the same as he 
was ?-but what signifies it, I fear he won't look 
on me, if ever I goes back, as he once did." 

In speaking these last sentences, Maurice 
seemed to be more affected than he liked to have 
seen. He changed the theme abruptly to that of 
religion, and said that the father had taken much 
pains with him during the journey, .when he 
attended him privately, to bring him to confess 
himself converted from the heresies in which he 
had been instructed; "and that I did," he continu­
ed; "not that I gave myself the trouble of loqking 
into the rights of the case, but that I might get 
rid of his preachments, which all, as far as I saw, 
went to prove that certain forms and penances, 
fastings from flesh-meat, and the repeating of 
Latin prayers, were all necessary for salvation. 
VVhether they were so or not, I did not inquire; 
I was far too unsettled just at that time to be put­
ting two and two together on these subjects: in 
truth, whenever I began to think, I felt myself 
sick, and out of sorts with everything and every-
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body. I was just then in that state in which a 
young lad might have taken to drinking to drown 
care; but I never could bear their sour wine, an<l 
that saved me, lVIr . Marten." 

"Through God's goodness, Maurice," said 
Marten. 

" Yes sir " he returned · " his goodness has ' ' ' followed me wherever I have gone through all 
my life. But now, to make a finish, we came 
over the mountains, and staid at Milan several 
weeks, in a palace which Mr. Howard had there, 
it being a part of the old lady's property . There 
the rest of the family met us. Mr. I-Ioward, a 
fine elderly gentleman, may-be of about sixty or 
seventy, and the Signora Romano, Mr. I--Ioward·s 
sister, with her son, my present master, and along 
with him his tutor-they called him the Padre 
Grimaldi. The Signora Romano struck me as 
one of the most awful women I ever saw-take 
one of the white marble figures from the saloon, 
and dress it up in black silk, and you would have 
the very representation of the signora; so cold, 
so stiff, so white she was, and never smiling on 
no account whatever. My master, the Signor 
Carlo Rolan di, told me that she was the very pat­
tern of what a woman ought to be-being as 
much of a saint already, as any now in 
heaven. But saint or no saint, I never saw a 
more sour, haughty, or melancholy person. Her 
husband had died some time before, and she had 
made hi~ some sort of promise that their only 
son, the young signor, should be devoted to the 
church; and he was being educated accordingly, 
though his visit to l\tiilan was a sort of interrup­
tion, I heard it said, to the reg·ular course of his 
edication. I was several days at the Altauo 
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Palace, before I was brought into the presence of 
this lady and her son, and Mr. Howard. There 
was some great religious festival at Milan, and 
my master bad persuaded me to be confirmed 
and to receive the wafer with many other young 
people, and it was after I had come in from the 
Duomo, that I was taken up to the room where 
the family were assembled. The lady was sitting 
in great state, and the gentlemen standing about, 
when my master handed me in as you would a 
lady, and presented me as one would some 
strange animal which he had caught in the woods, 
making it out that he had snatched me from the 
heretics as a brand caught from the fire, and 
complimenting himself on the great work, as if 
he was not only my maker, but my redeemer 
also. Mr. Howard, senior, said little; but the 
younger spoke several kind encouraging words, 
and the lady made a lengthy speech, in which 
she mixed up a pretty good spice of flattery to 
the Padre Rolandi-te1ling him that he had ob­
t ained the right to I k now not what immense 
reward for the good work he had done in me. 
Then I found that there was a sort of question 
among them as to what was to be done with me, 
the P adre Rolandi being about to return to Eng­
land; and then it was that my present signor 
stepped fro m behind his mother's chair, where he 
had been standing all the w bile. He was then a 
boy, for he is t wo or three years younger than I 
am, and he looked even younger than he was, for 
he was even then pale, an d delicate, and slender 
as a girl, with the complexion of the Howard 
family, which is fair, as well as the hair; and 
whether he had taken a lik ing to me, or that he 
was wishing for a young com pan ion, I know not, 
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but he proposed that I should be made an attend­
ant upon himself, to do whatever he might re­
quire of me, which, to this hour, lVIr. Marten, I 
should be troubled to specify, as he keeps a valet. 
The elders seemed to be taken somewhat aback 
at this proposition, and I was sent out of the 
room whilst it was talked over. After a little while 
I was called in and told of my preferment; I gave 
a look at my young signor, which he answered 
with a smile, as bright and as gentle, I thought, 
as one of Master Milner's. Whereupon I made 
a bow, lower than I had made for many a long 
day; for there is nought but kindness, l\1r. 
Marten, that could ever make me bend my back, 
though I should not say this as any good for my­
self, but as showing the uncommon obstinacy of 
my nature, as Mrs. K.itty always said of me. 
Well, the next thing was to furnish me out as if 
I had been a page: and I did not think sour wine 
of myself when I found myself in my fine linen 
and broadcloth. I promise you, I complimented 
myself on my luck, with hearty good will, saying 
to myself, 'Fall as you will, lVIr. Maurizzio, you 
come down on your legs-your head always 
comes uppermost, like that of a Dutch doll with 
a weight at its feet.' In all this, lVIr. lVIarten, 
there was not a grain nor a jot of that sort of 
thankfulness which is due to God whenever any 
good falls to our lot in this life, or is made sure to 
us in the next. So we passed a few days after 
that at Milan,and then and there we parted from 
the two Mr. Howards-I never saw them after­
wards -and I came on with the Signora Romano, 
her son, the tutor, and a parcel of servants, to the 
Castello Palmoso, which is in a valley of the 
Apennines, lying many miles south of thi . I 
had never seen a wilder, grander, place, except-
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ing when I came over the mountains into Italy. 
Though the castle seemed to be down in a deep 
valley, amongst rocks and woods, yet it was miles 
above the plain country by the road, and it was 
all cut in the living stone, and there was no 
house near to it but a monastery, just across the 
valley, and a few cottages. But the woods and 
the brooks, they were wonderful. Terni is nothing 
to the cataract that runs down between the abbey 
and the castello, and the bridge from rock to 
rock over the fall would make a goat giddy to 
look down. So here we were settled. I had a 
little room given me in a bit of a tower perched 
up in a corner of the castle wall, where I had 
only a few steps to run down, before I was in my 
signor's rooms; and there, if I did not live like a 
prince, I lived like a prince's page, which is one 
step better." 

Here Maurice stopped to take breath ; but 
Marten was not going to give him much time for 
resting. 

" \ V ell, Maurice," he said, " I must allow, 
'that when you took possession of your tower, you 
had attained high preferment." 

" I had, sir, I bad,'' he answered, "and that 
through no great merit of my own, you may say, 
and tell no lie neither. I g·ot my place for no 
good in myself, and I kept it for no good in ruy­
self, and yet good carue of my being there. I am 
sure you will think so, Mr. Marten, when you 
hear all; and if things turn out as I hope they 
will. But it is wonderful bow God works out 
his own will, not only with blunt-edge tools, but 
often with tools that ha.ve their edges turned and 
seem to cut the contrary way to which they ought 

?" to go. 
"Very true," thought Marten, " I may well 
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number myself with thi.s last description of tools,'' 
but he spoke not his thoughts. 

Maurice went on-" Few monasteries," he said, 
" could ever be more dull than our house must 
have been, :Mr. Marten, before I came there, at 
least, so the signor told me. He said, that the 
very best thing that had ever happened to 
him was his falling in with me-which was 
what I could not say, you know, Mr.1VIarten." 

" I know no such thing," replied Marten, "for 
if ever a scapegrace obtained what he did not 
deserve, it was yourself, J.\,1aurice, when you be­
came a servant in this house." 

" However, 1VIr. 1VIarten, I still hold that it was 
not the very best piece of luck, though I don't 
count any good that ever came to me, good luck 
or good fortune, nor any bad luck or bad fortune, 
but just the gifts of God. The bad, may-be, being 
as wholesome for me as the goou. But you can't 
deny that the first and very best thing that ever 
happened to me, or ever can in this world, was 
my being take:D to by master, and that along of 
my poor father's saving JYiaster Milner from the 
bull, and I al ways said as much to the signor, and 
he said,' So it is.' But I was telling you what 
he said, and how he described his manner of living 
till I came. His mother, for some cause, I don·t 
know what, had vowed him to the church. He 
had had an elder brother living when she had 
done so, but she stood to her vow after the child 
died. I o doubt but the priests kept her to it : 
tbey are up to all these things. So she withdrew 
to Palmo o, and there lived like a nun; and my 
signor's education wa~ carried on at the monas­
tery, his tutor being one of the monks, and he 
went there every day, and was there for hours in 
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the morning, and was propitiated in all their 
learning and all their forms and ceremonials. 
_Just about the time I was made his servant, they 
were all upon him to take the first steps towards 
becoming a priest, that they might make quite 
sure of him, as Thomas used to say, when he had 
got the halter over Mr. Nash's mare, which is 
an obstroporous beast at being caught. Do you 
remember how I used to race her round the 
field? Thomas said I made her worse than she 
would have been.'' 

" I wish lVIaurice," said Marten, " that I could 
throw a halter over your recollections, in order 
that I might keep you to a straightforward story. 
So, leaving the mare, these priests, as you say, 
were trying to make sure of your signor; and I 
suppose as he is not now a priest, that he calci­
trated-that is, kicked --." 

"Why, Mr. Marten," resumed Maurice, ,; I 
believe he bad resisted a little, before he was 
brought to Milan to be lectured by his uncle and 
Father Carlo R olandi, on the part of his grand­
mother, but I promise you he was much more 
steady when he got back to the Palmoso. I put 
him up to a trick or t wo may-be, though all 
I tried at was to persuade him to put off his or­
dination for a year or two, and so he did. But 
his education went on, and he and the priests, 
seeing how he took to me, were always persuad­
ing me to become one of their sort myself: so tha t 
I might not be parted from my patron, that if so 
be he became an abbot or a cardinal, I might 
always stand by him-much as the clerk stands 
by or under the parson; and so far I gave way, 
that I used to go with the signor when he at­
tended his tutor, and got lessons along with him 
in some of his learning. 
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"They never had me much in the dogmatics 
and mathematics, and the metaphysics; I had no 
calling for them, Mr. Marten, though I took 
readily to the singing and chanting, and was 
told that I should be an ornament in that line, 
and no doubt the bait caught. 

"But for some cause or another, the signor 
and I were not encouraged to linger about the 
monkery after we had had our lessons. One of 
us was very sententious, Mr. JVIarten, and 
the other somewhat keen in seeing through 
stone walls, and so perhaps they thought we 
were best away. So when our lessons were done, 
we were seen over the bridge, and had the rest 
of the day to ourselves, excepting just the dinner 
time, for the Signora was so given up to her 
forms and ceremonies, and the reading of dull 
old books, that she could spare no time to her 
son; and before I came, he had no companion 
but an old serving-man, or some such person. 

" \IV ell, 1\1:r. J\'Iarten, but those were many, nay, 
most of them very sweet times, when we were 
together, strolling about the hills, and forgetting, 
as we did, that he was a gentleman, and I only a 
servant. They had ruined bis health by not 
letting him have his run as a boy should have, 
and frightening· him with their terrible tales 
about evil spirits, and such things; so that I was 
obliged to lead him about, and defend him, and 
tender him, and help him, as if he had been a 
girl, though he got better of that after a bit; but 
somehow, I liked him the better for his very 
helplessness, just as I have loved some poor harm­
less animal-only that I could not have helped 
respecting him too, for I soon found that he was 
one who desired as much to do right as Master 
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Milner did. There was nothing which pleased 
him more than to sit as we onen did, in the 
shade in some retired part of the valley, whilst 
I told him stories about England, and how 
Master Milner treated the poor Maurice O'Grady 
as gently as a brother would do. \Ve were used 
to go over the ground again, again, and again; 
and after a time, he was used to reason about 
this and about that, and to ask me how a heretic, 
such as Master Milner was, could be so good, 
and have such a fear of God. 

" I never was so surprised in my life as when he 
told me that he had never seen a Bible, and that 
he would give all he had to get one. What 
would I then have given for my dirty old dog­
eared Bible, which I used to keep in my cup­
board in the kitchen, in Worcestershire; but as 
I could get neither at that nor another, what 
could be the next impediment but for me to rub 
up all I had ever learned of the Bible, and to 
repeat it to him? As he had a good notion of 
English, which his mother commonly spoke to 
him, we had no difficulty there, and so I began 
to repeat one bit of the Bible, and another, and 
another, and to tell him such histories as I did 
not just remember, word for word, till I had 
made him not only as wise in bible matters as 
myself, but through God's blessing, a far deal 
wiser. I remember once, when we were at the 
abbey; that the tutor showed the reflection of the 
prospect in a glass ;-there it was-the face of the 
mountain, and the waterfall and the bridge, and 
old castello - much smaller, but all looking 
blackish or blueish, as one sees things at the 
corning on of night; and then he turned the 
o-lass to ~n other ·side, and showed us the same 
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agam as bright as gold-like as it would be at 
sunset. Well, sir, and these two glasses might 
be set against the words and stories I told from 
the Bible to my signor. 

",vith me they were all dim and black; but no 
sooner were they set before him, but they became 
bright as gold, and he would keep crying, " Is this 
there, Maurizzio ?-and is that there, Maurizzio? 
Say that again-oh! do say that again;'' and he was 
always trying to make me see things as he saw 
them; and you cannot think, Mr. Marten, how 
my mind worked round, and how I wondered I 
could have been so dull as to have been learning 
the Bible by rote, that is, parts of it, year after 
year, without another thought than how the 
words followed each other. 

"But I did feel thankful when I found what 
delight my young signor took in the words of 
scripture, that I had been made to do as much as 
I had-though, as poor Mrs. Kitty used often to 
say, teaching of me was little better than throw­
ing pearls to swine, and she had good reason to 
say so. 

"Well, sir, but I have made an uncommon long 
story, and am still at some <listance from the end 
of it. I could tell you as much more about the time 
we lived at the Castello Palmoso, and how my 
signor, having me at his back, put off, and put 
off his ordination; and how I held back too, 
saying I would stick to my master, and not be 
made a priest of sooner than him, being, as I 
used to say, that I would never consent to become 
his superior, which would be, to be sure, as soon 
as ever I took the lowest degree in the church. 
So there was a bit of blarney which they sucked 
in very kindly, though I can't say whether I 
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meant it for flattery or for truth-may-be it was 
a mixture of both-and as to what I was then in 
heart, a papist, or what they call a heretic, I 
can't say ; or how I settled the matter with my 
conscience when I was taking lessons from the 
priests, I cannot tell, though certain it is, that 
after I had begun to repeat the Bible, and the 
things that I had been taught at Mr. Dalben's, 
to my signor, that God caused me to think of 
religion as I had never done before." 

In this place Maurice looked at his watch, for 
he was furnished with all things to the top of the 
bent of a page of the olden times; and then 
added, "I can stay only to speak two or three 
more words. 

"We remained at Palmoso year after year; the 
signor putting off his ordination continually; and 
when he had no other excuse, he asked leave to 
travel first, which being allowed, his tutor and I 
went with him. 

"We went to Rome and Naples, and lingered 
out the time till his mother got quite impatient~ 
and sent peremptory orders for him to return~ 
but we were hardly come back, having secretly 
brought a Bible with us, when that horrid busi­
ness foll out, in which the younger ]Hr. Howard 
and his father, the old gentleman, dying soon 
afterwards, he became possessed of all the lands 
in England, and heir to those of his grandmother 
in Italy." 

"vVbat !" exclaimed Marten, "is he possessor 
of Elm in ton?" 

"Yes, sir,i' returned Maurice, "bog and all. 
But he is only just of age, according to his grand­
fatlrnr's will, and is still much under the influence 
of his mother in Italy, and she was still drjving, 
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after her father's death, after his going into the 
church, thinking, to be sure, that he had money 
enough to buy the pope's crown. And sad work 
there was with her; and when she could not con­
quer him, she renounced him, and went off, and 
threw herself into a convent in Rome, and there 
she is now, and all the better. She was despe­
rately angry when she found that her father had 
slipped her by in the will he wrote, when his 
son's corpse lay unburied, by which he fixed 
everything on his grandson-but he knew her, no 
doubt, and that she would give all she could to 
the priests.'' 

"What is the history of Mr. Howard's death 
and that of his son?" asked Marten. 

"The younger Mr. Howard,'' replied Maurice, 
"was lost in a felucca, between Sicily and Malta; 
the vessel was broken to pieces in a hurricane, 
and every soul perished but two sailors. Mr. 
Howard's body was cast on shore, and sent over 
for burial to Elminton. The shock, it was sup­
posed, was the cause of the death of the old gen­
tleman a few months afterwards. I wonder you 
never heard of it, Mr. lVIarten." 

It had happened, Marten thought, when he 
was at Altonbury, and scarcely ever saw a news­
paper. 

A servant at this instant came from the signor 
to summon Maurice; and ::Marten was left to 
prepare himself as speedily as possible to relieve 
bis father from his watch. 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 

DuRING the short time in which Marten had 
been dressing, a current of bewildering thoughts, 
of which Maurice's narrative had opened the 
sluices, were rushing through his mind; the rush 
continuing after he had taken his station at the 
foot of the signor's bed, with an unopened book 
in his hand. 

The leading subject of these thoughts was 
the wonderful and inscrutable arrangements of 
Providence, by which all things are made to bear 
upon the object which divine wisdom is bringing 
about. In one point of view, he had, of course, 
considered this matter before; every reflecting 
mind must be often compelled so to do; but now 
he saw it in another light. 

It must be allowed that in this material world, 
the Almighty works by means in producing all 
the effects which come under the cognizance of 
man's natural instincts, not excepting such spi­
ritual works as are made cognizable to man's 
apprehension. These means, though to a certain 
extent, inscrutable to human apprehension, which 
sees but the surface of things, are yet subject to 
such laws as may be calculated upon with some 
certainty. 
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When any work is wrought in independence 
of these laws, the work is miraculous-such were 
many of the cures wrought by our Saviour, by 
which be manifested his omnipotence to the 
understandings of the persons around him, who 
had no other apprehension of things but that 
which is merely fleshly. But in calculating the 
power of means, many have grossly erred; and 
amongst these, Marten . 

They attribute to their influence much higher 
power than they possess, and suppose that they 
can so affect human minds, as to raise them from 
their natural grossness, and inspire them with 
feelin gs contrary to that grossness ; and in order 
that they may produce these effects, they suppose 
that these means, or rather those who administer 
them, must be conformed to their own ideas of 
fitness, and that unle~s they are so, they must 
needs prove ineffectual. 

Hitherto, Marten had thought himself pos­
sessed, in a superior degree, of that fitness, as an 
ordained clergyman of the Church of England, 
-as a graduate in the first university of the 
island, (we beg the Cantabs to excuse him,)-as a 
man of superior talents, of unimpeachable mo­
rality, of gentlemanly bearing, and no mean per­
sonal endowments, of considerable scripture eru­
dition, and finally, of the soundest orthodoxy. 
What young minister was ever otherwise in his 
own opinion? and yet he had hitherto achieved 
only a succession of failures, whilst a low-boru 
creature, whom he had been in the habit of de• 
spising, first, as a rough-haired, puzzle-brained, 
blundering boy, and secondly, as an ill-principled 
youth, had been made, nolens volens, of the high­
est benefit to a young man of the first conse-
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quence in the neighbourhood, of all others where 
he, Marten, would wish to possess interest. 

If the Signor Romano should escape the thral­
dom, both spiritual and temporal, of popery­
should he ever take his place at Elminton as an 
avowed and sincere protestant-should he ever 
use bis influence in that character amongst his 
dependants-to whom, or what, according to the 
world's opinion, would this be attributed to? 
Marten felt that the thought was almost nigh 
unto choking him-to whom but to Maurice 
O'Grady? and he himself, if he came in for any 
part of the praise of the world on the occasion, 
must be content with Maurice's leavings. As 
to any reward be might expect from his own 
conscience, it was neither here nor there, like the 
Irishman's park: his obstinacy bad cut him 
off from all hopes_from that quarter. 

The immediate danger of the young signor was 
past a few days before, but be remained for some 
time longer, excessively weak aud requiring in­
cessant care. 

The young man must have been very different 
to what be was had he not felt the unremitting 
kindness of Marten, and he semed to cling to him 
as to a brother, and was always uneasy whenever 
he could not see him near him. 

About this period, Marten got a note, written 
in haste, from Mr .. Leeson, dashed off with many 
scratches and worded with affected familiarity : 
this said note utterly knocked the speculation of 
Lord F- on the head, giving Marten no other 
pain than a slight twitch of mortification i_n find­
ino· that Leeson bad known the whole affair from 
th~ beginning, and had probably avoided meeting 
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him that he might not talk of it. Marten tore 
the epistle to pieces, and committed the fragments 
to the winds, which are, by-the-by, the depositors 
of many highly valuable and honourable docu­ments of the same description. 

Before the Signor Romano, from corporeal weak­
ness, was able to leave his couch, his mind again 
became excited on the subjects which had cer­
tainly brough~ on his illness. 

The awful circumstance by which he had 
become possessed of the property of his mother's 
family seemed to have produced a strong feeling 
of superstitious terror; and though he believed 
himself to be a protestant, yet he was by no 
means clear of the principles in which he had 
been educated. His knowledge of scripture had 
just aided him to throw off some of the grosser 
errors of papery; but, as Maurice hinted to 
Marten, he was sure he was not quite right 
yet, though be could not just say where he was 
wrong, and he hoped that Mr. Marten would 
encourage his opening bis mind, whenever he 
was minded so to do ; "and don't let him bother 
himself about the church, sir, don't, if you can help it.'' 

It was not in the nature of Marten, now that 
the excitement was past, to endure patiently the 
familiarity of Maurice, especially when he ad­
dressed him with the elegancies of his half-Eng­
lish, half-Irish style, of which no instructions in 
the parlour had ever been able to divest him, so 
long as there was a counteracting influence going 
on in the kitchen, under the auspices of Mrs. Kitty. 

Moreover, in this last address, J\1aurice was 
encroaching, as Marten thought, on his own par-
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ticu1ar province-religion and the church ; he 
therefore had some difficulty in so far command­
ing himself as not to say, "I wish, Maurice, you 
would mind your own affairs, and not be intruding 
your advice;" and as the Irishman was not very 
sensitive on such matters, he was quite satisfied 
when Mr. Marten gave him no reply at all. 

The hint of Maurice, though thus ungraciously 
received, was not without its influence; and when 
the Signor Romano next touched upon religion, 
Marten drew him on, Maurice being present, but 
of course we can only give the heads of what 
passed in many conversations. 

The Signor Romano first stated the persuasion 
under which he laboured-that the deaths of his 
uncle and grandfather were judicial dispensations 
inflicted on them, probably for some secret sins; 
and that he felt the infliction of death would be 
extended speedily to himself if he did not boldly 
come forward to declare his belief. 

" Of course," replied Marten, " you are called 
upon so to do." 

"Stop a bit, sir," said Maurice, "he must be 
quite sure what that belief is, first and foremost, 
before he declares it; and that was what I wanted 
you for, when I came after you. I wanted you to 
to sound him, and prove the rights of things, as 
master would have done. He don't know what 
he is rightly, and I am sure I could not tell him; 
for, do you see, he mixes one thing with another 
so, that though I know he is wrong, I can't say 
justly where." 

As the signor did not admonish Maurice to be 
silent, Marten could hardly do so, but he was too 
angry to speak, and the signor went on. 

"I sometimes think, he said, "that the Al-
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mighty, under the christian dispensation, does 
not take immediate vengeance on man, as he did 
under that of the law, but gives the sinner time 
to repent and make himself a fit object of mercy. 
Even my mother allows thus much." 

Marten hesitated-" Must he grant," he asked 
himself, "that God's mercy acts independently of 
man's merits or demerits? if he did so," he con­
sidered, "though it might be true to a certain 
extent, he might be admitting too much, consider­
ing the present state and circumstances of the 
Signor Romano, of whom it certainly was re­
quired that he should act decisively as soon as his 
restored strength should enable him to do so.'' 
So, after some delay, he said, ''We certainly have 
no right to expect the divine mercy ·whilst we 
hold back from a decided duty." 

"Ah! Mr. Marten,'' said Maurice, who seemed 
to be perched by his master's pillow for the ex­
press purpose of disconcerting the dignity of the 
young minister, " you do not speak there as 
Master Milner used to do. When I was ob­
stinate, as I was, I grieve to say, many a time 
and oft, and when I would do anything but 
what I was bid, and was in the garden, or may­
be somewhere else, he would come to me 
so gently, and with such a look, and would say, 
' l\ilaurice, do you know that God loves you 
and ever has done, and that even, with all your 
wickedness, you may be assured that he always 
will do ; not that he does not hate vour wicked­
ness, and that be does not know that you can 
never do anything really good in your own 
strength so as to deserve his love ; but still he 
loves you for that dear Saviour's sake who died 
for you.' So you see, Mr. Marten, he did not 

T 
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make out God's mercy to hang upon aught I 
could do to please him ; and so, many is the time 
that he has made me ashamed of my stubbornness 
by setting it aside the love of my Father which is in 
heaven. And to this day, whenever the thought 
of God's love comes over me, which it sometimes 
would do when I was at the very worst, it makes 
me hate my own evil nature more than all the 
roundabout arguments which ever were, and I 
have often repeated this to the signor, but he 
don't take it in ; may-be, because I cannot bring 
all the reasons from the Bible; and for another 
thing, because he thinks I am saying· comfort­
able things to make him easy. He says, that if 
Master Milner taught me the truth, ·why then 
religion is quite a different thing to what he ever 
supposed." 

" And so it is, Maurice," remarked the sig­
nor; " but, my good youth, suffer Mr. Marten to 
speak. I can hear you at all times, but have not 
always the advantage of hearing him, and I have 
much to ask him." He then, under favour of the 
silence of lYiaurice, put a few questions, which it 
has puzzled many a more experienced man than 
Marten to answer. 

These were-'' What is the church? Is it one? 
If one, where is it? In what form does it mani, 
fest itself? What is its authority? From whence 
is that authority derived? Is it derived through 
a succession from the apostles by the laying on 
of hands? and if so, whence do the protestant 
churches obtain their authority?" 

The young signor did not propound these ques­
tions from the spirit of disputation, but from the 
earnest desire of obtaining satisfaction-these 
being the points on which his mind had been 
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chiefly tried, and they the stumbling stones amongst which he lrnd been involved, and amid which l\tiaur.ice could give him no helping hand from any reminiscences which he could lay hold of. 

"\Vhen 1arten began to answer these questions, like many other disputants, he was little aware of the force of his own concessions, and how in the end he should find himself so involved and over­come by them, as to be almost as much baffled and confounded as the young gentleman whom he was endeavouring to enlighten . He lost himself at first setting out, by not making the signor de­fine whether he intended his questions to refer to the general assembly and church of the first -born which are written in heaven, or the church as de­fined in the niqeteenth Article of our Liturgy; and he failed to do so from the distinction not being clear to his own mind, he having, ever since his ordination, been in the habit of mingling the cha­racters and prerogatives of these two in his ima­g·ination. either did he discover the conces­~ions which he made through the want of accu­racy, until, when he had arrived at the answer to the last inquiry, he found himself advocating the cause of popery, and of its assumed rights, in a manner which would have won him the warm-e t applauses of the Padres Rolandi and Grimal­di, and all others of their way of thinking. I-Ie had proved that the Church of Eno·land existed on the authority of the more ancien°t Roman Ca­tholic Church; that it was only a modified and reformed exhibition of the same thing, instead of being radically opposed to it; and lie felt that his bearer wa even more bewildered than before the commencement of the conversation . 
T 2 
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In fact, he was thoroughly dissatisfied with him­
self, and confounded and perplexed with his own 
arguments, and was running them over again in 
his mind with more than a suspicion that he was 
wrong somewhere, if not everywhere, when the 
pert Irishman broke his forced silence, saying pe­
tulantly, and much in the manner of a spoiled 
child, " Did not I ask yon, Mr. Marten, not to 
get talking about churches; they are so over set 
up with their churches in this country, as if it 
signified where one is praying; whether the walls 
about one are marble or wattle and dap, or w he­
ther the roof is covered with gilding or simple 
tile; or whether the man that officiates has three 
tiers to his cap, or a wig like good Mr. Nash's. 
l\1aster Milner used often to tell that the out­
side and the form was nothing to the purpose, 
and it was but the very first time that he came 
from the university, that h~ said to me, when I 
maintained that I had no time for praying, ' If 
you have the heart given you, Maurice, you can 
as easily do it, whilst you are rubbing down a 

horse in the stable, as in the best church in the 
land;' and he would have said the same, had our 
church there been as grand as St. Peter's at 
R " ome. 

'' Maurizzio,'' replied the signor, '' we are not 
speaking of churches made with Lands, of perish­
able stone, wood, or earth; we give the name of 
church to congregations of holy christian men 
with their faithful teachers." 

Maurice smiled, and answered, " I understand 
my signor, and you an<l lvlr. Marten are inquir­
ing where such are to be found, and where the 
wisest shepherd and the most spotless sheep are 
to be met with.-Good ! good!" he added, '' and 

M, 
co 
tel 
I 
sit 
tal 
s~ 
m 
yo 
11'0 

coo 

mix 

tall 

ire 

to 0 

kno 
T 

gre 
prid 
save 
oth.e 
adoA 
to re 
ceivc 
~t b· ' I, 
t~csc 



JOHN MARTEN. 413 

l\tir . Marten can't say where! Master Milner 
could have told before he needed two figures to 
tell his age. Why, almost one of the first recol­
lections I have after I came into W orceste1·, is 
sitting beside him on a green bank, whilst he 
talked to me of the Shepherd King, and the 
sheep he bad made white in his blood. You 
may travel long and far, my dear signor, before 
you find a flock of such sheep as these in this 
world. Master used to tell me, that they never 
could be gathered together so as to make an un­
mixed multitude, till their Shepherd comes to 
call them to be with himself.'' 

Thus finished the first conversation, leaving 
Marten utterly annoyed and dissatisfied with 
himself, his very anger against Maurice being 
swallowed up in his stronger dissatisfaction with 
himself. 

The signor was still unfit, from weak_ness, to 
converse for any length of time; Marten, there­
fore, bad many hours to spend in silence by his 
couch, for he would not suffer him to leave him. 

And now, for the benefit of Marten's friends, 
we will assume our privilege, as his biographer, 
to open out particulars respecting him which are 
known to us in that character only. 

The besetting sin of Marten, as it is in a 
greater or lesser degree of all human beings, was 
pride. Pride caused him to think that he could 
save himself, and administer to the salvation of 
others, where not counteracted in the measures he 
adopted for that purpose, and thus he had hither­
to rebelled against all the teachings he had re­
ceived. His eyes had first begun to be opened 
by his various failures in his ministry in England, 
these being used for the purpose by the Spirit of 



414 THE HISTORY OF 

truth itself, though at the period of his arrival at 
Venice he still clung pertinaciously to the per­
suasion, that the failures of which he was con­
scious were attributable in a great measure, if not 
wholly, to the persons with whom he had to deal. 
Then came his determination to depend hence­
forward on his own judgment and opinions, and 
to act for himself without reference to the coun­
sels of others. 

There again he had failed, and was now made 
conscious that whilst he had been pursuing his 
own devices he had obstinately refused to obey a 
manifest call of duty, for he could no longer hide 
it from himself, that he had rejected the advances 
of the Signor Romano for no other motive than 
obstinacy, though he had tried to persuade him­
self that he had others. 

Again, Maurice having been made an instru­
ment of such wonderful usefulness, though the 
youth's conduct had been bad in the first instance, 
being contrasted with his own total failure, con­
vinced him more and more that the instruD;lent 
was nothing, and God all in all. This last and most 
comprehensive truth worked deeply and continu­
ally on his mind during the long hours which he 
hacl to watch, and his spiritual pride gave way 
under the effectual operations of the divine Spi­
rit. He found that he was so far wrong, that he 
could not even presume to teach, he could not 
hope to teach aright; and when the signor would 
have drawn him out to explain religious subjects, 
his manner betrayed so much embarrassment as 
to draw the attention of Maurice. " May-be, 
Mr. Marten," remarked the brisk youth, " you 
don't just know what to say to my signor. lVIay­
be he has puzzled you, as he has done me, many 
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is the time; and so to quiet him, I have often 
turned him over to reading the Bible since we 
have got one; and that, you will say, is not turn­
ing him over from better to worse, sir, but from 
worse to better, which is a good turn, at all events, 
and may be such a one as you might like to give 
him.'' With that Maurice handed the Bible, which 
they had procured in their travels, to lVIarten. 

It was no slight proof of the improved humi­
lity of the young minister, that he gladly adopted 
the proposition, though coming· from a quarter 
which a little while since would have rendered it 
wholly unacceptable. 

The Bible which l\1aurice put into Marten's 
hand was an Italian one, and was found by the 
young clergyman to be a translation falsely ren­
dered in many passages to suit the opinions of 
the papal church. Here again was an occasion 
of great self-blame to himself, that by his wilful­
ness and opposition to his father, he should have 
prevented himself from making· this discovery 
whilst the young· signor was in tolerable health. 
He had his own English Bible with him, and a 
correct Italian copy, which be had brought with 
him from London, at bis father's house; so he Jost 
no time in sending for this last, and placed it in 
the signor's keeping immediately. It was an as­
sistance to the young signor to look at the I ta­
lian version whilst the English was read aloud. 

Being thus furnished, the curiously arranged 
trio spent many hours in reading, and talking 
over what they read. 

Maurice's reminiscences occurred not unseldom, 
and were not discouraged either by his signor or 
by Marten. The latter was now enabled to see 
and to admire the comparative purity of the sort 
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of instruction which 'had been given to him 
in his childhood, and to acknowledge in this 
instance the fulfilment of the promise, "For 
as the rain cometh down, and the snow from 
heaven, and returneth not thither, but water­
eth the earth, and maketh it bring forth and 
bud, that it may give seed to .the sower, and 
bread to the eater; so shall my word be that 
goeth forth out of my mouth, it shall not return 
to me void, but it shall accomplish that which I 
please, and it shall prosper in the thing whereto 
I sent it."-Isa. lv. 10, I J. 

The object of these readings and conversations 
was not now, as at first, so much to ascertain what 
was required of the signor to do next, as it re­
garded any overt act of renouncing his church, 
as to ascertain and trace the work of salva­
tion from its predetermination before the com­
mencement, through all that was passed of time, 
in its progress towards the grand result declared 
by our Lord himself to be the salvation of his 
own. 

As the instructions given to Maurice had 
been laid up in an inactive state in his memory 
for several years, like seed sown in the earth, not 
springing into life until the moment of quicken­
ing by the divine Spirit was fully come, and then 
in breaking forth and blossoming, contributing 
varieties of beauties to rejoice the senses of those 
before whom they were displayed, so was it with 
Marten, when the sweet and vivifying influences 
of the divine Spirit had once descended upon 
him, all the pure, the refined, the learned and 
eloquent ideas which he had ever received from 
books, conversation, or natural objects, on the 
subject of religion-ideas which hitherto had lain 
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