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PREFACE.

IT is
proper to state that the majority of

the
papers in the present Volumes were

contributed to the New Monthly Magazine

during the Author's late Editorship of that

Periodical. Whether they deserved reprint

ing or repressing, must be determined

between the public and the literary Court

of Review.

As usual the Reader will vainly look in

my pages
for

any startling theological reve

lations, profound political views, philological

disquisitions, or scientific discoveries. As

fruitlessly will he seek for any
Transcendental

speculations, Antiquarian gossip, or Statis

tical Table Talk. And least of all will he

find any
discussion of those topics which

occupy
the leaders and misleaders of the

daily prints :—for any enlightenment, Bude

or Boccius, on the dark ways
of Parliament



and Downing Streets, or the dangerous cross

ing between the Church and the Catholic

Chapel. He might as well expect to have

his cigar lighted by the Sun, or his "Arms

Found" by the Morning Herald.

As little will the anticipations be realized

of the feminine reader, who seeks for love

rhapsodies, higher flown than the Aerial

Carriage; for scenes of what is called

Fashionable Fife; or the serious senti

mentalities of that new Paradoxurus the

Religious Novel. She might as well
go to

St. Benet Sherehog for Berlin wool; or

hope to dance, at the Ball of St. Paul's, to

Weippert's last New Quadrilles.

My humble aim has been chiefly to amuse:

but the liberal Utilitarian will, perhaps, dis

cern some small attempts to instruct at the

same time. He will, maybe, detect in
"

The

Defaulter," a warning against rash and un

charitable judgments; in the
"

Black Job,"

a "take care of
your pockets," from the

Pseudo-Philanthropists; in "Mr.Withering's
Cure," a hint on Domestic Economy ; in the

"Omnibus," a lesson to Prudery ; and in

the
"

News from China," a satire on ma-



ternal over-indulgence, and the neglect of

moral culture in the
young.

He
may, pos

sibly, discover in the
"

Earth Quakers," a

hit at the astrological quackery, not only of

Doctor Dee, but of more modern Zadkiels;

and recognize in the
"

Grimsby Ghost,"

the correction of a Vulgar Error, that Spirits

come and
go

on very
immaterial errands.

In the
"

Schoolmistress Abroad," a deli

berate design is acknowledged, to show up

that system of Boarding School Education

which renders a Young Lady as eligible for

a wife, as a strange female would be for a

Housekeeper, with only a Twelfth Night

character.

Here this Preface might end: but old

associations, and the approach of a season

specially devoted to hospitality, good-fellow

ship, chai-ity, and the Christian virtues,

irresistibly impel me to the expression of a

few benevolent wishes towards the World

in general, and my
own Country, nay, my

own County in particular. We have all an

open,
or sneaking kindness, for our peculiar

province, as the sporting yeomanry
well

knew, and felt, when they translated Pitt's



regimental motto, which they pronounced

"Pro Haris et Focis,"—for our Hares and

Foxes.

In this spirit, my kindest aspirations are

offered to my Readers, and in particular to

those nearest home. If there be any truth

in the statistics of publication, my Comic

Annuals, heretofore, have afforded some

slight diversion to the cares of Man,

Woman, and Middlesex, and it is
my

earnest hope and ambition that
my

"

Whim

sicalities "may still serve the same
purpose

in the same
"

trumpery sphere."
If a word

may be added, it is a good one

in favour of the Artist who has supplied
the illustrations ; and who promises, by his

progressive improvement, that hereafter our

"Leech Gatherers" shall not only collect in

hags or baskets, but in portfolios.

THOMAS HOOD.

December 4, 1843.
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ANACREONTIC.

FOR THE NEW YEAR.

COME, fill up the Bowl, for if ever the glass

Found a
proper

excuse or fit season,

For toasts to be honour'd, or pledges to
pass,

Sure, this hour brings an exquisite reason:



For hark! the last chime of the dial has ceased,

And Old Time, who his leisure to cozen,

Had finish'd the Months, like the flasks at a feast,

Is preparing to tap a fresh dozen!

Hip! Hip! and Hurrah!

Then fill, all ye Happy and Free, unto whom

The past Year has been pleasant and sunny;

Its months each as sweet as if made of the bloom

Of the thyme whence the bee gathers honey—

Days usher'd by dew-drops, instead of the tears,

Maybe, wrung from some wretcheder cousin—

Then fill, and with gratitude join in the cheers

That triumphantly hail a fresh dozen!

Hip! Hip! and Hurrah!

And
ye,

who have met with Adversity's blast,

And been bow'd to the earth by its fury;

To whom the Twelve Months, that have recently

pass'd,

Were as harsh as a prejudiced jury,—

Still, fill to the Future! and join in our chime,

The regrets of remembrance to cozen,

And having obtained a New Trial of Time,

Shout in hopes of a kindlier dozen!

Hip! Hip! and Hurrah!



THE SCHOOLMISTRESS ABROAD.

AN EXTRAVAGANZA.

CHAPTER I.

She tawght 'hem to sew and marke,

All manner of sylkyn werke,

Of her they were fill fayne.

ROMANCE OF EMARE.

A Schoolmistress ought not to travel-

No, sir!

No, madam—except on the map. There, in

deed, she
may skip from a blue continent to a

green
one—cross a pink isthmus—traverse a Red,

Black, or Yellow Sea—land in a purple island,

or roam in an orange desert, without danger or

indecorum There she may
ascend dotted rivers,

sojourn at capital cities, scale alps, and wade

through bogs, without soiling
her shoe, rumpling

her satin, or showing her ankle. But as to prac

tical travelling,—real journeying and voyaging,—

oh, never, never, never!

How, sir! Would you deny to a Preceptress

all the excursive pleasures of locomotion?



By no means, miss. In the summer holidays,

when the days are long, and the evenings are

light, there is no objection to a little trip by the

railway—say to Weybridge or Slough—provided

always

Well, sir?

That she
goes by a special train, and in a first

class carriage.

Ridiculous!

Nay, madam—consider her pretensions. She

is little short of a Divinity!—Diana, without the

hunting !—a modernized Minerva!—the Repre

sentative of Womanhood in all its purity!—Eve,
in full dress, with a finished education !—a Model

ofMorality!—a Pattern of Propriety!—the Fugle

woman of her Sex! As such she must be perfect.

No medium performance—no ordinary good-going,
like that of an eight-day clock or a Dutch dial—

will suffice for the character. She must be as

coiTcct as a prize chronometer. She must be her

own Prospectus personified. Spotless in
reputa

tion, immaculate in her dress, regular in her habits,

refined in her manners, elegant in her carriage,
nice in her taste, faultless in her phraseology, and

in her mind like—like

Pray what, sir?

Why, like your own chimney-ornament, madam



—a
pure crystal fountain, sipped by little doves of

alabaster.

A sweet pretty comparison! Well, go on, sir!

Now, look at travelling. At the best, it is

a rambling, scrambling, shift-making, strange

bedding, irregular-mealing, foreign-habiting, hel

ter-skelter, higgledy-piggledy sort of process.

At the very least, a female must expect

to be rumpled and dusted; perhaps draggled,

drenched, torn, and roughcasted—and if not

bodily capsized or thrown a summerset, she is

likely to have her straitest-laced prejudices upset,

and some of her most orthodox opinions turned

topsyturvy. An accident of little moment to

other women, but to a schoolmistress productive

of a professional lameness for life. Then she is

certain to be stared at, jabbered at, may
be jeered

at, and poked, pushed, and hauled at, by curious

or officious foreigners—to be accosted by perfect

and imperfect strangers—in short, she is liable to

be revolted in her taste, shocked in her religious

principles, disturbed
in her temper, disordered

in

her dress, and deranged in her decorum. But

you
shall hear the sentiments of a Schoolmistress

on the subject.

Oh! a made-up letter.

No, miss,—a genuine epistle, upon my literary



honour. Just look at the writing—the real copy

book running-hand—not a t uncrossed—not an i

undotted—not an illegitmate flourish of a letter,

but each j and
g

and y turning up
its tail like

the
pug dogs, after one regular established pattern.

And
pray

observe her capitals. No sprawling K

with a kicking leg—no troublesome W making a

long arm across its neighbour, and especially no

great vulgar D unnecessarily sticking out its

stomach. Her H, you see, seems to have stood

in the stocks, her I to have worn a backboard,

and even her S is hardly allowed to be crooked!

CHAPTER II.

"Phoo! phoo! it's all banter," exclaims the

Courteous Reader.

Banter be hanged! replies the Courteous

Writer. But possibly, my good sir, you have

never seen that incomparable schoolmistress, Miss

Crane, for a Miss she was, is, and would be, even

if Campbell's Last Man were to offer to her for

the preservation of the species. One sight of her

were, indeed, as good as a thousand, seeing that

nightly she retires into some kind of mould, like

a jelly shape, and turns out again in the morning
the same identical face and figure, the same cor-



rect, ceremonious creature, and in the same cos

tume to a crinkle. But no—you
never can have

seen that She-Mentor, stiff as starch, formal as a

Dutch hedge, sensitive as a Daguerreotype, and so

tall, thin, and upright, that supposing
the Tree of

Knowledge to have been a poplar, she was the
very

Dryad to have fitted it! Otherwise, remember

ing that unique image, all fancy and frost work—

so incrusted with crisp and brittle particularities

—so bedecked allegorically with the primrose of

prudence, the daisy of decorum, the violet of

modesty, and the lily of purity, you would confess

at once that such a Schoolmistress was as unfit to

travel—unpacked—as a Dresden China figure!

Excuse me, sir, but is there actually such a real

personage?

Real! Are there real Natives—Real Blessings

to Mothers—Real Del Monte shares, and Real

Water at the Adelphi? Only call her
*****

instead of Crane, and she is a living, breathing,

flesh and blood, skin and bone individual! Why,

there are dozens, scores, hundreds of her Ex

Pupils, now grown women, who will instantly

recognise their old Governess in the form with

which, mixing up
Grace and Gracefulness, she

daily prefaced their rice-milk, batter-puddings, or

raspberry-bolsters.
As thus:



"For what we are going to receive—elbows,

elbows!— the Lord make us
— backs in and

shoulders down—truly thankful—and no chatter

ing—amen."

MISS CRANE.



CHAPTER III.

But the letter, sir, the letter—"

"Oh, I do so long," exclaims one who would

be a stout
young

woman if she did not wear a

pinafore, "oh, I do so long to hear how a
gover

ness writes home!"

"The professional epistle," adds a tall, thin

Instructress, genteelly in at the elbows, but shab-



bily out at the fingers' ends, for she has only

twenty pounds per annum, with five quarters in

arrear.

"The schoolmistress's letter," cries a stumpy

Teacher—only a helper, but looking as important

as if she were an educational coachwoman, with a

team of her own, some five-and-twenty skittish

young animals, without blinkers, to keep straight

in the road of propriety.

"The letter, sir," chimes in a half-boarder,

looking, indeed, as if she had only half-dined for

the last half-year.

"Come, the letter
you promised us from that

paragon,
Miss Crane."

That's true. Mother of the Muses, forgive me!

I had forgotten my promise as utterly as if it

had never been made. If
any one had furnished

the matter with a file and a rope-ladder it could

not have escaped more clearly from
my remem

brance. A loose tooth could not more
completely

have
gone

out of
my head. A greased eel could

not more thoroughly have slipped my memory.

But here is the letter, sealed with pale blue wax,

and a device of the Schoolmistress's own inven

tion—namely, a note of interrogation (?) with

the appropriate motto of "an answer required."
And in token of its authenticity, pray observe



that the cover is duly stamped, except that of the

foreign postmark only the three last letters are

legible, and yet even from these one
may

swear

that the missive has come from Holland; yes,
as

certainly as if it smelt of Dutch cheese, pickle

herrinais and Schie
* * *

! But hark to Governess !

"My dear Miss Parfitt,

"Under the protection of a superintending

Providence we have arrived safely at this place,

which as
you

know is a seaport in the Dutch

dominions—chief city Amsterdam.

"For your
amusement and improvement I did

hope to compose
a journal of our continental

progress,
with such references to Guthrie and

the School Atlas as might enable you
to trace our

course on the Map of Europe. But unexpected

vicissitudes of mind and body have totally inca

pacitated me for the pleasing task. Some social

evening hereafter I
may

entertain our little

juvenile circle with my
locomotive miseries and

disagreeables; but at present my
nerves and feel

ings are too discomposed for the correct flow of

an epistolary correspondence. Indeed, from the

Tower-stair to Rotterdam I have been in one

universal tremor and perpetual blush. Such

shocking scenes and positions, that make
one ask



twenty times a day, is this decorum?—can this be

morals ? But I must not anticipate. Suffice it,

that as regards foreign travelling it is
my painful

conviction, founded on personal experience, that

a woman of delicacy or refinement cannot go
out

of England without going out of herself!

"The very
first step

from an
open

boat up
a

windy shipside is an alarm to modesty, exposed

as one is to the officious but odious attentions of

the Tritons of the Thames. Nor is the steamboat

itself a sphere for the preservation of self-respect.

If there is
any

feature on which a British female

prides herself, it is a correct and lady-like car

riage. In that particular I quite coincide with

Mrs. Chapone, Mrs. Hannah More, and other

writers on the subject. But how—let me ask—

how is a dignified deportment to be maintained

when one has to skip and straddle over cables,

ropes,
and other nautical liors d'ceuvres—to scram

ble up
and down impracticable stairs, and to

clamber into inaccessible beds? Not to name

the sudden losing one's centre of gravity, and

falling in all sorts of unstudied attitudes on a

sloppy and slippery deck. An accident that I

may say
reduces the elegant and the awkward

female to the same level. You will be concerned,

therefore, to learn that poor Miss Ruth had a fall,



and in an unbecoming posture particularly dis

tressing—namely, by losing her footing on the

cabin Hight, and coming down with a destructive

launch into the steward's pantry.

"For
my

own part, it has never happened to

me within my
remembrance to make a false step,

or to miss a stair: there is a certain guarded

carriage that preserves
one from such sprawling

denouemens—but of course what the bard calls the

'poetry of motion,' is not to be preserved amidst

the extempore rollings of an ungovernable ship.

Indeed, within the last twenty-four hours, I have

had to perform feats of agility more fit for a

monkey than one of
my

own sex and species.

Par example: getting down from a bed as high as

the copybook-board, and what really is awful, with

the sensation of groping about with your
feet and

legs for a floor that seems to have no earthly

existence. I
may add, the cabin-door left ajar,

and exposing you
to the gaze

of an obtrusive

cabin-boy, as he is called, but quite big enough

for a man. Oh, je ne jamais!

"As to the Mer Maladie, delicacy forbids the

details; but as Miss Ruth says,
it is the height of

human degradation; and to add to the climax of

our letting down, we had to give way
to the

most humiliating impulses in the presence
of

several of the rising generation—dreadfully rude



little girls who had too evidently enjoyed a bad

bringing up.

"To tell the truth, your poor Governess was

shockingly indisposed. Not that I had indulged

my appetite at dinner, being too much disgusted
with a public meal in promiscuous society, and as

might be expected, elbows on table, eating with

knives, and even picking teeth with forks! And

then no
grace, which assuredly ought to be said

both before and after, whether we are to retain

the blessings or not. But a dinner at sea and a

school dinner, where we have even our regular

beef and batter days, are two
very different

things. Then to allude to indiscriminate con

versation, a
great part of which is in a foreign

language, and accordingly places one in the cruel

position of hearing, without understanding a

word of, the most libertine and atheistical senti

ments. Indeed, I fear I have too often been

smiling complacently, not to say engagingly, when

I ought rather to have been flashing with virtuous

indignation, or even administering the utmost

severity of moral reproof. I did endeavour, in

one instance, to rebuke indelicacy; but unfortu

nately from standing near the funnel, was smutty
all the while I was talking, and as school

expe

rience confirms, it is impossible to command

respect with a black on one's nose.



"Another of our Cardinal Virtues, personal

cleanliness, is totally impracticable on ship-board:

but without particularizing, I will only name a

general sense of grubbiness; and as to dress, a

rumpled and tumbled tout ensemble, strongly indi

cative of the low and vulgar pastime of rolling

down Greenwich-hill ! And then, in such a

costume to land in Holland, where the natives

get up linen with a perfection and purity, as Miss

Ruth
says, quite worthy of the primeval ages!

That, surely is bad enough—but to have one's

trunks rummaged like a suspected menial—to see

all the little secrets of the toilette, and all the

mysteries of a female wardrobe exposed to the

searching gaze
of a male official—Oh, shocking!

shocking!

"In short, my dear, it is my
candid impression,

as regards foreign travelling, that except for a

masculine tallyhoying female, of the Di Vernon

genus,
it is hardly adapted to our sex. Of this at

least I am certain, that none but a born romp
and

hoyden, or a girl accustomed
to those new-fangled

pulley-hauley exercises, the Calisthenics, is fitted

for the boisterous evolutions of a sea-voyage.

And yet there are creatures calling themselves

Women, not to say Ladies, who will undertake

such long marine passages
as to Bombay in Asia,



or New York in the New World! Consult

Arrowsmith for the geographical degrees.

"Affection, however, demands the sacrifice of

my
own personal feelings, as

my
Reverend Parent

and
my

Sister are still inclined to prosecute
a

Continental Tour. I forgot to tell
you

that

during the
voyage,

Miss Ruth endeavoured to

parlezfrançois with some of the foreign ladies, but

as they did not understand her, they must all

have been Germans.

"My paper warns to conclude. I rely on
your

superintending vigilance for the preservation of

domestic order in
my absence. The horticultural

department I need not recommend to
your care,

knowing your
innate partiality for the offspring of

Flora—and the dusting of the fragile ornaments in

the drawing-room you
will assuredly not trust to

any hands
but

your own. Blinds down of course—

the front-gate locked regularly at 5 p.m.—and I

must particularly beg of
your musical penchant, a

total abstinence on Sundays from the pianoforte.

And now adieu. The Reverend T. C. desires his

compliments to
you,

and Miss Ruth adds her kind

regards with which believe me,

"My dear Miss Parfitt,

"Your affectionate Friend and Preceptress,

"PRISCILLA CRANE.



"P. S. I have just overheard a lady describing,

with strange levity, an adventure that befell her at

Cologne. A foreign postman invading her sleep

ing-apartment, and not only delivering a letter to

her on her pillow, but actually staying to receive

his
money,

and to give her the change ! And she

laughed and called him her Bed Post! Fi done!

Fi done!"

CHAPTER IV.

Well—there is the letter-

"And a very proper
letter too," remarks a

retired Seminarian, Mrs. Grove House, a faded,

demure-looking old lady, with a set face so like

wax, that any strong emotion would have cracked

it to pieces. And never, except on a doll, was

there a face with such a miniature set of features,

or so crowned with a chaplet of little string

coloured curls.

"A proper letter!—what, with all that fuss

about delicacy and decorum!"

Yes, miss. At least proper
for the character.

A Schoolmistress is a prude by profession. She

is bound on her reputation to detect improprieties,

even as he is the best lawyer who
discovers the

most flaws. It is her cue where she cannot find

an indecorum, to imagine it;—just as a paid Spy



is compelled, in a dearth of High Treason, to

invent a conspiracy. In fact, it was our very

Miss Crane who poked out an objection, of which

no other woman would have dreamt, to those

little button-mushrooms called Pages. She would

not keep one, she said, for his weight in gold.
"
But they are ail the rage," said Lady A.

"

Everybody has one," said Mrs. B.

"

They are so showy!" said Mrs. C.

"
And so interesting!" lisped Miss D.

"
And so useful," suggested Miss E.

"I would rather part with half my servants,'

declared Lady A,
"
than with my

handsome

Cherubino!"

"Not a doubt of it," replied Miss Crane, with

a gesture of the most profound acquiescence.

"But if I were a married woman, I would not

have such a boy about me for the world—no, not

for the whole terrestrial globe. A Page is
unques

tionably very
a la mode, and

very dashing,

and
very pretty, and

may
be

very
useful—

but to have a youth about one, so beautifully

dressed, and so indulged, not to
say pampered,

and yet not exactly treated as one of the family—
I should certainly expect that everybody would

take him
"

"
For what, pray, what?"

"

Why, for a natural son in disguise."



CHAPTER V.

But to return to the Tour.—

It is a statistical fact, that since 1814 an unknown

number of persons, bearing an indefinite proportion

to the gross
total of the population of the British

empire, have been more or less "abroad." Not

politically, or metaphysically, or figuratively, but

literally out of the kingdom, or as it is called in

foreign parts.

In fact, no sooner was the Continent opened to

us by the Peace, than there was a general rush

towards the mainland. An Alarmist, like old

Croaker, might have fancied that some of our

disaffected Merthyr Tydvil miners or underminers

were scuttling the Island, so many
of the natives

scuttled out of it. The outlandish secretaries who

sign passports, had hardly leisure to take snuff.

It was good, however, for trade. Carpet-bags

and portmanteaus
rose one hundred per

cent. All

sorts of Guide-books and Journey Works went off

like wildfire, and even Sir Humphrey Davy's

"Consolations in Travel" was in strange request.

Servants, who had
"
no objection to go

abroad"

were snapped up
like fortunes—and as to hard

riding "Curriers," there was nothing like leather.



It resembled a geographical panic—and of all

the Country and Branch Banks in Christendom,

never was there such a run as on the Banks of the

Rhine. You would have thought that they were

going to break all to smash—of course making

away
beforehand with their splendid furniture,

unrivalled pictures, and capital cellar of wines!

However, off flew our countrymen and country

women, like migrating swallows, but at the wrong

time of
year;

or rather like shoals of salmon,

striving up, up, up against the stream, except

to spawn Tours and Reminiscences, hard and soft,

instead of roe. And would that they were going

up, up, up still—for when they came down again,

Ods, Jobs, and patient Grizels! how they did bore

and Germanize us, like so
many

flutes.

It was impossible to go into society without

meeting units, tens, hundreds, thousands of Rhe

nish Tourists—travellers in Ditchland, and in

Deutchland. People who had seen Nimagen and

Nim-Again—who had been at Cologne, and at

Koeln, and at Colon—at Cob-Longs and Coblence

—at Swang Gwar and at Saint Go-er—at Bonn—

at Bone—and at Bong!

Then the airs they gave themselves over the

untravelled! How they bothered them with Bergs,

puzzled them with Bads, deafened them with Dorfs,



worried them with Heims, and pelted them with

Steins! How they looked down upon them, as if

from Ehrenbreitstein, because they had not eaten

a German sausage
in Germany, sour krout in its

own country, and drunk seltzer-water at the foun

tain-head! What a donkey they deemed him who

had not been to Assmanshauser—what a cockney

who had not seen a Rat's Castle besides the one in

St. Giles's! He was, as it were, in the kitchen of

society, for to go
"

up
the Rhine," was to go

up
stairs!

Now this very
humiliation was felt by Miss

Crane; and the more that in her establishment

for Young Ladies she was the Professor of Geo

graphy, and the Use of the Globes. Moreover,

several of her pupils had made the trip with their

parents, during the vacations, and treated the

travelling part of the
business so lightly, that in

a rash hour the Schoolmistress determined to go

abroad. Her junior sister, Miss Ruth, gladly

acceded to the scheme, and so did their only

remaining parent,
a little, sickly, querulous man,

always in black, being some sort of dissenting

minister, as the
"

young
ladies" knew to their

cost, for they had always to mark his new shirts,

in cross-stitch, with the Reverend T. C. and the

number—" the Reverend" at full length.



Accordingly, as soon as the Midsummer holi

days set in, there was packed—in I don't know

how
many trunks, bags, and cap-boxes,—I don't

know what luggage, except that for each of the

party there was a silver
spoon,

a knife and fork,

and six towels.

"And
pray, sir, how far did

your
Schoolmistress

mean to go?"

To Gotha, madam. Not because Bonaparte

slept there on his flight from Leipsic—nor yet

from
any sentimental recollections of Goethe—

not to see the palace of Friedenstein and its

museum—nor to purchase an
"
Almanach de

Gotha—nor even because His Royal Highness

Prince Albert, of Saxe Gotha, was the Husband

Elect of our Gracious Queen.

"Then what for, in the name of patience?"

Why, because the Berlin wool was dyed there,

and so she could get what colour and shades she

pleased.



CHAPTER VI.

"Now of all things," cries a Needlewoman—

one of those to whom Parry alludes in his comic

song
of "Berlin Wool"—" I should like to know

what pattern the Schoolmistress meant to work!"

And so would say any
one—for no doubt it

would have been a pattern for the whole sex. All

I know is, that she once worked a hearth-rug, with

a yellow animal, couchant, on a
green ground, that

was intended for a panther in a jungle: and to do

justice to the performance, it was really not so

very
unlike a carroty-cat in a bed of spinach.

But the face was a dead failure. It was not in

the gentlewomanly nature, nor indeed consistent

with the professional principles of Miss Crane, to

let a wild, rude, ungovernable creature go out of

her hands; and accordingly the feline physiog

nomy
came from her fingers as round, and mild,

and innocent as that of a Baby. In vain she

added whiskers to give ferocity—'twas a Baby

still—and though she put a circle of fiery red

around each staring ball, still, still it was a mild,

innocent Baby—but with very
sore eyes.

And besides the hearthrug, she embroidered

a chair-cushion, for a seat devoted to her respect

able parent—a pretty, ornithological design—so



that when the Reverend T. C. wanted to sit, there

was ready for him a little bird's-nest, with a bateh

of speckled eggs.

And moreover, besides the chair-bottom

but, in short, between ourselves, there was so

much Fancy work done at Lebanon House, that

there was no time for any real.

A PIECE OF FANCY WORK.



CHAPTER VII.

There are two Newingtons, Butts, and Stoke:

—but the last has the advantage of a little village

green,
on the north side of which stands a large

brick-built, substantial mansion, in the comfortable

old Elizabethan livery, maroon-colour, picked
out

with white. It was anciently the residence of a

noble family, whose crest, a deer's head, carved

in stone, formerly ornamented each pillar of the

front gate : but some later proprietor has removed

the aristocratical emblems, and substituted two

great white balls, that look like petrified Dutch

cheeses, or the ghosts of the Celestial and Terres

trial Globes. The house, nevertheless, would
still

seem venerable enough, but that over the old

panelled door, as if taking advantage of the
fan

light, there sit, night and day, two very
modern

plaster of Paris
little boys, reading and writing

with all their might. Girls, however, would be

more appropriate; for, just under
the first floor

windows, a large board intimates, in tarnished

gold letters, that the mansion is
" Lebanon House,

Establishment for Young Ladies. By the Misses

Crane." Why it should
be called Lebanon House

appears
a mystery, seeing

that the building stands

not on a mountain, but in a flat; but the truth is,



that the name was bestowed in allusion to a remark

ably fine Cedar, which traditionally stood in the

fore court, though long since cut down as a tree,

and cut
up

in lead pencils.

The front gate is carefully locked, the hour

being later than 5 p. m., and the blinds are all

down—but if
any one could peep through the

short Venetians next the door, on the right hand,

into the Music Parlour, he would see Miss Parfitt

herself stealthily playing on the grand piano (for

it is Sunday) but with no more sound than belongs

to that tuneful whisper commonly called "the

ghost of a whistle." But let us pull the bell.

Sally, are the ladies at home?

"Lawk! sir !—why haven't
you

heard ? Miss

Crane and Miss Ruth are a pleasuring on a Tower

up
the Rind—and the Reverend Mr. C. is enjoy

ing hisself in Germany along with them."

Alas!
poor Sally ! Alas ! for

poor short-sighted

human nature!

"Why, in the name of all that's
anonymous,

what is the matter?"

Lies! lies! lies! But it is impossible for

Truth, the pure Truth, to exist, save with Omni

presence
and Omniscience. As for mere mortals,

they must daily vent falsehoods in spite of them-



selves. Thus, at the very moment, while Sally was

telling us—but let Truth herself correct the Errata.

For—"The Reverend Mr. C. enjoying himself

in Germany—"

Read—"Writhing with spasms
in a miserable

Prussian inn."

For—"Miss Crane and Miss Ruth a-pleasuring

on a Tour up the Rhine—"

Read—"Wishing themselves home again with all

their hearts and souls."

CHAPTER VIII.

It was a grievous case!

After all the troubles of the Reverend T. C.

by sea and land—his perplexities with the foreign

coins at Rotterdam—with the passports
at Nime

guen—with the Donatio at Arnheim—and with

the Spei'se-Karte at Cologne

To be taken ill, poor gentleman, with
his old

spasms,
in such a place as the road between Tod

berg and Grabheim, six good miles at least from

each, and not a decent inn at either! And in

such weather too—unfit for anything with the

semblance of humanity to he abroad—a night in

which a Christian farmer would hardly have left

out his scarecrow!



The
groans

of the sufferer were pitiable—but

what could be done for his relief? on a blank

desolate common without a house in sight—no,

not a hut! His afflicted daughters coidd only

try to sooth him with words, vain words—assua

sive perhaps of mental pains, but as to
any

dis

course arresting a physical ache,—you might as



well take a pin to pin a bull with. Besides, the

poor
women wanted comforting themselves. Gra

cious Heaven! Think of two single females,

with a sick, perhaps an expiring parent—shut up

in a hired coach, on a stormy night, in a foreign

land—ay, in one of its dreariest places, The
sym

pathy of a third party, even a stranger, would

have been some support to them, but all they

could get by their most earnest appeals to the

driver was a couple of unintelligible syllables.

If they had only possessed a cordial—a flask of

eau de vie! Such a thing had indeed been pro

posed and prepared, but alas! Miss Crane had

wilfully left it behind. To think of Propriety

producing such a travelling accompaniment as a

brandy-bottle was out of the question. You might

as well have looked for claret from a pitcher-plant!

In the meantime the sick man continued to

sigh and moan
— his two girls could feel him

twisting about between them.

"Oh, my poor
dear papa!" murmured Miss

Crane, for she did not "father" him even in that

extremity. Then she groped again despairingly

in her bag for the smelling-bottle, but only found

instead of it an article she had brought along

with her, Heaven knows why, into Germany—the

French mark!



"Oh—ah—ugh !—hah!" grumbled the sufferer.

"Am I—to—die—on—the road!"

"Is he to die on the road!" repeated Miss

Crane through the front window to the coach

man, but with the same result as before; namely,

two words in the unknown tongue.

"Ruth, what is yar vole?"

Ruth shook her head in the dark.

"If he would only drive faster!" exclaimed Miss

Crane, and again she talked through the front

window. "My good man—" (Gefullig?) "Ruth,

what's gefidlish?" But Miss Ruth was as much

in the dark as ever.
"

Do, do, do, make haste to

somewhere—" (Ja wold!) That phlegmatic driver

would drive her crazy!

Poor Miss Crane! Poor Miss Ruth! Poor

Reverend T. C.! My heart bleeds for them—and

yet they must remain perhaps for a full hour to

come in that miserable condition. But no—hark

—that guttural sound which like a charm arrests

every horse in Germany as soon as uttered—

"Burr-r-r-r-r!"

The coach stops; and looking out on her own

side through the rain Miss Crane perceives a

low dingy door, over which by help of a lamp
she discovers a white board, with some

great
black fowl painted on it, and a word underneath



that to her English eyes suggests a difficulty in

procuring fresh
eggs.

Whereas the Adler, instead

of addling, hatches brood after brood every year,

till the number is quite wonderful, of little red

and black eagles.

However, the Royal Bird receives the distressed

travellers under its wing; but my pen, though a

steel one, shrinks from the labour of scrambling

and hoisting them from the Lohn Kutch into the

Gast Ilaus. In plump, there they are—in the

best inn's best room, yet not a whit preferable to

the last chamber that lodged the
"

great Villiers."

But hark, they whisper,

CHAPTER IX.

I take it for granted that no English traveller

would willingly lay up—unless particularly inn

disposed—at an
Inn. Still less at a German one ;

and least of all at a Prussian public-house, in a

rather private
Prussian village. To be far from

well, and far from well lodged—to be ill, and ill

attended—to be poorly, and poorly fed—to be in

a bad way,
and a bad bed—But let us pull up,

with ideal reins, an imaginary nag,
at such an



outlandish Hostelrie, and take a
peep

at its

"Entertainment for Man and Horse."

Bur-r-r-r-r-rrrr!

The
nag stops as if charmed—and as cool and

comfortable as a cucumber—at least till it is

peppered—for your German is so tender of his

beast that he would hardly allow his greyhound to

turn a hair—

Now then, for a shout; and remember that in

Kleinewinkel, it will serve just as well to
cry

"Boxkeeper!" as
"
Ostler!" but look, there is

some one coming from the inn-door.

'Tis Katchen herself—with her bare head, her

bright blue gown, her scarlet apron—and a huge

rye-loaf under her left arm. Her right hand

grasps
a knife. How plump and pleasant she

looks! and how kindly she smiles at
every body,

including the horse ! But see—she stops, and

shifts the position of the loaf. She
presses it—

as if to sweeten its
sourness—against her soft,

palpitating bosom, the very hemisphere that holds

her maiden heart. And now she begins to cut—

or rather haggle—for the knife is blunt, and the

bread is hard; but she works with good will, and

still hugging the loaf closer and closer to her

comely self, at last severs a liberal slice from the

mass. Nor is she content to merely give it to her



client, but holds it out with her own hand to be

eaten, till the last morsel is taken from among
her

ruddy fingers by the lips of a sweet little

chubby urchin?—no—of our big, bony iron-gray

post-horse!

Now then, Courteous Reader, let us step into

the Stube, or Traveller's Room; and survey
the

fare and the accommodation prepared for us bipeds.

Look at that bare floor—and that dreary stove—

and those smoky dingy walls—and for a night's

lodging, yonder wooden trough—far less desirable

than a shake-down of clean straw.

Then for the victualling, pray taste that Pytha

gorean soup—and that drowned beef—and the

rotten pickle-cabbage—and those terrible Hog

Cartridges—and that lump of white soap,
flavoured

with caraways,
alias ewe-milk cheese—

And now just sip that Essigberger, sharp
and

sour enough to provoke the
"
dura ilia Messorum"

into an Iliac Passion—and the terebinthine Krug

Bier ! Would
jou

not rather dine at the cheapest

ordinary at one, with all its niceties and nastities,

plain cooked in a London cellar ? And for a

night's rest would you
not sooner seek a bed in

the Bedford Nursery? So much for the "Enter

tainment forMan and Horse"—a clear proof, ay, as

clear as the Author's own proof, with the date

under his own hand



Of what, sir?

Why that Dean Swift's visit to Germany—if

ever he did visit Germany—must have been prior

to his inditing the Fourth Voyage of Captain

Lemuel Gulliver,— namely to the Land of the

Houyhnhnms and the Yahoos, where the horses

were better boarded and lodged than mankind.

CHAPTER X.

To return to the afflicted trio— the horrified

Miss Crane, the desolate Ruth, and the writhing

Reverend T. C.—in the small, sordid, smoky,

dark, dingy, dirty, musty, fusty, dusty best room

at the Adler. The most miserable
"

party in a

parlour—"

"'Twas their own faults!" exclaims a shadowy

Personage, with peculiarly hard features—and yet

not harder than they need to be, considering

against how many things, and how violently, she

sets her face. But when did Prejudice ever look

prepossessing ? Never—since the French wore

shoes a la Dryade!

"'Twas their own faults," she cries,
"
for going

abroad. Why couldn't they stay comfortably at

home, at Laburnam House?"

"Lebanon, ma'am."

Well, Lebanon. Or they might have
gone



up the Wye, or up the Thames. I hate the

Rhine. What business had they in Prussia ?

And of course they went through Holland. I

hate flats !"

"Nevertheless, madam, I have visited each of

those countries, and have found much to admire

in both. For example
"

"Oh, pray
don't! I hate to hear

you say
so.

I hate
every body who doesn't hate every thing

foreign."

"Possibly, madam, you
have never been

abroad?"

"Oh, yes
! I once went over to Calais—and

have hated myself ever since. I hate the Con

tinent!"
"For what reason, madam?"

"Pshaw! I hate to give reasons. I hate the

Continent—because it's so large."

"Then you would, perhaps, like one of the

Hebrides?"

"No—I hate the Scotch. But what has that

to do with your
Schoolmistress abroad?—I hate

governesses—and her Reverend sick father with

his ridiculous spasms—I hate Dissenters—They're

not High Church."

"Nay, my dear madam, you
are getting

a little

uncharitable."



"Charity! I hate its name. It's a mere shield

thrown over hateful people. How are we to love

those we like properly, if we don't hate the others?

As the Corsair
says,

'My very love to thee is hate to them.'

But I hate Byron.

"As a man, ma'am, or as an author?"

"Both. But I hate all authors—except Dr.

Johnson."

"True—he liked 'a good hater.'"

"Well, sir, and if he did ! He was quite in

the right, and I hate that Lord Chesterfield for

quizzing him. But he was only a Lord
among

wits. Oh, how I hate the aristocracy!"

"You do, madam!"

"Yes—they have such prejudices. And then

they're so fond of going abroad. Nothing but

going to Paris, Rome, Naples, Old Jerusalem, and

New York—I hate the Americans—don't you?"

"Why, really, madam, your superior discern

ment and nice taste
may discover national bad

qualities that escape less vigilant observers."

"Phoo, phoo—I hate flummery. You know as

well as I do what an American is called—and if

there's one name I hate more than another, it's

Jonathan. But to
go back to Germany, and those



that
go there. Talk of Pilgrims of the Rhine !—

I hate that Bulwer. Yes, they set out, indeed,

like Pilgrim's Progress, and see Lions and Beauti

ful Houses, and want Interpreters, and
spy

at

Delectable Mountains—but there it ends ; for

what with
queer caps

and outlandish blowses—I

hate smock-frocks— they come back hardly like

Christians. There's my
own husband, Mr. P.—

I quite hate to see him!"

"Indeed!"

"Yes—I hate to cast my eyes
on him. He

hasn't had his hair cut these twelvemonths—I

hate long hair—and when he shaves he leaves two

little black tails on his upper lip, and another on

his chin, as if he was real ermine."

"A moustache, madam, is in fashion."

"Yes, and a beard, too, like a Rabbi—but I

hate Jews. And then Mr. P. has learnt to smoke

—I hate smoke—I hate tobacco—and I hate to

be called a Frow—and to be spun
round and

round till I am as sick as a dog—for I hate waltz

ing. Then don't he stink the whole house with

decayed cabbage for his sour crout—I hate Ger

man cookery—and will have oiled melted butter

because they can't help it abroad?—and there's

nothing so hateful as oiled butter. What next?

Why, he won't drink my home-made wine—at



least if I don't call it Hock, or Rude-something,

and give it him in a green glass. I hate such

nonsense. As for conversing, whatever we begin

upon,
if it's Harfordshire, he's sure to get at last

to

the tiptop of Herring-Brightshine—I hate such

rambling. But that's not half so hateful as his

Monomanium."

"His what, madam?"

"Why his hankering so after suicide (I do hate

Charlotte and Werter), that one can't indulge in

the least tiff but he threatens to blow out his

brains !"

"Seriously?"

"Seriously, sir. I hate joking. And then

there are his horrid noises; for since he was in

Germany he fancies that
every body must be

musical—I hate such wholesale notions—and so

sings all day long, without a good note in his

voice. So much for Foreign Touring ! But
pray

go on, sir, with the story of
your Schoolmistress

Abroad. I hate suspense."



CHAPTER XI.

Now the exclamation of Miss Crane—" Gra

cious heavens, Ruth, what a wretched hole!"—

was not a single horse-power too strong for the

occasion. Her first glance round the squalid room

at the Adler convinced her that whatever might

be the geographical distance on the
map,

she was

morally two hundred and thirty-seven thousand

miles from Home. That is to
say,

it was about as

distant as the Earth from the Moon. And truly

had she been transferred, no matter how, to that

Planet, with its no-atmosphere, she could not have

been more out of her element. In fact, she felt

for some moments as if she must sink on the floor

—just as some delicate flower, transplanted into a

strange soil, gives way
in

every green fibre, and

droops to the mould in a vegetable fainting-fit,

from which only time and the watering-pot can

recover it.

Her younger sister, Miss Ruth, was somewhat

less disconcerted. She had by her position the

greater
share in the active duties at Lebanon

House : and under ordinary circumstances, would

not have been utterly at a loss what to do for the

comfort or relief of her parent.
But in every



direction in which her instinct and habits would

have prompted her to look, the materials she

sought were deficient. There was no easy-chair
—

no fire to wheel it to— no cushion to shake

up—no cupboard to
go to—no female friend to

consult—no Miss Parfitt—no Cook—no John to

send for the Doctor. No English—no French

—

nothing but that dreadful
"

Gefallig" or
"
Ja

Wohl"—and the equally incomprehensible
"
Gna

dige Erau!"

As for the Reverend T. C., he sat twisting

about on his hard wooden chair, groaning, and

making ugly faces, as much from peevishness and

impatience as from pain, and indeed sometimes

plainly levelled his grimaces at the simple Ger

mans who stood round, staring at him, it must be

confessed, as unceremoniously as if he had been

only a great fish, gasping and wriggling on dry

land.

In the mean time, his bewildered daughters

held him one by the right hand, the other by the

left, and earnestly watched his changing counte

nance, unconsciously imitating some of its most

violent contortions. It did no good, of course :

but what else was to be done ? In fact, they were

as much puzzled with their patient as a certain

worthy tradesman, when a
poor shattered creature



on a shutter was carried into his Floor-cloth

Manufactory by mistake for the Hospital. The

only thing that occurred to either of the females

was to
oppose every

motion he made,—for fear it

should he
wrong, and accordingly whenever he

attempted to lean towards the right side, they

invariably bent him as much to the left.

"Der herr," said the German coachman, turning

towards Miss Priscilla, with his pipe hanging from

his teeth, and venting a puff of smoke that made

her recoil three steps backward—" Der herr ist

sehr krank."

The last word had occurred so frequently, on

the
organ

of the Schoolmistress, that it had acquired

in her mind some important significance.

"Ruth, what is krank?"

"How should I know," retorted Ruth, with an

asperity apt to accompany
intense excitement and

perplexity.
"
In English, it's a thing that helps to

pull the bell. But look at papa—do help to
sup

port him—you're good for nothing."

"I am indeed," murmured poor
Miss Priscilla,

with a gentle shake of her head, and a low, slow,

sigh of acquiescence. Alas! as she ran over the

catalogue of her accomplishments, the more she

remembered what she could do for her sick parent,

the more helpless and useless she appeared. For



instance, she could have embroidered him a night

cap—

Or netted him a silk purse—

Or plaited him a guard-chain—

Or cut him out a watch-paper—

Or ornamented his braces with bead-work

Or embroidered his waistcoat—

Or worked him a pair of slippers—

Or open-worked his pocket-handkerchief.

She could even—if such an operation would have

been conforting or salutary—have rough-casted

him with shell-work—

Or coated him with red or black seals—

Or encrusted him with blue alum—

Or stuck him all over with coloured wafers—

Or festooned him

But alas! alas! alas! what would it have availed

her poor dear papa
in the spasmodics, if she had

even festooned him, from top to toe, with little

rice-paper roses!

CHAPTER XII.

"Mercy on me!"

[N.B. Not on Me, the Author, but on a little

dwarfish
"

smooth-legged Bantam" of a woman,

with a sharp nose, a shrewish mouth, and a "pair of

very
active black eyes—and withal as brisk and

hustling in her movements as
any Partlet with ten



chicks of her own, and six adopted ones from

another hen.]

"Mercy on me! Why the poor gentleman

would die while them lumpish foreigners and his

two great helpless daughters were looking on ! As

for that Miss Priscilla—she's like a born idiot.

Fancy-work him, indeed! I've no patience—as

if with all her Berlin wools and patterns, she could

fancy-work him into a picture of health. Why

didn't she think of something comforting for his

inside, instead of embellishing his out—something

as would agree,
in lieu of filagree, with his case?

A little good hot brandy-and-water with a grate

of ganger, or some nice red-wine negus with nut
-

meg
and toast—and then get him to bed, and send

off for the doctor. I'll warrant, if I'd been there,

I'd have unspasmed him in no time. I'd have

whipped off his shoes and stockings, and had his

poor
feet in hot water afore he knew where he

was."

"There can be no doubt, ma'am, of the warmth

of your humanity."

"Warmth! it's every thing. I'd have just

given him a touch of the warming-pan, and then

smothered him in blankets. Stick him all over

with little roses ! stuff and nonsense—stick him

into his grave
at once! Miss Crane? Miss Goose,



rather. A
poor helpless Sawney! I wonder

what women come into the world for if it isn't to

be good nusses. For
my part, if he had been my

sick father, I'd have had him on his legs again in

a jiffy—and then he might have got crusty
with

blue alum or whatever else he preferred."

"But madam-"

"Such perfect apathy! Needlework and em

broidery, forsooth!"

"But madam—"

"To have a dying parent before her eyes—and

think of nothing but trimming his jacket!"

"But—"

"A pretty Schoolmistress, truly, to set such an

example to the rising generation! As if she

couldn't have warmed him a soft banning! or given

him a few Lavender Drops, or even got down a

little real Turkey or calcined Henry."
"Of course, madam—or a little Moxon. And

in regard to Conchology."

"Conk what?"

"Or as to Chronology. Could
you have supplied

the Patient with a few prominent dates?"

"Dates! what those stony things—for a
spas

modic stomach!"

"

Are
you really at home in Arrowsmith?"

"
You mean Arrow-root."



"
Are

you
an adept in Butler's Exercises?"

"

What, drawing o' corks?"

"Gould
you critically examine him in his parts

of speech—the rudiments of his native tongue?"

"To be sure I could. And if it was white and

furry, there's fever."

"Are
you acquainted, madam, with Lindley

Murray?"

Why no—I can't say
I am. My own medical

man is Mr. Prodgers."

"In short, could you prepare a mind for refined

intellectual intercourse in future life, with a strict

attention to religious duties?"

"Prepare his mind—religious duties?—Phoo,

phoo! he warn't come to that!"

"Excuse me, I mean to ask, ma'am, whether

you
consider yourself competent to instruct Young

Ladies in all those usual branches of knowledge

and female accomplishments
"

"Me! What me keep a 'Cademy! Why,

I've hardly had any
edecation myself, but was

accomplished in three quarters and a bit over.

Lor, bless you, sir!
I should be as much at sea, as

a finishing-off Governess, as a bear in a boat!"

Exactly, madam.
And just as helpless, useless,

and powerless as you
would be in a school-room,

even so helpless, useless, and powerless was Miss



Crane whenever she happened to be out of one.—

Yea, as utterly flabbergasted when out of her own

element, as a Jelly Fish on Brighton beach!

CHAPTER XIII.

Relief at last!

It was honest Hans the hired Coachman, with

a glass of something in his hand, which after a

nod towards the Invalid, to signify the destination

of the dose, he held out to Miss Priscilla, at the

same time uttering certain gutterals, as if asking

her approval of the prescription.

"Ruth—what is Snaps?"

"Take it and smell it," replied Miss Ruth, still

with some asperity, as if annoyed at the imbecility

of her senior: but secretly worried by her own

deficiency in the tongues. The truth is, that the

native who taught French with the Parisian accent

at Lebanon House, the Italian Mistress in the

Prospectus, and Miss Ruth who professed English

Grammar and Poetry, were all one and the same

person: not to name a lady, not so distinctly put

forward, who was supposed to know a little of the

language which is spoken at Berlin. Hence her

annoyance.

"Ithink," said Miss Priscilla, holding the



wine-glass at a discreet distance from her nose,

and rather prudishly sniffing the liquor, "it

appears
to me that it is some sort of foreign G."

So saying, she prepared to return the dram to

the kindly Kutscher, but her professional delicacy

instinctively shrinking from too intimate contact

with the hand of the strange man, she contrived

to let go of
the glass a second or two before he got

hold of it, and the Schnaps fell, with a crash, to

the ground.

The introduction of the cordial had, however,

served to direct the mind of Miss Ruth to the

propriety of procuring some refreshment for the

sufferer. He certainly ought to have something,

she said, for he was getting quite
faint. What the

something ought to be was a question of more

difficulty—but the scholastic memory
of Miss

Priscilla at last supplied a suggestion.

"What do you think, Ruth, of a little horc

hound tea?"

"Well, ask for it," replied Miss Ruth, not

indeed from any
faith in the efficacy of the article,

but because it was as likely to be obtained for the

asking for—in English—as any thing else. And

truly, when Miss Crane made the experiment, the

Germans, one and all, man and woman, shook

their heads at the remedy, but
seemed unani

mously to recommend a certain something else.



"Ruth—what is forstend nix?"

But Ruth was silent.

"They all
appear

to think very highly of it,

however," continued Miss Priscilla,
"
and I should

like to know where to find it."

"It will be in the kitchen, if any where," said

Miss Ruth, while the invalid—whether from a

fresh access of pain, or only at the tantalizing

nature of the discussion—gave a low groan.

"My poor
dear papa! He will sink—he will

perish from exhaustion!" exclaimed the terrified

Miss Priscilla; and with a desperate resolution,

quite foreign to her nature, she volunteered on

the forlorn hope, and snatching up a candle, made

her
way

without thinking of the impropriety

into the strange kitchen. The House-wife and

her maid slowly followed the Schoolmistress, and

whether from national phlegm or intense curiosity,

or both together, offered neither help nor hin

derance to the foreign lady, but stood by, and

looked on at her operations.

And here be it noted, in order to properly

estimate the difficulties which lay in her path, that

the Governess had no distinct recollection of

having ever been in a kitchen in the course of her

life. It was a Terra Incognita—a place of which

she literally knew less than of Japan. Indeed,

the laws, customs, ceremonies, mysteries, and



utensils of the kitchen were more strange to

her than those of the Chinese. For aught she

knew the Cook herself was the dresser; and a

rolling-pin might have a head at one end and a

sharp point at the other. The Jack, according to

Natural History, was a fish. The Hour-tub, as

Botany suggested, might contain an Orange-tree,

and the range might be that of the Barometer.

As to the culinary works, in which almost every

female dabbles, she had never dipped into one of

them, and knew no more how to boil an egg
than

if she had been the Hen that laid it, or the Cock

that cackled over it. Still a natural turn for the

art, backed by a good bright fire, might
have sur

mounted her rawness.

But Miss Crane was none of those natural

geniuses in the art who can extemporize Flint

Broth—and toss up something out of nothing at

the shortest notice. It is doubtful if, with the

whole Midsummer holidays before her, she could

successfully have undertaken a pancake—or have

got up
even a hasty-pudding without a quarter's

notice. For once, however, she was impelled by

the painful exigency of the
hour to test her ability,

and finding certain ingredients to her hand, and

subjecting them to the best or simplest process

that occurred to her, in due time she returned,



cup in hand, to the sick room, and proffered to her

poor dear
papa the result of her first maiden

effort in cookery.

"What is it?" asked Ruth, naturally curious,

as well as anxious as to the nature of so novel an

experiment.

"Pah! puh! poof—phew ! chut!" spluttered

the Reverend T. C., unceremoniously getting rid

of the first spoonful of the mixture. It's paste—

common paste!"

THE PASTE-RY COOK



CHAPTER XIV.

Poor Miss Crane!

The failure of her first little culinary experi

ment reduced her again to despair. If there be

not already a Statue of Disappointment, she would

have served for its model. It would have melted

an Iron Master to have seen her with her eyes

fixed intently on the unfortunate cup
of paste, as

if asking herself, mentally, was it possible that

what she had prepared with such pains for the

refreshment of a sick parent, was only fit for

what?—Why, for the false tin stomach of a

healthy bill sticker!

Dearly as she rated her professional accomplish

ments and acquirements,
I verily believe that at

that cruel moment she would have given up
all

her consummate skill in Fancy Work, to have

known how to make a basin of gruel! Proud as

she was of her embroidery, she would have

exchanged her cunning in it for that of the

plainest cook,—for oh! of what avail her Tent

Stitch, Chain Stitch, German Stitch, or Satin

Stitch, to relieve or soothe a suffering father,

afflicted with back stitch, front stitch, side stitch,

and cross stitch into the bargain?

Nay, of what use was her solider knowledge?—



for example, in History, Geography, Botany, Con

chology, Geology, and Astronomy ? Of what

effect was it that she knew the scientific names

for coal and slate,—or what comfort that she

could tell him how
many stars there are in

Cassiopeia's Chair whilst he was twisting with

agony on a hard wooden one ?

"It's no use talking!" exclaimed Miss Ruth,

after a long silence,
"
we must have medical

advice!"

But how to obtain it? To call in even an

apothecary, one must call in his own language,
and the two sisters between them did not

possess

German enough, High or Low, to call for a

Doctor's boy. The hint, however, was not lost

on the Reverend T. C., who, with a perversity
not unusual, seemed to think that he could dimi

nish his own sufferings by inflicting pain on those

about him. Accordingly, he no sooner overheard

the wish for a Doctor, than with renewed moan

ings and contortions he muttered the name of

a drug that he felt sure would relieve him. But

the physic was as difficult to
procure as the phy

sician. In vain Miss Ruth turned in succession

to the Host, the Hostess, the Maid, the Waiter,
and Hans the Coachman, and to each, separately,

repeated the word "Ru-bub." The Host, the



Hostess, the Maid, the Waiter, and Hans the

Coachman, only shook their heads in concert, and

uttered in chorus the old "forstend nicht."

"Oh, I clo wish," exclaimed Miss Crane, with

a tone and a gesture of the keenest self-reproach,

"how I do wish that I had brought Buchan's

Domestic Medicine abroad with me, instead of

Thomson's Seasons!"

"And of what use would that have been with

out the medicine-chest ?
"

asked Miss Ruth;
"
for

I don't pretend to write prescriptions in German."

"That's very true," said Miss Crane, with a

long deep sigh—whilst the sick man, from pain

or wilfulness, Heaven alone knew which—gave a

groan,
so terrific that it startled even the phleg

matic Germans.

"My papa!—my poor
dear papa!" shrieked

the agitated governess;
and with some confused

notions of a fainting-fit—for he had closed his

eyes,—and still conscious of a cup
in her hand,

though not of its contents, she chucked the paste—

that twice unfortunate paste !—into the face of her

beloved parent!



CHAPTER XV.

"And serve him right too!" cries the little

smart bantamlike woman already introduced to the

Courteous Reader. "An old good-for-nothing !

to sham worse than he was, and play on the tender

feelings of two affectionate daughters! I'd have

pasted him myself if he had been fifty fathers!

Not that I think a bit the better of that Miss

Crane, who after all, did not do it on
purpose.

She's as great a gawky as ever. To think with all

her schooling she couldn't get a doctor fetched for

the old gentleman!"

"But, my dear madam, she was ignorant of the

language."

"Ignorant of fiddlesticks ! How do the deaf

and dumb people do? If she couldn't talk to the

Germans she might have made signs."

Impossible! Pray remember that Miss Crane

was a schoolmistress, and of the ancien regime, in

whose code all face-making, posturing, and gesti

culations, were high crimes and misdemeanors.

Many a little Miss Gubbins or Miss Wiggins she

had punished with an extra task, if not with the

rod itself, for nodding, winking, or talking with

their fingers; and is it likely that she would
per

sonally have had recourse to signs and signals for



which she had punished her pupils with such

severity? Do you
think that with her rigid

notions of propriety, and her figure, she would

ever have stooped to what she would have called

buffoonery?

"Why to be sure, if you
haven't high-coloured

her picture she is starched and frumpish enough,

and only fit for a place among
the wax-work!"

And besides, supposing physiognomical expres

sion as well as gesticulation to be included in

sign-making, this Silent Art requires study and

practice, and a peculiar talent ! Pray did
you

ever see Grimaldi?

"What, Joey? Did I ever see Lonnon! Did

I ever go
to the Wells!"

O rare Joe Grimaldi! Great as was my
ad

miration of the genius of that inimitable clown,

never, never did it rise to its true pitch till I had

been cast all abroad in a foreign country without

any knowledge of its language ! To the richness

of his fun—to his wonderful agility—to his unique

singing and his grotesque dancing, I perhaps had

done ample justice—but never, till
I had broken

down in fifty pantomimical attempts
of my own—

nay,
in twice fifty experiments in dumb show—

did I properly appreciate his extraordinary power

of making himself understood without being on



speaking terms with his
company.

His perform

ance was never, like mine, an Acted Riddle. A

living Telegraph, he never failed in conveying his

intelligence, but signalled it with such distinct

ness, that his meaning was visible to the dullest

capacity.

"And
your

own attempts in the line, sir?"

Utter failures. Often and often have I
gone

through as
many physical manoeuvres as the Eng

lishman in
"

Rabelais," who argued by signs ; but

constantly without explaining my meaning, and

consequently without obtaining my object. From

all which, my
dear madam, I have derived this

moral, that he who visits a foreign country, with

out knowing the language, ought to be prepared

beforehand either to act like a Clown, or to look

like a Fool.

CHAPTER XVI.

IT was a good-natured act of honest Hans the

coachman—and especially after the treatment of

his Schnapps—but seeing the Englishers at a dead

lock, and partly guessing at the cause of their

distress— he quietly went to the stable, saddled

one of his own horses, and rode off in
quest of a

medical man. Luckily he soon met with the



personage
he wanted, whom with great satisfac

tion he ushered into the little, dim, dirty parlour

at the Black Eagle, and introduced, as well as he

could, to the Foreigners in Distress.

Now the Physician who regularly visited at

Lebanon House, was, of course, one of the Old

School ; and in correctness of costume and
pro

fessional formality was scarcely inferior to the

immaculate lady who presided over that establish

ment. There was no mistaking him, like some

modern practitioners, for a merchant or a man

about town. He was as carefully made up
as a

prescription—and between the customary sables,

and a Chesterfieldian courtesy, appeared as a

Doctor of the old school always used to do—like

a piece of sticking-plaster—black, polished, and

healing.

Judge then, of the horror and amazement of

the Schoolmistress, when she saw before her a

great clumsy-built M.D. enveloped
in a huge gray

cloak, with a cape
that fell below his elbows, and

his head covered with what she had always under

stood was a jockey-cap!

"Gracious Heaven!—why, he s a horse-doctor.

"Doctor?—ja wohi," said Hans, with a score ot

affirmative little nods ; and then he added the

professional grade
of the party,

which happened



to be one of a most uncouth sound to an English

ear.

"Ruth, what's a medicine rat!"

"Lord knows," answered Miss Ruth, "the

language is as barbarous as the people!"

In the mean time the Medicin Rath threw off

his huge cloak and displayed a costume equally at

variance with Miss Crane's notions of the proper

uniform of his order. No black coat, no black

smalls, no black silk stockings—why, any under

taker in London would have looked more like a

doctor! His coat was a bright brown frock, his

waistcoat as
gay

and variegated as her own favo

rite parterre of larkspurs, and his trowsers of plum

colour! Of her own accord she would not have

called him in to a juvenile chicken-pock or a

nettlerash—and there he was to treat full
grown

spasms
in an adult!

"Je suis medecin, monsieur, a votre service,"

said the stranger, in French more guttural than

nasal, and with a bow to the sick gentleman.
"

Mais, docteur," hastily interposed Miss Ruth,
"
vous êtes un docteur a cheval."

This translation of "horse-doctor" being per

fectly unintelligible to the German, he again ad

dressed himself to his patient, and proceeded to

feel his pulse.



"Papa is subject to
spasms

in his chest,"

explained Miss Crane.

"Pshaw— nonsense!" whined the Reverend

T. C., "they're in
my

stomach."

"They're in his stomach," repeated Miss Crane,

delicately laying her own hand, by way
of expla

nation, on her sternum.

"Monsieur a mangé du diner?"

"

Only a little beef," said Miss Crane, who

"
understood" French but "did not speak it."

"Settlement un petit bœuf," translated Miss

Ruth, who spoke French but did not under

stand it.

"Oui—c'est une indigestion, sans doute, said

the Doctor.

CHAPTER XVII.

Hark!—

"It's shameful! abominable! atrocious! It's

a skit on all the schoolmistresses—a wicked libel

on the whole profession!"

"But my
dear Mrs.——"

"Don't 'dear' me, sir! I consider myseit

personally insulted, "Manger
un petty boof!

As

if a governess
couldn't speak better French than

that! Why, it means eating a little bullock!"



"Precisely. Bœuf, singular, masculine, a bul

ock or ox."

"Ridiculous! And from one of the heads of

a seminary! Why, sir, not to speak of myself or

the teachers, I have a pupil at Prospect House,

and only twelve
years of age, who speaks French

like a native."

"Of where, madam?"

"Of where, sir?—why of all France to be sure,

and Paris in particular!"

"And with the true accent?"

"Yes, sir, with all the accents—sharp, grave,

and circumbendibus—I should have said circum

flex, hut you have put me in a fluster. French!

why it's the corner-stone of female education.

It's universal, sir, from her ladyship down to her

cook. We could neither dress ourselves nor our

dinners without it ! And that the Miss Cranes

know French I am morally certain, for I have

seen it in their Prospectus."

"No doubt of it, madam. But
you are of

course aware that there are two sorts—French

French and English French—and which are as

different in quality as the foreign cogniac and the

British Brandy."

"I know nothing about ardent spirits, sir.

And as to the French language, I am acquainted



with only one sort, and that is what is taught at

Prospect House—at three guineas a quarter."

"And do all
your young ladies, ma'am, turn

out such proficients in the language as the little

prodigy you
have just mentioned?"

"Proficient, sir?—they can't help it in my

establishment. Let me see—there's Chambaud

on Mondays
—Wanostrocht on Wednesdays

—

Telemaque on Fridays, and the French mark

every day in the week."

"Madam, I have no doubt of the excellence of

your system. Nevertheless it is quite true that

the younger
Miss Crane made use of the very

phrase which I have quoted. And what is more,

when the doctor called on his patient the next

morning, he was treated with quite as bad lan

guage.
For example, when he inquired after her

papa—

"Il est très mauvais," replied Miss Ruth with a

desponding shake of her head. "Il a avalé son

médécin,—et il n'est pas mieux."

CHAPTER XVIII.

To return to the sick chamber.

Imagine the Rev. T. C. still sitting and moan

ing in his uneasy chair, the disconsolate Miss



Crane helplessly watching the parental grimaces,

and the perplexed Miss Ruth standing in a brown

study, with her eyes intently fixed on a sort of

overgrown child's crib, which occupied one dark

corner of the dingy apartment.

"It's
very well," she muttered to herself, "for

a foreign doctor to
say

"laissez le coucher, but

where is he to coucher?" Not surely in that little

crib of a thing, which will only add the cramp
in

his
poor legs to the

spasms
in his

poor
stomach!

The Mother of Invention was however at her

elbow, to suggest an expedient, and in a trice the

bedding was dragged from the bedstead and

spread upon
the floor. During this manoeuvre

Miss Crane of course only looked on: she had

never in her life made a bed, even in the regular

way,
and the touzling of a shakedown on the bare

boards was far too Margery Dawish an operation

for her precise nature to be concerned in. More

over, her thoughts were fully occupied by a

question infallibly associated with a strange bed,

namely, whether it had been aired. A specula

tion which had already occurred to her sister, but

whose more practical mind was busy in contriving

how to get at the warming-pan. But in vain she

asked for it by name of
every German, male or

female, in the room, and as vainly she sought for



the utensil in the inn kitchen, and quite as vainly

might she have hunted for it throughout the

village, seeing that no such article had ever been

met with by the oldest inhabitant. As a last

resource she caught up
a walking-stick, and

thrusting one end under the blanket, endeavoured

pantomimically to imitate a chambermaid in the act

of warming a bed. But alas! she
"
took nothing

by her motion"— the Germans only turned

towards each other, and shrugging their shoulders

and grinning, remarked in their own tongue,

"What droll people they were those Englishers!"

The sensitive imagination of Miss Crane had in

the interim conjured up new and more delicate

difficulties and necessities, amongst which the

services of a chamberlain were not the least

urgent.
"
Who was to put her papa

to bed ?

Who was to undress him?" But from this per

plexity she was unexpectedly delivered by that

humble friend in need, honest Hans, who no

sooner saw the bed free from the walking-stick,

than without any bidding, and in spite of the

resistance of the patient, he fairly stripped him to

his shirt, and then taking him
up

in his arms, like

a baby, deposited him, willy nilly, in the nest that

had been prepared for him.

The females, daring the first of these opera-



tions, retired to the kitchen—but not without a

certain order in their going. Miss Crane went

off simultaneously with the coat—her sister with

the waistcoat, and the hostess and the maid with

the smallclothes and the shoes and stockings.

And when, after a due and decent interval, the

two governesses returned to the sick chamber,—

for both had resolved on sitting up
with the

invalid—lo ! there lay the Reverend T. C., regu

larly littered down by the coachman with a truss

of clean straw to eke out the bedding,—no longer

writhing or moaning—but between surprise and

anger
as still and silent as if his groans

had been

astonished away
like the "hiccups!"

You
may

take a horse to the water, however,

but
you

cannot make him drink,—and even thus,

the sick man, though bedded perforce, refused

obstinately to
go to sleep.

"Et monsieur a bien dormi?" inquired the

German doctor the next morning.

"Pas un—" begun Miss Crane, but she ran

aground for the next word, and was obliged to

anneal to the linguist of Lebanon House.

"Ruth—what's a wink?"

"I don't know," replied Miss Ruth, who was ab

sorbed in some active
process. "Do itwith jour eye."

The idea of winking at a strange gentleman



was however so obnoxious to all the school

mistress's notions of propriety that she at once

resigned the explanation to her sister, who accord

ingly informed the physician that her "pauvre père

n'avoit pas
dormi un mo^eau toute

la nuit longue,"

BAD FRENCH.



CHAPTER XIX.

"Stop, sir! Pray change the subject. By

your
leave we have had quite enough of bad

French."

As
you please, madam—and as the greatest

change I can devise, you shall now have a little bad

English. Please, then, to lend
your attention to

Monsieur De Bourg—the subject of his discourse

ought indeed to be of some interest to
you,

namely, the education of
your

own sex in
your

own country.

"Well, sir, and what does he
say

of it?"

Listen, and
you

shall hear. Proceed, Mon

sieur.

"Sare, I shall tell you my impressions when I

am come first from Paris to London. De English

Ladies, I say
to myself, must be de most best

educate women in de whole world. Dere is

schools for dem
every wheres—in a hole and in a

corner. Let me take some walks in de Faux

bourgs, and what do I see all round myself?

When I look dis
way

I see on a white house's

front a large bord wid some gilded letters, which

say Seminary for Young Ladies. When I look

dat way, at a big red house, I see anoder bord



which
say Establishment for Young Ladies by

Miss Someones. And when I look up
at a little

house, at a little window, over a barber-shop, I

read on a paper
Ladies School. Den I see

Prospect House, and Grove House, and de Manor

House—so many
I cannot call dem names, and

also all schools for de
young

females. Day

Schools besides. And in
-my walks, always I

meet some Schools of Young Ladies, eight, nine,

ten times in one day, making dere promenades,

two and two and two. Den I come home to
my

lodging's door, and below the knocker I see one

letter—I open it, and I find a Prospectus of a

Lady School. By and bye I say
to my landlady,

where is
your

oldest of daughters, which used to

bring to me
my breakfast, and she tell me she is

gone
out a governess.

Next she notice me I

must quit my appartement.
What for I

say.

What have I done? Do I not pay you
all right

like a weekly man of honour ? O certainly,

mounseer, she say, you
are a gentleman quite,

and no mistakes—but I wants my
whole of my

house to myself for to set it up
for a Lady School.

Noting but Lady Schools!—and de widow of de

butcher have one more over de street. Bless my

soul and my body, I say
to myself, dere must be

nobody born'd in London except leetie girls!"



CHAPTER XX.

There is a certain
poor word in the English

language which of late
years has been exceedingly

ill-used—and it must be said, by those who ought
to have known better.

To the disgrace of our colleges, the word in

question was first perverted from its real signifi
cance at the

very head-quarters of learning. The

initiated, indeed, are aware of its local sense,—

but who knows what cost and inconvenience the

duplicity of the term
may have caused to the more

ignorant members of the community? Just ima

gine, for instance, a plain, downright Englishman
who calls a spade a spade,—induced perhaps by
the facilities of the

railroads—making a summer

holiday, and repairing to Cambridge or Oxford,

may be with his whole family, to see he does not

exactly know what—whether a Collection of Pic

tures, Wax-Work, Wild Beasts, Wild Indians, a

Fat Ox, or a Fat Child—but at
any rate an

"Exhibition!"

More recently the members of the faculty have

taken it into their heads to misuse the unfortu

nate word, and by help of its misapplication, are

continually promising to the ear what the druggists

really perform to the
eye—namely, to "exhibit"



their medicines. If the Doctors talked of hiding

them, the phrase would be more
germane to the

act: for it would be difficult to conceal a little

Pulv. Rhei—Magnes. sulphat.—or tinct. jalapse,

more effectually than by throwing it into a man's or

woman's stomach. And pity it is that the term

has not amongst medical men a more literal signi

ficance; for it is certain that in
many diseases,

and especially of the hypocondriac class—it is cer

tain, I say, that if the practitioner actually made

"a show" of his materiel, the patient would recover

at the mere sight of the
"
Exhibition."

This was precisely the case with the Rev. T. C.

Had he fallen into the hands of a Homceopathist

with his infinitesimal doses, only fit to be exhibited

like the infinitesimal insects through a solar micros

cope,
his

recovery
would have been hopeless.

But his better fortune provided otherwise. The

German Medecin Rath, who prescribed for him,

was in theory diametrically opposed to Hahne

mann, and in his tactics he followed Napoleon,

whose leading principle was to bring masses of

all arms, horse, foot, and artillery, to bear on a

given point. In accordance with this system, he

therefore prescribed so liberally that the following

articles were in a very
short time comprised in his

"Exhibition:"



A series of powders to be taken every
two

hours.

A set of draughts, to wash down the powders.

A box of pills.

A bag full of certain herbs for fomentations.

A large blister, to be put between the shoul

ders.

Twenty leeches, to be applied to the stomach.

As Macheath sings, "a terrible show!"—but the

doctor, in common with his countrymen,
enter

tained some rather exaggerated notions as to

English habits, and our general addiction to high

feeding and fast living—an impression that mate

rially aggravated the treatment.

"He must be a horse-doctor!" thought Miss

Crane, as she looked over the above articles—at

any
rate she resolved—as if governed by the

pro

portion of four legs to two—that her parent should

only take one half of each dose that was ordered.

But even these reduced quantities were too much

for the Rev. T. C. The first instalment he swal

lowed—the second he smelt, and the third he

merely looked at. To tell the truth, he was fast

transforming from a Malade Imaginaire, into a

Malade Malgre Lui. In short, the cure proceeded

with the rapidity of a Ilohenlohe miracle— a

result the doctor did not fail to attribute to the



energy of his measures, at the same time resolving
that the next English patient he might catch

should be subjected to the same decisive treatment.

Heaven keep the half, three quarters, and whole

lengths ofmy dear countrymen and countrywomen

from his Exhibitions!

His third visit to the Englishers at the Adler

was his last. He found the Convalescent in his

travelling dress,—Miss Ruth engaged in packing,

— and the Schoolmistress writing the letter which

was to prepare
Miss Parfitt for the speedy return

of the family party to Lebanon House. It was of

course a busy time ; and the Medecin Rath speedily

took his fees and his leave.

There remained only the account to settle with

the landlord of the Adler; and as English families

rarely stopped at that wretched inn, the amount

of the bill was quite as extraordinary. Never was

there such a realization of the
"

large reckoning in

a little room."

"Well, I must say," murmured the Schoolmis

tress, as the coach rumbled off towards home,
"
I

do wish we had reached Gotha, that I might have

got my
shades of wool."

"Humph!" grunted the Rev. T. C., still sore

from the recent disbursement. "They went out for

wool, and they returned
shorn."



"We went abroad for pleasure," grumbled Miss

Ruth, "and have met with nothing but pain and

trouble."

"And some instruction too," said Miss Crane,

with even more than her usual gravity.
"
For my

own part I have met with a lesson that has taught

me
my

own unfitness for a Governess. For I

cannot think that a style of education which has

made me so helpless and useless as a daughter, can

be the
proper one for young

females who are here

after to become wives and mothers, a truth that

every
hour has impressed on me since I have been

a Schoolmistress Abroad."

A MORNING THOUGHT.

No more, no more will I resign

My couch so warm and soft,

To trouble trout with hook and line,

That will not spring aloft.

With larks appointments one
may

fix

To greet the dawning skies,

But hang the getting up
at six,

For fish that will not rise!



NO!

No sun—no moon!

No morn—no noon—

No dawn—no dusk—no proper
time of day—

No sky—no earthly view—

No distance looking blue—

No road—no street—no "t'other side the way"—

No end to
any

Row—

No indications where the Crescents go—

No top to
any steeple—

No recognitions of familiar people—

No courtesies for showing 'em —

No knowing 'em!—

No travelling at all—no locomotion,

No inkling of the way—no
notion—

"No go"—by land or ocean—

No mail—no post—

No news from any foreign
coast—

No Park—no Ring—no afternoon gentility—

No company—no nobility—



No warmth, no cheerfulness, no healthful ease,

No comfortable feel in any
member—

No shade, no shine, no butterflies, no bees,

No fruits, no flow'rs, no leaves, no birds,

November!



THE TOWER OF LAHNECK:

A ROMANCE.

AMONGST the
many

castled crags
on the banks

of the Rhine, one of the most picturesque is the

ruin of Lahneck, perched on a conical rock, close

to that beautiful little river the Lahn. The Castle

itself is a venerable fragment, with one lofty tower

rising far above the rest of the building—a charac

teristic feature of a feudal stronghold—being in

fact the Observatory of the Robber-Baron, whence

he watched, not the motions of the heavenly bodies,

but the movements of such earthly ones as might

afford him a booty, or threaten him with an

assault. And truly, Lahneck is said to have been

the residence of an order of Teutonic Knights

exactly matching in number the famous band of

Thieves in the Arabian Tale.

However, when the sun sets in a broad blaze

behind the heights of Capellen, and the fine ruin

of Stolzenfels on the opposite banks of the Rhine,

its last rays always linger on the lofty tower of



Lahneck. Many a time, while standing rod in

hand on one or other of the brown rocks which,

narrowing the channel of the river, form a small

rapid, very favourable to the fisherman—many a

time have I watched the rich warm light burning

beaconlike on the
very

summit of that solitary

tower, whilst all the river lay beneath in deepest

shadow, save the golden circles that marked where

a fish rose to the surface, or the bright corruscations

made by the screaming swallow as it sportively

dipped its wing in the dusky water, like a
gay

friend breaking in on the cloudy reveries of a

moody mind. And as these natural lights faded

away,
the artificial ones of the village of Lahnstein

began to twinkle—the glowing windows ofDuquet's

hospitable pavilion, especially, throwing across the

stream a series of dancing reflections that shone

the brighter for the sombre shadows of a
massy

clustre of acacias in the tavern-garden. Then the

myriads of chafers, taking to wing, filled the air

with droning—whilst the lovely fire-flies with their

fairy lamps began to flit across
my homeward path,

or hovered from osier to osier, along the calm

waterside. But a truce to these personal reminis

cences.

It was on a fine afternoon, towards the close of

May, 1830, that two ladies began slowly to climb



the winding path which leads through a wild

shrubbery to the ruined Castle of Lahneck. They

were unaccompanied by any person of the other

sex; but such rambles are less perilous for unpro

tected females in that country than in our own—

and they had enjoyed several similar excursions

without accident or offence. At
any rate,

to judge

from their leisurely steps, and the cheerful tone of

their voices, they apprehended no more danger

than might accrue to a
gauze

or a ribbon from an

overhanging branch or a stray bramble. The

steepness of the ascent forced them occasionally to

halt to take breath, but they stopped quite as fre

quently to gather the wild flowers, and especially

the sweet valley lilies, there so abundant—to look

up
at the time-stained Ruin from a new point, or

to comment on the beauties of the scenery.

The elder of the ladies spoke in English, to

which her companion replied in the same language,

but with a foreign accent, and occasional idioms,

that belonged to another tongue. In fact, she was

a native of Germany, whereas the other was one

of those many
thousands of British travellers whom

the long peace,
the steamboat, and the poetry of

Byron had tempted to visit the "blue and arrowy"

river. Both were young, handsome,
and accom

plished; but the Fraulein Von B. was unmarried;



whilst Mrs.—was a wife and a mother, and

with her husband and her two children had occu

pied for some weeks a temporary home within the

walls of Coblenz. It was in this city that a friend

ship had been formed between the German Girl

and the fair Islander—the gentle pair who were

now treading so freely and fearlessly under the

walls of a Castle where womanly beauty might

formerly have ventured as safely as the doe near

the den of the lion. But those days are happily

gone by—the dominion of Brute Force is over—

and the Wild Baron who doomed his victims to the

treacherous abyss, has dropped into an Oubliette

as dark and as deep as his own.

At last the two ladies gained the summit of the

mountain, and for some minutes stood still and

silent, as if entranced by the beauty of the scene

before them. There are elevations at which the

mind loses breath as well as the body—and pants

too thickly with thought upon thought to find

ready utterance. This was especially the case with

the Englishwoman, whose cheek flushed, while her

eyes glistened with tears; for the soul is touched

by beauty as well as melted by kindness, and here

Nature was lavish of both—at once charming,

cheering, and refreshing her with a magnificent

prospect, the brightest of sunshine, and the



balmiest air. Her companion, in the meantime,

was almost as taciturn, merely uttering the names

of the places—Ober-Lahnstein—Capellen—Stol

zenfels—Nieder-Lahnstein—St. John's Church—

to which she successively pointed with her little

white finger. Following its direction, the other

lady slowly turned round, till her eyes rested on
the

Castle itself, but she was too near to see the ruin

to advantage, and her neck ached
as she strained it

to look up
at the lofty tower which rose almost

from her feet. Still she continued to gaze upward,

till her indefinite thoughts grew
into a wish that

she could ascend to the top, and thence, as if

suspended in air, enjoy an uninterrupted view of

the whole horizon. It was with delight, therefore,

that on turning an angle of the wall she discovered

a low open
arch which admitted her to the in

terior, where, after a little groping, she perceived

a flight of stone steps, winding, as far as the eye

could trace, up
the massy

walls.

The staircase, however, looked very dark, or

rather dismal, after the bright sunshine she had

just quitted, but the whim of the moment, the

spirit of adventure
and curiosity, induced her to

proceed, although
her companion, who

was more

phlegmatic, started
several difficulties and doubts

as to the practicability of the
ascent. There were,



however, no obstacles to surmount beyond the

gloom, some trifling heaps of rubbish, and the

fatigue ofmounting so many gigantic steps. But

this weariness was richly repaid, whenever through

an occasional loophole she caught a sample of the

bright blue sky, and which like samples in general

appeared of a far more intense and beautiful

colour than
any

she had ever seen in the whole

piece. No, never had heaven seemed so heavenly,

or earth so lovely, or water so clear and pure, as

through those narrow apertures—never had she

seen
any

views so charming as those exquisite

snatches of landscape, framed by the massive

masonry into little cabinet pictures, of a few inches

square—so small, indeed, that the two friends,

pressed cheek to cheek, could only behold them

with one
eye apiece! The Englishwoman knew

at least a dozen of such tableaux, to be seen

through particular loopholes in certain angles of

the walls of Coblenz—but these "pictures of the

Lahneck gallery," as she termed them, tran

scended them all! Nevertheless it cost her a sigh
to reflect how

many forlorn captives, languishing

perhaps within those
very walls, had been con

fined to such glimpses of the world without—nay,
whose

every prospect on this side the
grave had

been framed in stone. But such thoughts soon



pass away from the minds of the
young,

the

healthy, and the happy, and the next moment the

fair moralist was challenging the echoes to join with

her in a favourite air. Now and then indeed the

song abruptly stopped, or the voice quavered on a

wrong note, as a fragment of mortar rattled down

to the basement, or a disturbed bat rustled from its

lurking-place, or the air breathed through a crevice

with a sound so like the human sigh, as to revive

her melancholy fancies. But these were transient

terrors, and only gave
rise to peals of light-hearted

merriment, that were mocked by laughing voices

from each angle of the walls.

At last the toilsome ascent was safely accom

plished, and the two friends stood together on the

top of the tower, drawing a long, delicious breath

of the fresh free air. For a time they were both

dazzled to blindness by the sudden change from

gloom to sunshine, as well as dizzy from the un

accustomed height; but these effects soon wore

off, and the whole splendid panorama,—variegated

with mountains, valleys, rocks, castles, chapels,

spires, towns, villages, vineyards, corn-fields, forests,

and rivers, was revealed to the delighted sense.

As the Englishwoman had anticipated, her
eye

could now travel unimpeded round the entire

horizon, which it did again and again and again,



while her lips kept repeating all the superlatives of

admiration.

"It is mine Faderland," murmured the German

girl with a natural tone of triumph in the beauty

of her native country. "Speak—did I not well to

persuade you
to here, by little bits, and little bits,

instead of a stop at Horcheim?"

"You did indeed, my dear Amanda. Such a

noble prospect would well
repay

a much longer

walk."

"Look!—see—dere is Rhense—and de Marx

berg"—but the finger was pointed in vain, for the

eyes it would have guided continued to look in

the opposite direction across the Lahn.

"Is it possible, from here," inquired the English

woman, "to see Coblenz?"

Instead of answering this question, the German

girl looked
up archly in the speaker's face, and

then smiling and nodding her head, said slily,

"Ah, you do think of a somebody at home!"

"I was thinking of him indeed," replied the

other, "and regretting that he is not at this

moment by my side to enjoy—"

She stopped short—for at that instant a tre

mendous peal, as of the nearest thunder, shook

the tower to its
very foundation. The German

shrieked, and the ever ready "Ach Gott!" burst



from her quivering lips; but the Englishwoman

neither stirred nor spoke, though her cheek turned

of the hue of death. Some minds are much more

apprehensive than others, and hers was unusually

quick in its conclusions,—the thought passed from

cause to
consequence

with the rapidity of the

voltaic spark. Ere the sound had done rumbling,

she knew the nature of the calamity as distinctly

as if an evil spirit had whispered it in her ear.

Nevertheless, an irresistible impulse, that dreadful

attraction which draws us in spite of ourselves to

look on what is horrible and approach to the
very

verge
of danger, impelled her to seek the very

sight she most feared to encounter. Her mind

indeed recoiled, but her limbs, as by a volition

superior to her own, dragged her to the brink of

the abyss she had prophetically painted, where the

reality presented itself with a startling resemblance

to the ideal picture.

Yes, there yawned that dark chasm, unfathom

able by the human eye,
a great gulf fixed—perhaps

eternally fixed—between herself and the earth,

with all it contained of most dear and precious to

the heart of a wife and a mother. Three—only

the three uppermost steps
of the gigantic staircase

still remained in their place, and even these as

she gazed at them suddenly plunged into the



dreary void; and after an interval which indicated

the frightful depth they had to plumb, reached the

bottom with a crash that was followed by a roll of

hollow echoes from the subterranean vaults!

As the sound ceased, the Englishwoman turned

away, with a
gasp

and a visible shudder, from the

horrid chasm. It was with the utmost difficulty
that she had mastered a mechanical inclination to

throw herself after the falling mass— an impulse

very commonly induced by the unexpected

descent of a large body from our own level. But

what had she gained? Perhaps but a more lin

gering and horrible fate—a little more time to

break her heart in—so
many more wretched hours

to lament for her lost treasures—her cheerful

home—her married felicity—her maternal joys,
and to look with unavailing yearnings towards

Coblenz. But that
sunny landscape had become

intolerable; and she hastily closed her
eyes and

covered her face with her hands. Alas! she only
beheld the more vividly the household images,
and dear familiar faces that distractingly associated

the happiness of the past with the misery of the

present—for out of the very sweetness of her life

came intenser bitterness, and from its brightest

phases an extremcr darkness, even as the smiling

valley beneath her had changed into that of the



Shadow of Death! The Destroyer had indeed

assumed almost a visible presence,
and like a

poor

trembling bird, conscious of the stooping falcon,

the devoted victim sank down and cowered on the

hard, cold, rugged roof of the fatal Tower!

The German girl, in the meanwhile, had thrown

herself on her knees, and with her neck at full

stretch over the low parapet, looked eagerly from

east to west for succour—but from the mill up

the stream to the ferry down below, and along the

road on either side of the river, she could not

descry a living object. Yes—no—yes—there was

one on the mountain itself, moving among
the

brushwood, and even approaching the castle;

closer he came—and closer yet, to the very
base

of the Tower. But his search, whatever it was,

tended earthwards, for he never looked up.

"Here!—come!—gleich!—quick!" and the

agitated speaker hurriedly beckoned to her com

panion in misfortune—"we must make a
cry

both

togeder, and so loud as we can," and setting the

example she raised her voice to its utmost pitch;

but the air was so rarified that the sound seemed

feeble even to herself.

At any
rate it did not reach the figure below—

nor would a far louder alarm, for that figure was

little Kranz, the deaf and dumb boy of Lahnstein,



who was gathering bunches of the valley-lillies

for sale to the
company

at the inn. Accordingly,

after a desultory ramble round the ruins, he

descended to the road, and slowly proceeded

along the water side towards the ferry, where he

disappeared.

"Lieber Gott!" exclaimed the poor girl; "it is

too far to make one hear!"

So saying she sprang
to her feet, and with her

white handkerchief kept waving signals of distress,

till from sheer exhaustion her arms refused their

office. But not one of those pleasure-parties so

Irequent on fine summer days in that favourite

valley had visited the spot. There was a Kirch

Weih at Neundorf, down the Rhine, and the

holiday-makers had all proceeded with their cha

racteristic uniformity in that direction.

"Dere is nobody at all," said the German,

dropping her arms and head in utter despondence,

"not one to see us!"

"And if there were," added a hollow voice,

"what human help could avail us at this dreadful

height?"

The truth of this reflection was awfully appa

rent; but who when life is at stake can resign

hope, or its last tearful contingency though frail

as a spider's thread encumbered with dewdrops?



The German, in spite of her misgivings, resumed

her watch; till after a long, weary, dreary hour, a

solitary figure issued from a hut a little lower

down on the opposite side of the Lahn, and step

ping into a boat propelled it to the middle of the

stream. It was one of the poor
fishermen who

rented the water, and rowing directly to the rapid,

he made a cast or two with his net, immediately

within the reflection of the Castle. But he was

too distant to hear the
cry

that appealed to him,

and too much absorbed in the success or failure of

his peculiar lottery to look aloft. Like the deaf

and dumb boy, he passed on, but in the opposite

direction, and gradually disappeared.

"It will never be seen!" ejaculated the German

girl, again dropping her arm—a doubtful prophecy,

however, for immediately afterwards the Rhenish

steamboat crossed the mouth of the lesser river,

and probably more than one telescope was pointed

to the romantic ruin of Lahneck. But the dis

tance was great, and even had it been less, the

waving of a white handkerchief would have been

taken for a merry or a friendly salute.

In the meantime the steamboat passed out of

sight behind the high ground; but the long

streamer of smoke was still visible, like a day

meteor, swiftly flying along, and in a direction



that made the Englishwoman stretch out her arms

after the fleeting vapour
as if it had been a thing

sensible to human supplication.

"It is
gone

also!" exclaimed her partner
in

misery. "And in a short while my liebe mutter

will see it come to Coblenz!"

The Englishwoman groaned.

"It is my blame," continued the other, in an

agony of self-reproach; "it was my blame to come

so wide—not one can tell where. Nobody shall

seek at Lahneck—dey will think we are dropped

into de Rhine. Yes—we must die both! We

must die of famishment—and de cornfields, and

de vines is all round one!"

And thus hour passed after hour, still watching

promises that budded and blossomed and withered

—and still flowered again and again without frui

tion—till the shades of evening began to fall, and

the prospect became in
every sense darker and

darker.

Barge after barge had floated down the river,

but the steersman had been intent on keeping his

craft in the middle of the current in the most

difficult part of his navigation—the miller had

passed along the road at the base of the mountain,

but his thoughts were fixed on the home within

his view—the female
peasant drove her cows from



the pasture—the truant children returned to the

village, and the fisherman drifting down the

stream, again landed, and after hanging his nets

up
to dry between the trees on the opposite mea

dows, re-entered his hut. But none saw the

signal, none heard the
cry,

or if they did it was

supposed to be the shrill squeak of the bat.

There was even
company at the inn, for the win

dows of Duquet's pavilion began to sparkle, but

the enjoyments of the party had stopped short of

the romantic and the picturesque—they were

quaffing Rhein wein, and eating thick sour

cream, sweetened with
sugar,

and flavoured with

cinnamon.

"It is hard, mine friend," sobbed the German,

"not one thinks but for themselves."

"It is unjust," might have retorted the wife and

mother, "for I think of
my husband and children,

and they think of me."

Why else did her sobs so disturb the tranquil

air, or wherefore did she paint her beloved

Edward and her two fair-haired boys with their

faces so distorted by grief? The present and

the future—for time is nothing in such visions—

were almost simultaneously before her, and the

happy home of one moment was transfigured at

the next instant into the house of mourning.



The contrast was agonizing but unspeakable—

one of those stupendous woes which stupify the

soul, as when the body is not pierced with a

single wound, but mortally crushed. She was not

merely stricken but stunned.

"Mein Gott!" exclaimed the German girl,

after a vain experiment on the passiveness of her

companion, "why do
you not speak someting—

what shall we do?"

"Nothing," answered a shuddering whisper,

"except—die!"

A long pause ensued, during which the Ger

man girl more than once approached and looked

down the pitch black orifice which had opened
to the fallen stairs. Perhaps it looked less

gloomy than by daylight in the full blaze of the

sun,—perhaps she had read and adopted a melan

choly, morbid tone of feeling too common to

German works, when they treat of a voluntary

death, or perhaps the Diabolical Prompter was

himself at hand with the desperate suggestion,
fatal alike to body and to soul,—but the wretched

creature drew nearer and nearer to the dangerous

Her
purpose, however, was checked. Although

the air was perfectly still, she heard a sudden

rustle
amongst the ivy on that side of the Tower,



which, even while it made her start, had whis

pered a new hope in her ear. Was it possible

that her signals had been observed—that her cries

had been heard ? And again the sound was

audible, followed by a loud harsh
cry,

and a large

Owl, like a bird of ill omen, as it is, fluttered

slowly over the heads of the devoted pair, and

again it shrieked and flapped round them, as if to

involve them in a magical circle, and then with a

third and shriller screech sailed away
like an Evil

Spirit, in the direction of the Black Forest.

Nor was that boding fowl without its sinister

influence on human destiny. The disappointment

it caused to the victim was mortal. It was the

drop that overbrimmed her cup.

"No," she muttered, "dere is no more hopes.

For myself I will not starve up
here—I know my

best friend, and will cast my
troubles on the

bosom of my mother earth."

Absorbed in her own grief the Englishwoman

did not at first comprehend the import of these

words; but all at once their meaning dawned on

her with a dreadful significance. It was, however,

too late. Her eye caught a glimpse of the skirt

of a garment,
her ear detected a momentary flut

ter—and she was alone on that terrible tower!



And did she too perish? Alas! ask the pea

sants and the fishermen who daily worked for

their bread in that valley or on its river; ask the

ferryman who hourly passed to and fro, and the

bargeman, who made the stream his thoroughfare,

and they will tell
you,

one and all, that they

heard nothing and saw nothing, for Labour looks

downward and forward, and round about, but not

upward. Nay, ask the angler himself, who with

drew his fly from the circling eddies of the rapids

to look at the last beams of sunshine glowing on

the lofty Ruin—and he answers that he never

saw living creature on its summit, except once,

when the Crow and the Raven were hovering

about the building, and a screaming Eagle,

although it had no nest there, was perched on the

Tower of Lahneck.

NOTE.—This story—(which some hardy critic affirmed was

"an old Legend of the Rhine, to be found in any Guide-book,")
—was suggested by the recital of two ladies, who attempted to

ascend to the top of the Tower of Lahneck, but were deterred

by the shaking of the stone stairs. They both consider, to

this day, that they narrowly escaped a fate akin to the catas

trophe of poor Amy Robsart; and have visible shudderings when

they hear, or read, of old Rhenish castles and oubliettes.



TO MY DAUGHTER.

ON HER BIRTHDAY.

Dear Fanny! nine long years ago,

While yet the morning sun was low,

And
rosy

with the Eastern glow

The landscape smil'd—

Whilst low'd the newly-wakened herds

Sweet as the early song of birds,

I heard those first, delightful words,

"Thou hast a Child!"

Along with that uprising dew

Tears glisten'd in
my eyes, though few,

To hail a dawning quite as new

To me, as Time:

It was not sorrow—not annoy—

But like a happy maid, though coy,

With grief-like welcome even Joy

Forestals its prime.

So mayst thou live, dear! many years,

In all the bliss that life endears,

Not without smiles, nor yet from tears

Too strictly kept:

When first thy infant littleness

I folded in
my

fond caress,

The greatest proof of happiness

Was this—I wept.



A SEA-TOTALLER.

THE SHORT PLEDGE.

"I'LL tell
you what it is," said the President of

the Social Glassites, at the same time mixing a

fresh tumbler of grog—rather stilfer than the last

—for the subject of Temperance and Tea-totalism

had turned
up, and he could not discuss it with

dry lips—"I'll tell you what it is: Temperance is



all very well, provided it's indulged in with

moderation, and without injury to
your

health or

business; but when it sets a man spouting, and

swaggering, and flag-carrying, and tea-gardening,

and dressing himself up like a play-actor, why

he might as well have his mind unsobered with

anything else."

"That's very true," said the Vice-president,—a

gentleman with a remarkably red nose.

"I have seen many
Teatotal Processions," con

tinued the President, "and I don't hesitate to

say,
that every

man and woman amongst them

was more or less intoxicated—"

"Eh, what?" asked a member, hastily removing

his cigar.

"Yes, intoxicated, I say, with pride and vanity

—what with the bands of music, and the banners,

and the ribbons, and maybe one of their top

sawyers,
with his white wand, swaggering along

at their head, and looking quite convinced that

because he hasn't made a Beast of himself he must

be a Beauty. Instead of which, to my mind,

there can't be a more pitiful sight than a great

hulking fellow all covered with medals and orders,

like a Lord Nelson, for only taking care of his

own precious health, and trying to live long in

the land; and particularly
if he's got a short

neck



and a full habit. Why the Royal Humane So

ciety might just as well make a procession of all

the people who don't drink water to excess,

instead of those objects that do, and with ribbons

and medals round their necks, for being then

own life-preservers!"

"That's
very true," said the Vice. "I've seen

a Master Grand of a Teatotaller with as
many

ornaments about him as a foreign prince!"

"Why I once stopped my own grog," continued

the President, "for twelve months together, of

my
own accord, because I was a little wheezy;

and yet never stuck even a snip of ribbon at
my

button-hole. But that's modest merit,—whereas

a regular Temperance fellow would have put on a

broad blue sash, as if he was a Knight of the

Bath, and had drunk the bath all
up instead of

swimming in it.

"That's very true," repeated the Vice.

"Temperance is, no doubt, a virtue," said the

President;
"
but it is not the only one; though,

to judge by some of their Tracts and Speeches,

you
would think that because a Totaller drinks

Adam's ale he is as innocent as our first Parents

in Paradise, which, begging their pardons, is alto

gether an error, and no mistake. Sin and
strong

drink are not born relations; though they often



come together. The first murderer in the world

was a water-drinker, and when he killed his
poor

brother, was as sober as a judge,"

"If that ara't true," exclaimed the red-nosed

Vice, "I'll be pounded!"

"It was intemperance, however," said the Pre

sident" "because why? it was indulging in

ardent passions and fermented feelings, agin

which, in
my

humble opinion, we ought to take

Long and Short Pledges, as much as agin spirit

ous liquors. Not to mention the strong things

that come out of people's mouths, and are quite

as deleterious as
any

that
go

into them—for

example, profane swearing, and lying, and slan

dering, and foul language, and which, not to

name names, are dealt in by parties who would

not even look at Fine Old Pineapple Rum, or

Cream of the Valley."

"That's correct, anyhow," said the Vice; and

he replenished his tumbler.

"To be sure, Temperance has done wonders in

Ireland," continued the President, "and to
my

mind, little short of a miracle—namely, repealing

the Old Union ofWhisky-and-Water,—and which

would have seemed a much tougher job than

O'Connell's. However, Father Matliew has ac

complished it, and instead of a Parliament in



College Green we are likely to see a far stranger

sight, and that's a whole County of Cork without

a bottle to it."

"Humph!" ejaculated the Vice, and took a

liberal draught of his mixture. "But they'll take

to party spirit in loo."

"Like enough," said the President; "for when

once we get accustomed to strong stimuluses, we

find it hard to
go without 'em; and they do

say,

that
many

of those parties who have left off

liquors, have taken to opium. But the greatest

danger with new converts and prostelytes, is of

their rushing into another extreme—and that re

minds me of a story to the point."

"Now then," said the Member with the

"It was last September," said the President,

"when I owned the Rose in June, and a sweet

pretty craft she was. I had bought a lot of lines

and a trawling net along with her; and besides

cruising for pleasure, we used now and then to

cast about for a bit of fresh fish for
my missus, or

byway of present to a friend. Well, one day, just
below Gravesend, we had fished all the morning,
but without

any
luck at all, except one poor little

skate that lay on the deck, making faces at us like

a dying Christian, first pouting out its lips, and



then drawing them in again with a long suck of

its breath, for all the world like a fellow-creature

with a stitch in the side, or a
spasm

in his chest.

The next haul we got nothing but lots of mud, a

bit of seaweed, a lump of coal, a rotten bung, and

an old shoe. However, the third time the net

felt heavy enough for a
porpus, and sure enough

on hauling it up to the top of the water, we saw

some
very large fish a-flopping about in it, quite

as big as a
grampus, only nothing like the species.

Well, we pulled and hauled, Jack and I—(you

remember Jack)—till we got the creature aboard

over the bulwarks, and there it rolled on the deck,

such a Sea Monster as never was seen afore nor

since. It was full six feet long, with a round head

like a man's, but bald,—though it had a beard

and whiskers of sandy-coloured hair. We could

not see the face, by reason of the creature always

hiding it with its
paws,

which were like a man's

hands, only with a sort of web between the fingers.

All the
upper part of the body was of a flesh or

salmon colour down to the middle, where the skin

became first bluer, and then
greener and greener,

as well as more rough and scaly, till the body

forked off into two distinct fish's tails.

"'I'll tell
you what, master,' says Jack Rogers,

after taking a good look at the monster, and



poking it about a bit with a handspike, 'I'm

blest if it isn't a Cock Mermaid!'"

"No doubt of it," said the Vice.

"To tell the truth," said the President, "I had

the same thought in my head, but was afraid to

name it, because such animals have been reckoned

fabulous. However, there it was on the deck, as

large as life, and a certain fortune to the owner,

as an article for exhibition; and I won't deny that

I began in
my own mind a rough guess

at the sum

total of all the inhabitants of England, Scotland,

Ireland, and Wales, at a shilling a-head. Jack,

too, seemed in a brown study, maybe settling what

share, in right and justice, he ought to have of the

profits, or perhaps wondering, and puzzled to

make head or tail of the question, whether the

creature was properly a beast or a fish. As for

myself, I felt a little flustered, as
you may sup

pose, not only by the
strangeness of the pheno

menon, but at the
prospect of such a prodigious

fortune. In point of fact, I was all in a tremor,

like a steam-vessel with high-pressure engines, and

accordingly sent Jack down below for
my brandy

bottle out of the locker, just to steady my nerves.

'Here's to us both,' says I, nodding and winking
at Jack, 'and to the Cock Mermaid into the bar

gain; for unless I'm mistaken, it 'll prove a gold



fish in the end.' I was rather premature: for the

noise of pulling out the cork made the creature

look round, which was the first time we had

caught a fair look at its face. When lo and be

hold! Jack no sooner clapped his
eyes

on the

features, than he sings out again,
"'
I'm blest,' says he—for I didn't allow swear

ing— 'I'm blest if it isn't Bob Bunce!'

"Well, the Merman gave
a nod, as much as to

say,
'You're right, I'm him;' and then scrambling

up
into a sitting posture, with

his back agin the

companion, made a sign to me for the bottle. So

I handed him the flask, which he took a sup
of

through the net; but the liquor went against his

fishified nature, and pulling a
very wry face, he

spirted it all out again, and gave
me back the

bottle. To
my

mind that settled the matter about

his being a rational creature. It was moral impos

sible, though he might have an outside resem

blance, like the apes
and monkeys, to the human

species. But I was premature again; for, after

rolling about a bit, he took me all aback with an

odd sort of a voice coming out of his mouth, which

was as round as the hole of a flute.

"'Here,' says he, 'lend us a hand to get out of

the net.'

"'It's Bob Bunce, sure enough,' cries Jack;



'that's his voice, I'll take my davit, howsomever

he's got transmogrified.'

"And with that he stooped down and helped the

creature, whatever it was, out of the net, and then

popped him
up

on his two tails against the mast.

"'And now,' says he, 'if you're a Cock Mer

maid, as master thinks, you may hold your tongue;



but if so be you're Bob Bunce, as I suspects,' (and

if Jack always used the solemn tone he did at that

minute he'd make a first-rate popular preacher,)

'why then don't renounce
your godfathers and

godmothers in
your baptism, and

your
christian

religion, but say so at once like a man.'

"'
I ham Bob Bunce, then,' said the creature,

with a very strong emphasis, 'or rayther
I were,'

and along with the last word two great tears as

big as swanshot sprang
out of his pale blue eyes,

and rolled down his flabby cheeks. 'Yes, I were

Bob Bunce, and known by sight to every man,

woman, and child in Deptford.'

"'That's true any how,' said Jack; 'cause

why? You were so often a reeling drunk about

the streets.'

"'
There's no denying it,' said Bob, 'and plenty

of contrary evidence if I did. But it warn't the

strong liquors that ruined me, but quite the

reverse; for
you see, sir,' addressing me, 'one

day after a drunken fit a she-teatotaller got hold

of me while I was sick and sorry,
and prevailed

on me to join a Temperance Cluh, and take the

long pledge, which I did.'

"'And now,' says she, 'you're nabb'd, and after

that every drop of liquor you take will flare up agin

you
hereafter like blazes, and make a snap-dragon

on you
in the tother world.'



"'Well, being low and narvous, that scarified

me at once into water-drinking, and I was fool

enough to think, that the more water I drunk

the more sober I should be; whereby at last I

reached the pint of taking above
two or three gallons

a-day. For all that I got no stronger or better,

as the speeches and tracks had promised, but

rather weaker and weaker; and instead of a fair

complexion, began turning blueish and greenish,

besides my body being covered, as they say,
with

goose-skin, and my legs of a scaly character. As for

walking, I staggered worse than ever, through

gettin' knockneed and splay-footed, which was the

beginnin' of their transmogrification. The long and

the short is, sir, though I didn't know it, that along o

so much water, I'd been drinkin' myself amphibbus.'

"'Well, that sounds like philosophy,' says Jack:

'but then, Bob, how come ye into the river?'

"'Ah!' says Bob, shaking his head, 'that's the

sinful part
o' the story. But between mortification,

and the fear of being showed up
for a mermaid, I

resolved to put
an end to myself, and so crawled

down arter dark to Cole's wharf and flung myself

into the river. But instead of drownding as I ex

pected, the water that came into my
mouth seemed

to go
out agin at

my ears, and I found I could

swim about and rise to the top or dive to the bottom

as nat'ral as a fish. That gave
me time to

repent



and reflect, and the
consequence is, I've lived a

wet life for above a week, and am almost reconciled

to the same— only I don't take quite kindly yet to

the raw dabs and flounders, and so was making my

way
down to the oyster-beds in the Medvvay, when

your net come and ketch'd me up.'

"'But
you

wouldn't spend your days in the ocean,

would
you,

Bob?' asked Jack, in a sort of coaxing

tone that was meant to be
very agreeable. 'As

to hoysters, you may
have 'em on dry land, real

natives, and ready opened for
you,

and what's

more, pepper'd and vinegar'd, which you
can't in

the Medway. And in respect to walking, why,

me and master would engage
to purvide you

with

"'A wan, you mean,' said the other, with a

piercing look at Jack, and then another at me,

that made me wince. 'A wan—and Bartlemy

Fair—but I'll die first!'

"And rising upright on his double tail, before we

could lay hands on him, he threw a summerset over

the bulwark, and disappeared."

"And was that the last of him?" said the Vice.

"It was, gentlemen," replied the President.

"For Bunce, or Bounce, or Tea-totaller, or Sea

totaller, we never set eyes
on him again."

"Well, that's a warning anyhow," said the Vice.



again helping himself from the bottle. "I've heard

political people talk of swamping the constitution,

but never knew before that it was done with
pump

water."

"Nor I neither," said the Member with the

cigar.

"Why you see," said the President, "Tem

perance is a
very praise-worthy object to a

proper

extent; but a thing may be carried too far, as

Sinbadsaid to the Old Man of the Sea. No doubt

water-drinking is
very wholesome while it's in

dulged in with moderation, but when you come to

take it to excess, why you may equally make a

beast of yourself, like
poor Bob Bunce, and be

unable to keep your legs."

EPIGRAM

ON MRS. PARKES'S PAMPHLET.

Such strictures as these

Could a learned Chinese

Only read on some fine afternoon,

He would
cry with pale lips,

"We shall have an Eclipse,
For a Dragon has seized on the Moon!"



THE FORGE:

A ROMANCE OF THE IRON AGE.

Who's here, beside foul weather?

KING LEAR.

Mine enemy's dog, though he had bit me,

Should have stood that night against my fire.

CORDELIA.

PART I.

LIKE a dead man
gone

to his shroud,

The sun has sunk in a
coppery cloud,

And the wind is rising squally and loud

With many
a stormy token,—

Playing a wild funereal air,

Through the branches bleak, bereaved, and bare,

To the dead leaves dancing here and there—

In short, if the truth were spoken,

It's an ugly night for anywhere,

But an awful one for the Brocken!



For oh! to stop

On that mountain top,

After the dews of evening drop,

Is always a dreary frolic—

Then what must it be when nature groans,

And the
very

mountain murmurs and moans

As if it writhed with the cholic—

With other strange supernatural tones,

From wood, and water, and echoing stones,

Not to forget unburied bones—

In a region so diabolic!

A place where he whom we call old Scratch,

By help of his Witches—a precious batch—

Gives midnight concerts and sermons,

In a Pulpit and Orchestra built to match,

A plot right worthy of him to hatch,

And well adapted, he knows, to catch

The musical, mystical Germans!

However it's quite

As wild a night

As ever was known on that sinister height

Since the Demon-Dance was morriced—

The earth is dark, and the sky is scowling,

And the blast through the pines is howling and

growling,

As if a thousand wolves were prowling

About in the old Black Forest!



Madly, sadly, the Tempest raves

Through the narrow gullies and hollow caves,

And bursts on the rocks in windy waves,

Like the billows that roar

On a gusty shore

Mourning over the mariners' graves—

Nay, more like a frantic lamentation

From a howling set

Of demons met

To wake a dead relation.

Badly, madly, the vapours fly

Over the dark distracted sky,

At a pace
that no pen

can paint!

Black and vague
like the shadows of dreams,

Scudding over the moon that seems

Shorn of half her usual beams,

As pale as if she would faint!

The lightning flashes,

The thunder crashes,

The trees encounter with horrible clashes,

While rolling up
from marish and bog,

Rank and rich,

As from Stygian ditch,

Rises a foul sulphureous fog,

Hinting that Satan himself is agog,—



But leaving at once this heroical pitch,

The night is a
very

bad night in which

You wouldn't turn out a dog.

Yet ONE there is abroad in the storm,

And whenever by chance

The moon gets a glance,

She spies the Traveller's lonely form,

Walking, leaping, striding along,

As none can do but the super-strong;

And flapping his arms to keep him warm,

For the breeze from the North is a regular starver,

And to tell the truth,

More keen, in sooth,

And cutting than
any

German carver!

However, no time it is to lag,

And on he scrambles from
crag to crag,

Like one determined never to flag—

Now weathers a block

Of jutting rock,

With hardly room for a toe to
wag;

But holding on by a timber
snag,

That looks like the arm of a friendly hag;

Then stooping under a drooping bough,
Or leaping over some horrid chasm,

Enough to give any heart a spasm!

And sinking down a precipice now,

Keeping his feet the Deuce knows how,



In spots whence all creatures would keep aloof,

Except the Goat, with his cloven hoof,

Who clings to the shallowest ledge as if

He grew
like the weed on the face of the cliff!

So down, still down, the Traveller goes,

Safe as the Chamois amid his snows,

Though fiercer than ever the hurricane blows,

And round him eddy, with whirl and whizz,

Tornadoes of hail, and sleet, and rain,

Enough to bewilder a weaker brain,

Or blanch any
other visage than his,

Which spite of lightning, thunder, and hail,

The blinding sleet and the freezing gale,

And the horrid abyss,

If his foot should miss,

Instead of tending at all to pale,

Like cheeks that feel the chill of affright—

Remains—the very
reverse ofwhite!

His heart is granite—his iron nerve

Feels no convulsive twitches;

And as to his foot, it does not swerve,

Tho' the Screech-Owls are flitting about him that

serve

For parrots to Brocken Witches!

Nay, full in his very path he spies

The gleam of the Were Wolf's horrid eyes;



But if his members quiver—

It is not for that—no, it is not for that—

Nor rat,

Nor cat,

As black as
your hat,

Nor the snake that hiss'd, nor the toad that spat,

Nor glimmering candles of dead men's fat,

Nor even the flap of the Vampire Bat,

No anserine skin would rise thereat,

It's the cold that makes Him shiver!

So down, still down, through gully and glen,

Never trodden by foot of men,

Past the Eagle's nest, and the She-Wolf's den,

Never caring a jot how steep

Or how narrow the track he has to keep,

Or how wide and deep

An abyss to leap,

Or what
may fly, or walk, or creep,

Down he hurries through darkness and storm,

Flapping his arms to keep him warm—

Till threading many
a
pass abhorrent,

At last he reaches the mountain
gorge,

And takes a path along by a torrent—

The
very identical path, by St. George!

Down which
young Fridolin went to the Forge,

With a
message meant for his own death-warrant!



Young Fridolin! young
Fridolin!

So free from sauce, and sloth, and sin,

The best of pages

Whatever their ages,

Since first that singular fashion came in—

Not he like those modern and idle young gluttons

With little jackets, so smart and spruce,

Of Lincoln green, sky-blue, or puce—

And a little gold lace you may
introduce—

Very showy, but as for use,

Not worth so
many

buttons!

Young Fridolin; young
Fridolin!

Of his duty so true a fulfiller—

But here we need no farther go

For whoever desires the Tale to know,

May read it all in Schiller.

Faster now the Traveller speeds,

Whither his guiding beacon leads,

For by yonder glare

In the murky air,

He knows that the Eisen Hutte is there!

With its sooty Cyclops, savage and grim,

Hosts, a guest had
better forbear,

Whose thoughts are set upon dainty fare—

But stiff with cold in every limb,

The Furnace Fire is the bait for Him!



Faster and faster still he goes,

Whilst redder and redder the welkin glows,

And the lowest clouds that scud in the sky

Get crimson fringes in flitting by.

Till lo ! amid the lurid light,

The darkest object intensely dark,

Just where the bright is intensely bright,

The Forge, the Forge itself is in sight,

Like the pitch-black hull of a burning bark,

With volleying smoke, and many
a spark,

Vomiting fire, red, yellow, and white!

Restless, quivering tongues of flame!

Heavenward striving still to
go,

While others, reversed in the stream below,

Seem seeking a place we will not name,

But well that Traveller knows the same,

Who stops and stands,

So rubbing his hands,

And snuffing the rare

Perfumes in the air,

For old familiar odours are there,

And then direct by the shortest cut,

Like Alpine Marmot, whom neither rut,

Rivers, rocks, nor thickets rebut,

Makes his way to the blazing Hut!



PART II.

Idly watching the Furnace-flames,

The men of the stithy

Are in their smithy,

Brutal monsters, with bulky frames,

Beings Humanity scarcely claims,

But hybrids rather of demon race,

Unbless'd by the holy rite of grace,

Who never had gone by Christian names,

Mark, or Matthew, Peter, or James—

Naked, foul, unshorn, unkempt,

From touch of natural shame exempt,

Things of which Delirium has dreamt—

But wherefore dwell on these verbal sketches,

When traced with frightful truth and vigour,

Costume, attitude, face, and figure,

Retsch has drawn the
very

wretches!

However, there they lounge about,

The grim, gigantic fellows,

Hardly hearing the storm without,

That makes so
very

dreadful a rout,

For the constant roar

From the furnace door,

And the blast of the monstrous bellows!



Oh, what a scene

That Forge had been

For Salvator Rosa's study!

With wall, and beam, and post, and pin,

And those ruffianly creatures, like ShapesofSin,

Hair, and eyes,
and rusty skin,

Illumed by a light so ruddy

The Hut, and whatever there is therein,

Looks either red-hot or bloody!

And, oh! to hear the frequent burst

Of strange, extravagant laughter,

Harsh and hoarse,

And resounding perforce

From echoing roof and rafter!

Though curses, the worst

That ever were curst,

And threats that Cain invented the first,

Come growling the instant after!

But again the livelier peal is rung,

For the Smith-hight Salamander,

In the jargon of some Titanic tongue,

Elsewhere never said or
sung,

With the voice of a Stentor in joke has flung

Some cumbrous sort

Of sledge-hammer retort

At Red Beard, the crew's commander.



Some frightful jest—who knows how wild,

Or obscene, from a monster so defiled,

And a horrible mouth, of such extent,

From flapping ear to ear it went,

And show'd such tusks whenever it smiled—

The
very

mouth to devour a child!

But fair or foul the jest gives birth

To another bellow of demon mirth,

That far outroars the weather,

As if all the Hyaenas that prowl
the earth

Had clubb'd their laughs together!

And lo! in the middle of all the din,

Not seeming to care a single pin,

For a prospect so volcanic,

A Stranger steps abruptly in,

Of an aspect rather
Satanic:

And he looks with a grin, at those Cyclops grim,

Who stare and grin again at him

With wondrous little panic.

Then up
to the Furnace the Stranger goes,

Eager to thaw his ears and nose,

And warm his frozen fingers and toes—

While each succeeding minute,

Hotter and hotter the Smithy grows,



And seems to declare,

By a fiercer glare,

On wall, roof, floor, and everywhere,

It knows the Devil is in it!

Still not a word

Is utter'd or heard,

But the beetle-brow'd Foreman nods and winks,

Much as a shaggy old Lyon blinks,

And makes a shift

To impart his drift

To a smoky brother, who joining
the links,

Hints to a third the thing he thinks ;

And whatever it be,

They all agree

In smiling with faces full of glee,

As if about to enjoy High Jinks.

What sort of tricks they mean to play

By way
of diversion, who can

say,

Of such ferocious and barbarous folk,

Who chuckled, indeed, and never spoke

Of burning Robert the Jager to coke,

Except as a capital practical joke !

Who never thought of Mercy, or heard her,

Or any gentle emotion felt;

But hard as the iron they had to melt,

Sported with Danger and romp'd with Murder !



Meanwhile the Stranger—

The Brocken Ranger,

Besides another and hotter post,

That renders him not averse to a roast,—

Creeping into the Furnace almost,

Has made himself as warm as a toast—

When, unsuspicious of any danger,

And least of all of
any

such maggot,

As treating his body like a faggot,

All at once he is seized and shoven

In pastime cruel,

Like so much fuel,

Headlong into the blazing oven!

In he goes! with a frightful shout

Mock'd by the rugged ruffianly band,

As round the Furnace mouth they stand,

Bar, and shovel, and ladle in hand,

To hinder their Butt from crawling out.

Who making one fierce attempt, but vain,

Receives such a blow

From Red-Beard's crow

As crashes the skull and gashes the brain,

And blind, and dizzy, and stunn'd with pain,

With merely an interjectional oh !

Back he rolls in the flames again.



"Ha! Ha! Ho! Ho!" That second fall

Seems the
very best joke of all,

To judge by the roar,

Twice as loud as before,

That fills the Hut from the roof to the floor,

And flies a league or two out of the door,

Up the mountain and over the moor—

Rut scarcely the jolly echoes they wake,

Have well begun

To take
up

the fun,

Ere the shaggy Felons have cause to quake,

And begin to feel that the deed they have done,

Instead of being a pleasant one,

Was a
very great error—and no mistake.

For why?—in lieu

Of its former hue,

So natural, warm, and florid,

The Furnace burns of a brimstone blue,

And instead of the coleur de rose it threw,

With a cooler reflection,—justly due—

Exhibits each of the Pagan crew,

Livid, ghastly, and horrid!

But vainly they close their guilty eyes

Against prophetic fears;

Or with hard and horny palms devise

To dam their enormous ears—



There are sounds in the air,

Not here or there,

Irresistible voices everywhere,

No bulwarks can ever rebut,

And to match the screams,

Tremendous gleams,

Of Horrors that like the Phantoms of dreams

They see with their eyelids shut!

For awful
coveys

of terrible things,

With forked tongues and venomous stings,

On hagweed, broomsticks, and leathern wings,

Are hovering round the Hut!

Shapes, that within the focus bright

Of the Forge, are like shadows and blots;

But farther off, in the shades of night,

Clothed with their own phosphoric light,

Are seen in the darkest spots.

Sounds! that fill the air with noises,

Strange and indescribable voices,

From Hags, in a diabolical clatter—

Cats that spit curses, and apes
that chatter

Scraps of cabalistical matter—

Owls that screech, and dogs that yell—

Skeleton hounds that will never be fatter—

All the domestic tribes ofHell,

Shrieking for flesh to tear and tatter,



Bones to shatter,

And limbs to scatter,

And who it is that must furnish the latter

Those blue-looking Men know well!

Those blue-lookir)g men that huddle together,

For all their sturdy limbs and thews,

Their unshorn locks, like Nazarene Jews,

And buffalo beards, and hides of leather,

Huddled all in a heap together,

Like timid lamb, and ewe, and wether,

And as females
say,

In a similar
way,

Fit for knocking down with a feather!

In and out, in and out,

The gathering Goblins hover about,

Ev'ry minute augmenting the rout;

For like a spell

The unearthly smell

That fumes from the Furnace, chimney and mouth

Draws them in—an infernal Legion—

From East, and West, and North, and South,

Like carrion birds from ev'ry region,

Till not a yard square

Of the sickening air

But has a Demon or two for its share,

Breathing fury, woe, and despair,



Never, never was such a sight!

It beats the
very Walpurgis Night,

Display'd in the story of Doctor Faustus,

For the scene to describe,

Of the awful tribe,

If we were two Gothe's would quite exhaust us!

Suffice it, amid that dreary swarm,

There musters each foul repulsive form

That ever a fancy overwarm

Begot in its worst delirium;

Besides some others of monstrous size,

Never before revealed to
eyes,

Of the genus Megatherium!

Meanwhile the demons, filthy and foul,

Gorgon, Chimera, Harpy,
and Ghoul,

Are not contented to jibber and howl

As a dirge for their late commander ;

But one of the bevy—witch or wizard,

Disguised as a monstrous flying lizard,

Springs on the grisly Salamander,

Who stoutly fights, and struggles, and kicks,

And tries the best of his wrestling tricks,

No paltry strife,

But for life, dear life,



Bat the ruthless talons refuse to unfix,

Till far beyond a surgical case,

With starting eyes,
and black in the face,

Down he tumbles as dead as bricks!

A pretty sight for his mates to view !

Those shaggy murderers looking
so blue,

And for him above all,

Red-bearded and tall,

With whom, at that very particular nick,

There is such an unlucky crow to pick,

As the one of iron that did the trick

In a recent bloody affair—

No wonder feeling a little sick,

With pulses beating uncommonly quick,

And breath he never found so thick,

He longs for the open
air!

Three
paces,

or four,

And he gains the door;

But ere he accomplishes one,

The sound of a blow comes, heavy and dull,

And clasping his fingers round his skull,

However the deed was done,

That
gave

him that florid

lied gash on the forehead—



With a roll of the eyeballs perfectly horrid,

There's a tremulous quiver,

The last death-shiver,

And Red-Beard's course is run!

Halloo! Halloo!

They have done for two!

But a heavyish job remains to do!

For yonder, sledge and shovel in hand,

Like elder Sons of Giant Despair,

A couple of Cyclops make a stand,

And fiercely hammering here and there,

Keep at bay the Powers of Air—

But desperation is all in vain!—

They faint—they choke,

For the sulphurous smoke

Is poisoning heart, and lung, and brain,

They reel, they sink, they gasp, they smother,

One for a moment survives his brother,

Then rolls a corpse
across the other!

Hulloo! Hulloo!

And Hullabaloo!

There is only one more thing to do—

And seized hy beak, and talon, and claw,

Bony hand, and hairy paw,

Yea, crooked horn, and tusky jaw,



The four huge Bodies are haul'd and shoven

Each after each in the roaring: oven!

That Eisen Hutte is standing still,

Go to the Hartz whenever
you will,

And there it is beside a hill,

And a rapid stream that turns
many

a mill;

The self-same Forge,—you'll know it at sight—

Casting upward, day and night,

Flames of red, and yellow, and white!

Ay, half a mile from the mountain
gorge,

There it is, the famous Forge,

With its Furnace,—the same thatblaz'd of yore,—

Hugely fed with fuel and ore ;

But ever since that tremendous Revel,

Whatever Iron is melted therein,—

As Travellers know who have been to Berlin—

Is all as black as the Devil!



HOWQUA

Is of three different sorts; although they are

not generally particularized by the tea-dealers or

brokers: viz.,

SOMEHOW-QUA, which includes Hyson, Sou

chong, Bohea, &c., as well as the tea advertised

by Captain Pidding:

ANYHOW-QUA—composed of sloe, ash, willow,

second-hand tea-leaves, or any
other vegetable

rubbish, and.

NOHOW-QUA, which falls to the lot of those who

cannot get any
tea at all.



THE DEFAULTER.

"AN OWRE TRUE TALE."

CHAPTER I.

—Give him heedful note;

For I mine eyes will rivet to his face;

And after we will both our judgments join

In censure of his seeming.

HAMLET.

"WHAT is the matter with Mr. Pryme?"

The speaker was a tall, dark man, with grizzled

hair, black eyes,
a long nose, a wide mouth, and

the commercial feature of a
pen behind his right

ear. He had several times asked himself the same

question, but without
any satisfactory solution,

and now addressed it to a little, sandy-haired man,

who was standing with his back to the office fire.

Both were clerks in a
government office, as well as

the party whose health or deportment was involved

in the inquiry.

"What is the matter with Mr. Pryme?"

"Heaven knows," said the sandy Mr. Phipps, at

the same time lifting up
his eyebrows towards the

organs of wonder, and shrugging his shoulders.



"You have observed how nervous and fidgety

he is?"

"To be sure. Look at the fireplace; he has

done nothing all the morning but put on coals and

rake them out again."

"Yes, I have been watching him and kept

count," interposed Mr. Trent, a junior official;

"he has poked the fire nineteen times, besides

looking five times out of the window, and twice

taking down his hat and hanging it up again."

"I
got him to change me a sovereign," said the

dark Mr. Grimble, "and he first
gave

me nine

teen, and then twenty-one shillings for it. But

look here at his entries," and he pointed to an

open ledger on the desk, "he has dipped pro

miscuously into the black ink and the red!"

The three clerks took a look a-piece at the book,

and then a still longer look at each other. None

of them spoke: but each made a face, one pursing

up
his lips as if to blow an imaginary flageolet,

another frowning, as with a distracting headach,

and the third drawing down the corners of his

mouth, as if he had just taken, or was about to

take, physic.

"What can it be?" said Mr. Phipps.

"Let's ask him," suggested Mr. Trent.

"Better not," said Grimble, "you know how



hot and touchy he is. I once ventured to cut a

joke on him, and he has never thoroughly for

given it to this day."

"What was it about ?" inquired the junior.

"Why he has been married above a dozen

years without having any children, and it was

the usual thing with us, when he came of a

morning, to ask after the little Prymes,—but the

joke caused so
many

rows and quarrels, that we

have given it up."

"Where is he?" asked Mr. Pliipps, with a

glance round the office.

"In the Secretary's private room. But hush!

here he comes."

The three clerks hastily retreated to their

several desks, and began writing with
great ap

parent diligence; yet vigilantly watching every

movement of the nervous and fidgety Mr. Pryme,

who entered the room with an uneven
step, look

ing rather flushed and excited, and vigorously

rubbing his bald head with his silk handkerchief.

Perhaps he noticed that he was observed, for he

looked uneasily and suspiciously from one clerk

to the other; but each face preserved a demure

gravity, and the little, stout, bald, florid gentle
man repaired to his own place. The Morning

Post, damp and still unfolded, was lying on his



desk; he took it
up,

dried it at the fire, and

began to read—but the next minute he laid down

the
paper, and seizing the poker made several

plunges at the coals, as often against the bars as

between them, till the metal
rang again. Then

he resumed the Post—but quickly relinquished

it—quite unable to fix his attention on the type

—an incompetence perfectly astounding to the

other clerks, who considered reading the news

paper
as a regular and important part

of the

official duties.

"By Jove," whispered Mr, Phipps to Mr.

Grimble, whom he had approached under the

pretence of delivering a document, "he cannot

Post the news any more than his ledger."

Mr. Grimble acquiesced with a grave
nod and

a grimace; and Mr. Phipps returning to his desk,

a silence ensued, so profound that the scratching

of the
pens

at work on the
paper

was distinctly

audible. The little bald cashier himself had

begun to write, and for some minutes was oc

cupied so quietly that curiosity gave way
to

business, and the three clerks were absorbed in

their calculations, when a sudden noise caused

them to look up.
Mr. Pryme had jumped from

his high stool, and was in the act of taking down

his hat from its
peg.

He held it for a while in



his hand, as if in deep deliberation, then suddenly

elapped it on his head, but as hastily took it off

again—thrust the Morning Post into the crown,

and restored the beaver to its place on the wall.

The next moment he encountered the eye
of

Phipps—a suspicion that he was watched seemed

to come across him, and his uneasiness increased.

He immediately returned to his desk, and began

to turn over the leaves of an account-book—but

with unnatural haste, and it was evident that

although his
eyes

were fixed on the volume, his

thoughts were elsewhere, for by degrees he went

off into a reverie, only rousing now and then to

take huge pinches of snuff. At last, suddenly

waking up,
he pulled out his watch—pored at it—

held it
up to his ear—replaced it in his fob, and

with a glance at his hat, began drawing on his

gloves. Perhaps he would have gone
off—if

Mr. Grimble had not crossed over from his desk,

and placed an
open

book before him, with a re

quest for his signature. The little bald, florid

man, without removing his glove, attempted to

write his name, but his hand trembled so that he

could hardly guide the
pen. However, he tried

to
carry

off the matter as a joke—but his laugh

was forced, and his voice had the quavering

huskiness of internal agitation.



"Ha! ha!—rather shaky—too much wine last

night—eh, Mr. Grimble?"

The latter made no reply, but as he walked off

with the book under his arm, and his back

towards Mr. Pryme, he bestowed a deliberate

wink on each of his associates, and significantly

imitated with his own hand the aspen-like motion

he had just observed.
The others responded with

a look of intelligence, and resumed their labours:

but the tall, dark man fell into a fit of profound

abstraction, during which he unconsciously scrib

bled on his blotting-paper, in at least a score of

places, the word embezzlement.

CHAPTER II.

"And do you really mean to say,
Mr. Author,

that so respectable a bald man had actually appro

priated the public money?"

Heaven forbid, madam. My health is far too

infirm, and my modesty much too delicate to

allow me to undertake, offhand, the work of

twelve men; and who sometimes are not strong

enough, the whole team, to draw a correct in

ference. As yet,
Mr. Pryme only labours under

suspicion, and
a very

hard labour it is to be sen-



tenced to before conviction. But permit me to

ask, do you really associate baldness with respect

ability?

"Of course, sir. All bald men are respectable."

It is indeed a
very general impression—so much

so, that were I a criminal, and anxious to propi

tiate a Judge and Jury at
my trial, I would have

my head shaved beforehand as clean as a monk's.

And yet it is a strange prepossession, that we

should connect guilt with a fell of hair, and inno

cence with a bare sconce! Why, madam, why



should we conceive a bald man to be less delin

quent than another?

"I
suppose, sir, because he has less for a catch

pole to lay hold of?"

Thank
you,

ma'am! The best reason I have

heard for a prejudice in all
my

life!

CHAPTER III.

The little bald, florid man, in the meantime,

continued his nervous and fidgety evolutions—

worrying the fire, trying on his hat and gloves,

snuffing vehemently, coughing huskily, and wink

ing perpetually—now scurrying through folios—

then drumming what is called the Devil's tattoo

on his desk, and moreover, under pretence of

mending his
pens,

had slashed half-a-dozen of

them to pieces—when he received a fresh sum

mons to the Secretary's room.

The moment the door closed behind him, the

two clerks, Phipps and Trent, darted across to

Mr. Grimble, who silently exhibited to them the

shaky autograph of the agitated cashier. They

then adjourned to the fire, where a
pause

of pro

found cogitation ensued: the Junior intensely

surveying his bright boots—Mr. Phipps indus

triously nibbling the top of his pen—while Mr.



Grimble kept assiduously breaking the bituminous

bubbles which exuded from the burning coals with

the point of the poker.

"It is
very extraordinary!" at last muttered

Mr. Phipps.

"Very," chimed in the Junior Clerk.

Mr. Grimble silently turned his back to the

fire, and fixed his
gaze

on the ceiling, with his

mouth firmly compressed, as if meaning to signify,

"that whatever he might think, he would say

nothing"—in case of anything happening to Mr.

Pryme, he was the next in point of seniority for

the vacant place, and delicacy forbade his being

the first to proclaim his suspicions.

"You don't think he is going off, do you?"

inquired Mr. Phipps.

Mr. Grimble turned his gaze intently on the

querist as though he would look him through
—

hemm'd—but said nothing.

"I mean off his head."

"Oh—I thought you meant off to America."

It was now Mr. Phipps's turn to look intently

at Mr. Grimble, whose
every

feature he scruti

nized with the studious interest of a Lavater.

"Why you surely don't mean to

say—"
"I do."

"What that he has—"



"Yes."

"Is it possible!"

Mr. Grimble
gave

three distinct and deliberate

nods, in reply to which, Mr. Phipps whistled a

long phe-e-e-e-e-ew!

All this time the Junior had been eagerly lis

tening to the mysterious conference, anxiously

looking from one speaker to the other, till the

hidden meaning suddenly revealed itself to his

mind, and with the usual indiscretion of youth he

immediately gave
it utterance.

"Why then, Grimble, old Pryme will be tran

sported, and you will walk
into his shoes."

Mr. Grimble frowned severely, and laid one

forefinger on his lips, while with the other he

pointed to the door. But Mr. Pryme was still

distant in the Secretary's private room.

"Well, I should never have thought it!" ex

claimed Mr. Phipps. "He was so regular in his

habits, and I should say very
moderate in his

expenses.
He was never given to dress (the

young
clerk laughed at the idea), and certainly

never talked like a
gay

man with the other sex

(the Junior laughed again). I don't think he

gambled, or had any
connexion with the turf?

To be sure he may
have dabbled a little in the

Alley—or perhaps in the Discounting line."



To each of these interrogative speculations

Mr. Grimble responded with a negative shake

of the head, or a doubtful shrug of the shoulders,

till the catalogue was exhausted, and then, with

his
eyes

cast upward, uttered an emphatic "God

knows!"

"But have
you any proof of it?" asked Mr.

Phipps.

"None whatever—not a particle. Only what I

may
call a strong—a very strong presentiment."

And as if to illustrate its strength, Mr. Grimble

struek a blow with the poker that smashed a large

Staffordshire coal into shivers.

"Then there
may

be nothing wrong
after all!"

suggested the good-natured Mr. Phipps. "And

really Mr. Pryme has always seemed so respec

table, so regular, and so correct in business—"

"So did Fauntleroy, and the rest of them

muttered Mr. Grimble, "or they would never have

been trusted. However, it's a comfort to think

that he has no children, and that the capital pun

ishment for such offences has been abolished."

"I can hardly believe it!" ejaculated Mr.

Phipps.

"My dear fellow," said the
young clerk, "there

is no mistake about it. I was watching him when

the
messenger

came to fetch him to the secretary,



and he started and shook as if he had expected a

policeman."

Mr. Phipps said no more, but retreated to his

place, and with his elbows on his desk, and his

head between his hands, began sorrowfully to

ruminate on the ruin and misery impending over

the unfortunate cashier. He could well
appre

ciate the nervous alarm and anxiety of the

wretched man, liable at
any

moment to detection,

with the consequent disgrace, and a punishment

scarcely preferable to death itself. His memory

reminded him that Mr. Pryme had done him

various services, while his imagination pictured

his benefactor in the most distressing situations—

in the station-house—at Bow-street—in Newgate

—at the bar of the Old Baily—in a hulk—in a

convict-ship, with the common herd of the ruf

fianly and the depraved—and finally toiling in

life-long labour in a distant land. And as he

dwelt on these dreadful and dreary scenes, the

kind-hearted Phipps himself became quite un

hinged: his own nerves began to quiver, whilst

his muscles sympathizing with the mental excite

ment, prompted him to such restless activity, that

he was soon almost as fidgety and perturbed as

the object of his commiseration.

Oh! that the guilty man, forewarned of danger

by some providential inspiration, might have left



the office never to return! But the hope was

futile: the door opened—the doomed Mr. Pryme

hastily entered—went to his own desk, unbuttoned

his waistcoat, and clutching his bewildered bald

head with one fevered hand, began with the other

to turn over the leaves of a journal, without per

ceiving that the book was upside down.

"Was there ever," thought Phipps, "such an

infatuation! He has evidently cause for alarm,

and yet lingers about the fatal spot."

How he yearned to give him a hint that his

secret was known—to
say

to him, "Go!—Fly!

ere it be too late! Seek some other country

where
you may

live in freedom and repent,"

But, alas! the
eyes

of Grimble and Trent were

upon him, and above all the stern figure of inexo

rable Duty rose
up before him, and melting the

wax of Silence at the flaming sword of Justice,

imposed a seal
upon his lips.

CHAPTER IV.

"Gracious Goodness!" exclaims Female Sen

sibility, "and will the dear fresh-coloured bald

little gentleman be actually transported to Botany

Bay!"

My dear Miss—a little patience. A criminal

before such a consummation has to go through



more
processes

than a new pin. First, as Mrs.

Glasse
says

of her hare, he has to be caught, then

examined, committed, and true-billed—arraigned,

convicted, and sentenced. Next, he must, per

haps, be cropped, washed, and clothed—hulked

and shipped, and finally, if he does not die of sea

sickness, or shipwreck, or get eaten by the natives,

he
may

toil out his natural term in Australia, as

a stone-breaker, a cattle-keeper, or a domestic

servant!

"Dear me, how dreadful! And for a man,

perhaps, like Mr. Pryme, of genteel habits and

refined notions, accustomed to all the luxuries of

life, and
every delicacy of the season. I should

really like to set on foot a little private subscrip

tion, for providing him with the
proper comforts

in prison and a becoming outfit for his voyage."

My dear
young lady, I can appreciate your

motives and do honour to
your feelings. But

before
you go

round with
your

book
among

re

lations, acquaintance, and strangers, soliciting

pounds, shillings, and pence,
from people of broad,

middling, and narrow incomes, just do me the

favour to look into yonder garret, exposed to us

by the magic of the Devil on Two Sticks, and

consider that respectable young woman, engaged

at past midnight, by the light of a solitary rush-



light, in making shirts at three-halfpence a piece,

and shifts for nothing. Look at her hollow eyes,

her withered cheeks, and emaciated frame, for it

is a part of the infernal bargain that she is to lose

her own health and find her own needles and

thread. Reckon, if you can, the thousands of

weary
stitches it will require to sew, not gussets

and seams, but body and soul together: and per

haps, after all her hard sewing, having to sue a

shabby employer for the amount of her pitiful

earnings. Estimate, if you may,
the terrible wear

and tear of head and heart, of liver and lungs.

Appraise, on oath, the value of youth wasted,

spirits outworn, prospects blasted, natural affec

tions withered in the bud, and all blissful hopes

annihilated except those beyond the grave—

"What! by that horrid, red-faced, bald-pated,

undersized little monster!"

No Miss—but by a breach of trust on the
part

of a banker of genteel habits and refined notions;

accustomed to all the luxuries of life, and
every

delicacy of the season.

"Oh, the abominable villain! And did he ruin

himself as well as the poor lady?"

Totally.

"And was transported?"

Quite.



"What, to Botany?"

No, Miss. To the loveliest part of Sussex,

where he is condemned to live in a commodious

Cottage Residence, with pleasure-ground and

kitchen-garden annexed—capital shooting and

fishing, and within reach of two packs of hounds!

"Shameful! Scandalous!—why it's no punish

ment at all."

No, Miss. And then to think of the hundreds

and thousands of emigrants—English, Scotch, and

Irish—who for no crime but poverty are com

pelled to leave their native country—the homes

and hearths of their childhood—the
graves

of

their kindred—the land of their fathers, and to

settle—if settling it
may

be called—in the house

less woods and wildernesses of a foreign clime.

"Oh, shocking! shocking! But if I was the

government the wicked fraudulent bankers and

trust-breakers should be sent abroad too. Why

shouldn't they be punished with
passage-money

and grants of land as well as the
poor

innocent

emigrants, and be obliged to settle in foreign

parts?"

Ah! why, indeed, Miss—except—

"Except what, sir?"

Why, that Embezzlers and Swindlers, by all

accounts, are such
very

bad Settlers.



CHAPTER V.

But Mr. Pryme?—

That little bald, florid, fidgety personage
was

still sitting on his high stool at his desk, snuffing,

coughing, winking, and pretending to examine a

topsyturvy account-book—sometimes, by way
of

variation, hashing up
a new

pen,
or drumming a

fresh march with his fingers—

Mr. Grimble was making some private calcula

tions, which had reference to his future income

tax, on a slip of office-paper—

Mr. Trent was dreaming over an imaginary

trial, in which he was a witness, at the Old

Baily—

And Mr. Phipps was fretting over the
pre

destined capture of the infatuated Cashier—when

all at once there was a noise that startled the

clerkly trio from their seats.

The nervous Mr. Pryme, by one of his in

voluntary motions, had upset his leaden inkstand

—in trying to save the inkstand he knocked down

his ruler—in catching at the ruler he had let fall

the great journal-—and in
scrambling after the

journal he had overturned his high stool. The

clatter was prodigious, and acting on a nature



already overwrought sufficed to discompose the

last atom of its equanimity.

For a moment the bewildered author of the

work stood and trembled as if shot—then snatch

ing his hat, and clapping it "skow-wow
any

how" on his head, rushed desperately out of the

office.

"Thank God!" ejaculated Mr. Phipps, draw

ing a long breath, like a swimmer after a dive.

"I
say, Grimble," exclaimed the Junior Clerk

—"it's a true bill!"

But Mr. Grimble was already outside the door,

and running down the stone-stairs into the hall

seized on the first office-messenger that offered.

"Here—Warren! — quick!
— Run after Mr.

Pryme—don't let him out of
your sight—but

watch where he
goes

to—and let me know."

CHAPTER VI.

Now according to the practice of the regular

drama, which professes to represent the greater

stage of the world, whenever a robber, murderer,

or traitor has escaped, it is a rule for the theatrical

policemen, constables, runners, guards, alguazils,

sbirri, or gendarmes, to assemble and
agree

to



act in concert—that is to say, by singing in chorus

that the villain has bolted, and musically exhort

ing each other to "follow, follow, fol-de-rol-de

rol-O!" without a moment's delay.

An arrangement perhaps conducive to dramatic

convenience and
stage effect, but certainly quite

inconsistent with the
usages

of real life or the

dictates of common or uncommon sense.

Messrs. Grimble, Phipps, and Trent, however,



were not theatrical, so instead of joining in a trio

or a catch, they first held a consultation, and then

proceeded in a body to the Secretary, to whom

they described the singular behaviour of Mr.

Pryme.

"Very singular, indeed," said the Secretary.

"I observed it myself, and inquired if he was in

good health. No—yes—no. And Mrs. Pryme?

Yes—no—yes. In short, he did not seem to

know what he was saying."

"Or doing," put in Mr, Trent. "He threw a

shovel of coals into the iron safe."

"With other acts," added Mr. Grimble, "the

reverse of official."

"Tell him at once," whispered Mr. Trent.

"In short, sir," said Mr. Grimble, with a most

sepulchral tone, and the face of an undertaker, "I

am
sorry, deeply sorry

and concerned to say,
that

Mr. Pryme has suddenly departed."

"Indeed! But he was iust the sort of man to

do it."

The three clerks stared at each other, for they

had all thought exactly the reverse of the little,

bald, florid, ex-cashier.

"Short-necked, sanguine, and of a full habit,

you know," continued the Secretary. "Poor

fellow!"

"Iam sorry, deeply sorry
and concerned to



say," repeated Mr. Grimble, "that I mean he has

absconded."

"The devil he has!" exclaimed the Secretary,

at once jumping to his feet, and instinctively

buttoning up
his pockets—"but no—it's impos

sible!" and he looked towards Trent and Phipps

for confirmation.

"It's a true bill, sir," said the first, "he has

bolted sure enough."

The other only shook his head.

"It's incredible!" said the Secretary. "Why,

he was as steady as a quaker, and as correct as

clock-work! Mr. Grimble, have
you inspected

his books?"

"I have, sir."

"Well, sir?"

"At present, sir, all
appears

correct. But as

the accounts are kept in this office it is easier to

embezzle than to detect any defalcation."

"Humph! I do not think we are worse in that

respect than other public offices! Then, if I un

derstand
you,

there is no distinct evidence of

fraud?"

"None whatever, sir," replied Mr. Phipps.

"Except his absconding," added Mr. Grimble.

"Well, gentlemen, we will wait till ten o'clock

to-morrow morning, and then if Mr. Pryme does

not make his
appearance

we shall know how to act."



The three clerks made three bows and retired,

severally pleased, displeased, and indifferent at

the result of their audience.

"We
may wait for him," grumbled Mr. Grimble,

"till ten o'clock on doomsday."

At this moment the door re-opened, and the

Secretary put out his head.

"Gentlemen, I need not recommend
you

to

confine this matter, for the present, to your
own

bosoms!"

But the caution was in vain. Warren, the mes

senger,
had given a hint of the affair to a porter,

who had told it to another, and another, and

another, till the secret was as well buzzed and

blown as if it had been confided to a swarm of

blue-bottles. In fact, the flight of Mr. Pryme was

known throughout the several offices, where, ac

cording to English custom, the event became a

subject for betting, and a considerable sum was

laid out at 6 to 4, and afterwards at 7 to 2, against

the
reappearance

of the cashier.

CHAPTER VII.

"Well, Warren?"

"Well, Mr. Grimble, sir;"

The three clerks on returning to their office,



had found the messenger
at the door, and took

him with them into the room.

"Well, I followed up
Mr. Pryme, sir, and the

first thing he did were to hail a cab."

"And where did he drive to?"

"To nowheres at all—coz why, afore the cab

could pull round off the stand, away he
goes—

that's Mr. Pryme—walking at the rate of five

miles an hour, more or less, so as not
easy to be

kep up with, straight home to his own house,

number 9, where instid of double knocking at the

door, he ring'd to be let in at the hairy bell."

"Very odd!" remarked Mr. Grimble.

"Well, he staid in the house a goodish while—

as long as it might take him, like, to collect his

porterble property and vallybles—when all at once

out he comes, like a man with his head turned,

and his hat stuck on hind part afore, for you know

he'd wore it
up at the back like a curricle one."

"A clerical
one—go on."

"Why then, away he cuts down the street, as

hard as he can split without busting, and me arter

him, but being stiffish with the rheumatiz, where

by I soon found I was getting nowheres at all in

the race, and in consekence pulled up."

"And which
way

did he run?"

"Why then, he seemed to me to be a-making
for the bridge."



"Ah, to get on board a steamer," said Mr.

Grimble.

"Or into the river," suggested Mr. Trent.

Mr. Phipps groaned and
wrung

his hands.

"You're right, you are, Mr. Trent, sir," said

the Messenger with a determined nod and wink

at the junior clerk. "There was a gemman

throwed himself over last Friday, and they did

say
it was becos he had made away

with ten

thousand Long Annuitants."

"The
poor, wretched, misguided

creature!"

"Yes he did, Mr. Phipps, sir—right over the

senter harch. And what's wus, not leaving a rap

behind him except his widder
and five small little

children, and the youngest
on em's a suckin

babby."

"Thank God!" exclaimed Mr. Phipps, "that

Mr. Pryme is not a family man."

CHAPTER VIII.

POOR Mr. Phipps!

As soon as the office was closed he walked

home to his lodgings in Westminster, but at a

slower pace
than usual, and with a heavy heart,

for his mind was full of sorrow and misgiving at

the too probable fate of the unfortunate Defaulter.

The figure of Mr. Pryme followed him wherever



he went: it seemed to glance over his shoulder in

the looking-glass: and when he went to wash his

hands, the pale drowned face of the cashier shone

up through the water, instead of the pattern at the

bottom of the basin.

For the first time since his clerkship he could

not enjoy that favourite meal, his tea. The black

bitterness in his thoughts overpowered the flavour

of the green leaf—it turned the milk, and neutral

ized the
sugar on his palate. He took but one

bite out of his crumpet, and then resigned it to

the cat. Supper was out of the question. His

mental agitation, acting on the nerves of the sto

mach, had brought on a sick headach, which

indisposed him to
any kind of food. In the

meanwhile for the first strange time he became

intensely sensible that he was a bachelor, and

uncomfortably conscious of his loneliness in the

world. The
company of a second

person, another

face, only to look at, would have been an infinite

relief to him—by diverting his attention from the

one dreadful thought and the one horrible image

that, do what he would, kept rising up before him

—sometimes like a shadow on the wall, sometimes

like a miniature figure amid the intricate vains of

the marble mantelpiece—and anon in the chiaro

oscuro of the fire. To
get rid of these haunting

illusions, he caught up a book which happened to



be the second volume of "Lamb's Letters," and

stumbled on the following ominous passage:

"Who that standeth, knoweth but he may yetfull?

Your hands, as yet, I am mostwilliny to believe, have

never deviated into other's property. You think it

impossible that
you

could ever commit so heinous an

offence; but so thought Fauntleroy once; so have

thought many besides him, who at last have expiated

us he hath done."

The words read like a fatal prophecy! He

dropt the book in horror, and falling on his knees,

with tearful eyes
and uplifted hands, besought

Providence, if it saw fit, to afflict him with the

utmost miseries of sickness and poverty, but to

save him—even by stroke of sudden death to save

him—from ever becoming a Defaulter!

This devotional act restored him in some degree

to tranquility; but with night and sleep all his

horrors returned. The face of Mr. Pryme, no

longer florid but pale as a plaster-cast, was con

tinually confronting him, now staring at him

through transparent waters, and now between

massive iron bars. Then the dismal portrait

would abruptly change to a full-length, which was

as suddenly surrounded by a cluster of children,

boys and girls of different ages, including
one or

two infants,—a family he understood, by the

intuition of dreams, to be illegitimate, and that



they were solemnly consigned by the Suicide to

his care and maintenance. Anon the white figure

vanished, and a black one appeared in its place, a

female, with the
very outline, as if cut in

paper,

of the widowed Mrs. Pryme, and whom by some

mysterious but imperative obligation he felt that

he must
espouse. The next moment this phan

tom was
swept away by a mighty rush of black

waters, like those in Martin's grand picture of the

Deluge, and on or beneath the dark flood again
floated the pale effigy of the Suicide entire and

apparently struggling for dear life, and sometimes

shattered he knew not how, and drifting about in

passive fragments. Then came a fresh rush of

black waters, gradually shaping itself into an im

mense whirlpool, with the white corpse-like figure,
but magnified to a colossal size, rapidly whirling
in the centre of the vortex, whilst obscure forms,

black and white, of children, females, savages, and

alas! not a few gigantic Demon shapes, revolved

more slowly around it.

In short, the
poor fellow never passed so

wretched a night since he was born!



CHAPTER IX.

"And did Mr. Pryme really drown himself?"

My dear Felicia, if Female Curiosity had

always access, as
you have, to an author's sanc

torum,—if she could stand or sit, as
you can, at

his elbow whilst composing his romances of real

or unreal life,—if she might ask, as
you do, at the

beginning or in the middle of the plot, what is to

be its dénouëment—

"Well, sir, what then?"

Why, then, Messieurs Colburn, Saunders and

Otley, Bentley, Churton, and Newby—not forget

ting A. K. Newman—might retire for good to their

country boxes at Ponder's End, Leatherhead, and

Balham Hill, for there would be no more novels

in three volumes. Nay, the authors themselves,

serious and comic, both or neither, might retreat

for ever into the Literary Almshouses, if there

are any
such places—for there would be no

more articles of sixteen pages—and "to be con

tinued"—in the magazines. All would be over

with us, as with the Bourbons, could Female

Curiosity thus foresee, as Talleyrand said, "Le

commencement de la fin!"

"Well, but—if your story as
you say

is 'an

owre true tale,' then Mr. Pryme must have been a



real man—an actual living human being
- and it

is positive cruelty to keep one in suspense about

bis fate!"

Dearest!—the tale is undoubtedly true, and

there was such a
personage

as Mr. Pryme—

"Was! Why then he did embezzle the

money, and he did throw himself off Westminster

Bridge? But had he really an illegitimate

family? And did Mr. Phipps actually marry

the widow according to his dream?"

Patience!—and you
shall hear.

CHAPTER X.

The morrow came, and the Hour—but not the

Man.

Messrs. Grimble, Phipps, and Trent were as

sembled round the office-fire—poor Phipps look

ing as white as a sheet, for ten o'clock had struck,

and there was no Mr. Pryme.

At five minutes
past ten the Secretary came in

from his own room with his golden repeater in

his hand—he looked anxiously round the office,
and then in turn at each of the three clerks. Mr.

Phipps sighed, Mr. Trent shook his head, and

Mr. Grimble shrugged up his shoulders.

"Not here yet?"



"Nor won't be," muttered Mr. Grimble.

"What odds will
you lay about it?" whispered

the giddy Mr. Trent.

"The office-clock is rather fast," stammered out

Mr. Phipps.

"No—it is exact by my time," said the Secre

tary, and he held out his watch for inspection.

"He was always punctual to a minute," observed

Mr. Grimble.

"Always. I fear, gentlemen, we must apply

for a war—"

The Secretary paused, for he heard the sound

of a foot at the door, which hastily opened, and in

walked Mr. Prvme!!!

An apparition could scarcely have caused a

greater trepidation. The Secretary hurriedly

thrust his repeater into his breeches-pocket. Mr.

Grimble retreated to his own desk—Mr. Phipps

stood stock-still, with his
eyes

and mouth wide

open—while Mr. Trent, though he was a loser on

the event, burst into a loud laugh.

"I am afraid, gentlemen," said Mr. Pryme,

looking very
foolish and stammering, "I am afraid

that
my—my—my

ridiculous behaviour yesterday

has caused
you

some—some—uneasiness—on my

account."

No answer.



"The truth is—I was excessively anxious and

nervous—and agitated—very agitated indeed!"

"Very," from Mr. Trent.

The little florid man coloured up
till his round,

shiny, bald head was as scarlet as a love-apple.

"The truth is—after so many disappointments

—I did not like to mention the thing—the affair

—till it was quite certain—till it was all over—for

fear—for fear of being quizzed. The truth is—

the truth is—"

"Take time, Mr. Pryme," said the Secretary.

"Why, then, sir—the truth is—after fifteen

years—I'm a Father—a happy Father, sir—a fine

chopping boy, gentlemen—and Mrs. P. is as

charming
— that's to

say,
as well— as can be

expected!"



SONNET.

THE world is with me, and its many cares,

Its woes—its wants—the anxious hopes and fears

That wait on all terrestrial affairs—

The shades of former and of future years—

Foreboding fancies, and prophetic tears,

Quelling a spirit that was once elate—

Heavens! what a wilderness the earth appears,

WhereYoutli, andMirth, and Health are out ofdate!

But no—a laugh of innocence and joy

Resounds, like music of the fairy race,

And gladly turning from the world's annoy

I
gaze upon

a little radiant face,

And bless, internally, the merry boy

Who
" makes a son-shine in a shady place.



AN EXTRAORDINARY OPERATION.

We'll find a way to remove all that.—M.D.

ON the 26th of December, 1842, according to

the official record, a tipsy sailor, by name Peter

Galpin, in tacking along the Mile End Road,

slipped his foot on a piece of orange-peel, and fell

with
great violence on the pavement. He was

immediately picked up by the
passengers, and

being unable to walk or stand, was carried on a

stretcher, by two policemen, to the London

Hospital, where, on examination, it appeared that

he had broken one of the small bones of his right

leg.

The fracture was immediately reduced; and as

the patient was not habitually a drunkard, but

had only been casually overtaken, the case went

on
very favourably, and promised a speedy cure.

In the meanwhile the
poor fellow, accustomed to

an active life, would have found the time
pass

very tediously in bed—especially as he could not

read—but for the daily bustle and business in the

ward,—the departures of the cured or the incu

rable, by discharge or death—and the arrivals of

fresh sufferers—the visits of the
surgeons and

medical students, and the operations of the hos-



pital dressers and nurses, in the most trivial of

which he took a deep interest. Averse to doctors

and doctoring, seamen in general are as ignorant

as sea-horses of the usages
and practices of the

sick-room, so that whatever was done of the kind,

even to the application of a poultice, was novel,

and consequently attractive to our tar.

Every proceeding, therefore, was carefully

watched and logged in his memory—rare
mate

rials for future yarns,
when he should be able to

rejoin his ship, the Grampus, of Liverpool.

Strange, indeed, were the things he had seen

done in that hospital, and more extraordinary still

were the things which
he thought that he had seen

performed—amounting
in his opinion to surgical

miracles!

At last, one day arousing
from a

nap,
and sit

ting up
as usual to take an observation, he espied

in the next bed a fat man with a particularly big

red nose, large staring black eyes,
and an uncom

monly wide mouth—in fact, very like somebody

he had seen dancing during the carnival in the

streets of an Italian port.
This corpulent bottle

nosed man was propped up
in bed, with his back

bared, whilst a dresser was applying an ointment

to a very large, very red,
and very

raw and sore

looking place between his shoulders.



"My eyes!" exclaimed the sailor, letting him

self drop backward on his pillow, quite overcome

with wonder—"There's been a hopperation!"

"What do
you mean?" asked the dresser.

"What!" ejaculated the astounded seaman,

with his
eyes cast upwards, and almost protruding

from his head—

"Well, what?"

"Why, he's Punch, isn't he ? and they've cut his

hump off!!!"



THE EARTH-QUAKERS.

Now's the time and now's the hour!

To be worried, toss'd, and shaken,

Down—down—down, derry down—

Let us take to the road!

Amanda, let us quit the town—

Together let us range the fields—

Over the hills and far away,

Life let us cherish.

OLD BALLADS.

THE Earth-quakers are by no means a new

Sect. They have appeared at various times in

England, and particularly in 1750, when they

were so numerous that, according to Horace

Walpole, "within three days, seven hundred and

thirty coaches were counted passing Hyde-park

corner with whole parties removing into the

country!" The same pleasant writer has
pre

served several anecdotes of the persuasion, and

especially records that the female members, to

guard against even a shock to their constitutions,

made "earthquake gowns" of a warm stuff, to

sit
up

in at night, in the
open

air! Nor was the

alarm altogether unfounded, for the earth, he

says, actually shook twice at regular intervals, so

that fearing the terrestrial ague
fit would become



periodical, the noble wit proposed to treat it by a

course of bark. However, there were some slight

vibrations of the soil, and supposing them only to

have thrown down a platter from the shelf to the

floor, the Eartli-quakers of 1750 have an infinite

advantage over those of 1842, when nothing has

fallen to the ground but a fiddle-de-Dee prediction.

Still, if the metropolis has not exhibited
any

extraordinary physical convulsion, its inhabitants

have presented an astounding Moral Phenomenon.

Messrs. Howell and James best know whether

they have vended or been asked for peculiarly

warm fabrics—the court milliner alone can tell if

she has made
up any new-fashioned robes de nuit,

à, la bivouac, or coiffures adapted to a nocturnal

fete champetre. The coaches, public and private,

which have passed Hyde-Park-Comer have not

perhaps been counted, but it is notorious that

the railway carriages have been crammed with

passengers, and the Gravesend steamers were

almost swamped by the influx of rabid Earth

quakers, all rushing, sauve qui peut! from the most

ridiculous bugbear ever licked into shape by the

vulgar tongue. Nor yet was the "Movement

Party
"

composed exclusively of the lower classes;

but comprised hundreds of respectable Londoners,

who never halted till they had
gone beyond the

Lord Mayor's jurisdiction, a flight unworthy even



of Cockneyism, which implies at least a devoted

attachment to London, and an unshaken con

fidence in the stability of St Paul's.

The Irish indeed, the poor blundering, bull

making Irish, had some excuse for their panic.

The prophecy came from a prophet of their own

religion, and appealed to some of their strongest

prejudices. They had perhaps even felt some

precursory agitation not perceptible to us English

—whilst the rebuilding of the ruined city pro

mised a famous job for the Hibernian bricklayers

and hodmen. Nay, after all, they only
exhibited

a truly national aptitude to become April fools in

March. But for British backbone Protestants,

who have shouted "No Popery," and burnt Guy

Fauxes, to adopt a Roman Catholic legend—for

free and independent householders who would

not move on for a live policeman, to move off,

bag and baggage, at the dictum of a
very

dead

monk—who can doubt, after such a spectacle,

that a Nincom Tax would be very productive!

As a subject for a comic picture, there
could

be no richer scene for a modern Hogarth than

the return of a party of Earth-quakers to the me

tropolis—that very metropolis which was to have

been knocked down, as Robins would say,
in one

lot—that devoted Citywhich Credulity had lately

painted as lying prostrate
on its Corporation!



In the meantime, good luck enables me to illus

trate the
great earthquake of 1842 by a few letters

obtained, no matter how, or at what expense. It

is to be regretted that type
can give no imitation

of the handwritings; suffice it that one of the

notes has actually been booked by a well-known

collector, as a genuine autograph of St. Vitus.

NO. I.

TO PETER CRISP, ESQ.

Ivy Cottage, Sevenoaks.

DEAR BROTHER,—You are of course aware of

the awful visitation with which we are threatened.

As to F. and myself, business and duties will

forbid our leaving London, but Robert and James

will be home for the usual fortnight at Easter, and

we are naturally anxious to have the dear boys

out of the
way. Perhaps you will make room

for them at the cottage?—I am, dear Brother,

Yours affectionately,

MARGARET FADDY.

THE ANSWER.

DEAR SISTER,—As regards the awful visitation,

the last time the dear boys were at the Cottage

they literally turned it
topsy-turvy.

As such, would rather say—keep Robert and

James in town, and send me down the Earthquake.

Your loving brother,

PETER CRISP.



NO. II.

TO MESSRS. H. STALEY AND CO.

Camomile-street, City.

GENTLEMEN,
—As a retired tradesman of Lon

don to rural life, but unremittingly devoted to the

metropolis and its public buildings, am deeply

solicitous to learn, on good mercantile authority,

if the alarming statements as to a ruinous depres

sion in the Custom-house, St. Paul's, and other

fabrics, stands on the undeniable basis of fact.

An early answer will oblige,

Your very obedient servant,

JOHN STOKES.

Postscriptum.—My barber tells me the Monu

ment has been done at Lloyd's.

THE ANSWER.

SIR,—In reply to your
favour of the 14th inst.,

I beg to subjoin for
your guidance the following

quotations from a supplement to this day's "Price

Current:"

"MARCH 16.—In Earthquakes—nothing stir

ring. Strong Caracca shocks partially inquired

for, hut no arrivals. Lisbons ditto. A small lot

of slight Chichesters in bond have been brought

forward, but obtained no offers. Houses continue

firm, and the holders are not inclined to part with



them. In Columns and Obelisks no alteration.

Cathedrals as before. Steeples keep up, and

articles generally not so flat as anticipated by the

speculators for a fall,"—I am, sir, for Stalev and

Co., your most obedient servant,

CHARLES STUCKEY.

NO. III.

TO DOCTOR DODGE F. A. S. LONDON.

DEAR DOCTOR,—As you
are an Antiquarian,

and as such well acquainted, of course, with

Ancient MSS. and Monkish Chronicles, perhaps

you
will be so obliging as to give me

your opinion

of the Earthquake predicted by Dr. Dee and the

Monk of Dree, and whether it is mentioned in

Doomsday Book, or Icon Basilisk, or any
of the

old astrological works.—Yours, dear Doctor,

ANASTASIA SHREWSBURY.

THE ANSWER.

DEAR MADAM,—I have no recollection of such

a Prediction in
any of the books

you mention;

but I will make a point of looking into the old

chronicles. In the meantime it strikes me, that if

any one should have foretold an Earthquake it was

Ingulphus.—I am, dear Madam, your very humble

Servant,

T. DODGE.



JAMES HOCKIN.

NO. IV.

TO MR. BENJAMIN HOCKIN.

Barbican.

DEAR BEN,—About this hero hearthquack.

Acording to advice I rit to Addams who have

bean to forin Parts, and partickly sow Amcrikey,

witch is a shockin country, and as to wat is dun



by the Natives in the like case, and he
say they

all run out of their Howses, and fall down on

their nees and beat their brests like mad, and

cross theirselves and call out to the Virgin, and

all the popish Saints. Witch in course with us

Christians is out of the question, so there we are

agin at a non plush—and our minds perfecly mis

rable for want of making up. One minit it's
go

and the next minit stay, till betwixt town and

country, I allmost wish I was no wheres at all.

But how is minds to be made
up

wen if
you

ax

opinions, theres six of one and half a duzzen of

the tother—for I make a pint of xtracting my

customers sentiments
pro and con, and its as ni a

ti as can be. One books the thing to cum off as

shure as the Darby or Hoax, while annother sus

pends it till the Day of Jugment. And then he's

upset by a new cummur in with the news that

half St. Giles is cast down, and the inhabbitants

all Irish howling, quite dredful, and belabbering
their own buzzums and crossing themselves all

over as if it saved the Good Friday buns from

bein swallered
up. So there we are agin. All

dubbious. As for Pawley he wont have it at

anny price but
says its clear agin Geolology and

the Wolcanic stratuses; witch
may sarve well

enuff to chaff about at Mekanical Innstitushuns



but he wont gammon
me that theres anny

sich

remmedy for a Hearth Quack as a basun of chork

— no nor a basun of gruel nayther. Well wat

next. Why Podmore swares wen he past the

Duck of York he see his hiness anoddin at the

Athenium Club as if he ment to drop in pervided

he didnt pitch in to the Unitid Servis. So there

we are agin. For my
own share I own to sum

misgivins and croakins, and says you,
not without

caws wen six fammilis in our street has gone
off

alreddy and three more packin up
in case. Be

sides witch Radley the Bilder have nocked off

wurk at his new Howsis for fear of their gettin

floored and missis Sims have declined her barril

of tabel beer till arter the shakin. Wen things

cum to sicli aspects they look serus. But supose

in the end as Gubbins says
its all a errer of that

Dr. Dee—wat a set of Dee'd spooneys
we shall

look. So ere we are agin. Then theres Books.

It
appear

on reading the great Lisbon catstrophy

were attendid by an uncommon rush of the See

on the dry Land and they do
say

from Brighton

as how the Breakers have reached as far as Wig

ney's Bank. That's in faver agin of the world

losing its ballance. Howsomever I have twice

had the shutters up,
and wonce got as fur as the

hos in the Shay cart for a move off, but was stopt



by the Maid and the Prentis both axin a hole

holliday for the sixtenth and in sich a stile as con

vinced if I didnt grant they wood take french

leaves. And then who is to mind the house and

Shop not to name two bills as cum doo on the

verry day and made payable on the premmises.

Whereby if I dont go to smash in boddy I must

in bisness. So there we are agin. In the inte

rium theres
my

Wife who keeps wibratin between

hopes and fears like the pendulum of a Dutch

Clock and no more able to cum to a conclusion.

But she inclines most to faver the dark side of

the Picter and
compares our state of Purgatory,

to Dam somebody with a sword hanging over his

head by a single hair. As a nateral consekens

she cant eat her wittals and hears rumblins and

has sich tremlins she dont know the hearth's agi

tatings from her own. Being squeemish besides,

as is reckoned by her a verry bad sign, becos why
theres a hearthquack in Rohhinson Cruso who

describe the motion to have made his Stomich

as sick as
anny one as is tost at See. Well in

course her flutters agrivates mine till between our

selves I'm reddy to bolt out of house and home

like a Rabbit and
go and squat in the

open Fields.

And wats to end all this
suspense. Maybe a false

alarm—and maybe hall to hattums indoors or else



runnin out into a gapin naberhood and swallerd

up
in a crack. Whereby its

my privit opinion we

shall end by removing in time like the Rats from

a fallin house even if we have to make shift with

a bed in the garden, but witch is prefferable to an

everlastin sleep in the great shake down that nater

is preparing. Thats to
say

if the profesy keeps

its word—for if it dont we are better in our own

beds then fleaing elsewhere. And
praps

ketch

our deths besides. Witch reminds me our Medi

cal Doctor wont hear of hearthquackery and
says

theres no simtoms of erupshun. So there we are

agin. But St. Pauls, and all Saint Giles's is
per

contra. And to be sure as Pat Hourigan says
of

the Irish, ant we sevin fifths of us hod carriers and

bricklairs, and do
you

think as we'd leave the

same, if we didn't expect more brick and bilding

matcrals then we can
carry

on our heds and sliol

ders. Witch sartinly wood strongly argy
to the

pint, if so be their being Roman Cathliks didn't

religusly bind one watever they beleave, to beleave

quite the reverse. And talking of religion, if one

listened to it like a Christian, instid of dispondin

it wood praps say
trust in Providence and shore

up
the premisis. And witch

may
be the piusest

and cheapest plan arter all. But bisness in

terrups—



Its the Gibbenses maid for an Am. Ive pumpt

out on her that the fammily is goin to Windser

for Change of air. And Widder Stradlin is goin

to Richmond for change of Scene. Yes as much

as I am goin to the Lands end for change of a

shilling. And now I think on it there were a

suspishus mark this morning on the Public House

paper, namely Edgingtons advertisment about

Tents. So arter all the
open

Air course of con

duct—but annother cum in—

Poor Mrs. Hobson, in the same perplext state

as myself. To be sure as she
say

a slite shock

as wouldnt chip a brass or iron man would shatter

a chancy woman all to smash. But wats the use

of her cummin to me to be advised wen I carnt

advize myself? Howsomever a word or two

from
your

Ben wood
go fur to convict me—Only

beggin you
to considder that Self Pregevashun is

the fust law of Nater, and the more binding as its

a law a man is allowd to take into his own hands.

As the crisus aproach, a speedy answer will

releave the mind of

Your loving Brother,

JAMES HOCKIN.

P.S.—Since riting the abuv the Reverend

Mister Crumpler, as
my wife sits under, have



THE REV. MR. CRUMPLER.

dropt in and confirmed the wust. He
say

its a

Judgment on the Citty and by way
of Cobber

robberation has named several partis in our naber

hood as is to be ingulped. That settles us, and

in course will excuse cuttin short.



NO. V.

TO MRS. * * ** No. 9,— Street.

MADAM,—It may seem stooping to take up
a

dropped correspondence, but considering that an

Earthquake ought to bury all animosities, and

enjoying the prospect of
an eternal separation,

Christian charity induces to
say

I am agreeable

on
my part

for the breach between ps to be re

paired by a shaking of hands.

I am, Madam,

Yours, &c.,

BELINDA HUFFIN.

THE ANSWER.

MADAM,—I trust I have as much Christian

charity as my neighbours—praps more—and hope

I have too much true religion to believe in judi

cious astronomy.
And if I did, have never heard

that earthquakes was remarkable for repairing

breaches.

When every thing else shakes, I will shake

hands, but not before.

I am, Madam,

Yours, &c.,

MATILDA PERKS.



NO. VI.

FOR REBECCA SLACK.

2, Fisher's Plaice, Knightsbridge.

DEAR BECKY,—If so be when you
cum to

Number 9, on Sunday and Me not there don't

be terrifide. Its not suicide and the Surpintine

but the Erthquake. John is the same as ever

but Ive allmost giv meself Warnin without the

Munths notis. Last nite there cum a ring at the

Bel, a regular chevy and Noboddy there. Cook

sed a
runaway

Lark but I no better. And John

says
Medicle Studints but I

say
shox. How

sumaver if the bel ring agen
of its own Hed I'm

off quake or no quake to my
muther at Srews

berry Srops. One may
trust to drunken

yung

gentilmen too long and misstake a rumbel at the

Anti Pods for skrcwin olf the nocker. No, no.

So as I sed afore another ring will be a hint to

Hy tho one thing is ockard, namely the crisus fixt

for the 16 and my quarter not up
til the 20. But

wats wagis? Their no object wen yure
an Objec

yurself for the Ospittle. To be shure Missus

may complain of a Non Plush but wat of that.

Self preservin is the law of Nater and is wat dis

tinguishes resoning Beings from Damsuns and

Bullises.



Mister Butler is of my
own friteful way of

thinkin and quite retchid about the shakin
up

of

his
port wine for he allways calls it hisn and

dredful low his Hart being in his celler. But

Cook choose to set her Face agin the finomunon.

Dont tell me
says

she of the earth quakin—its

crust isnt made so lite and shivvery. So weve

cum to Wurds on the subjec and even been warm

but its impossible to talk with
sang

fraw of wat

freeses ones Blud. But wat can one
expec as

Mister Butler
says

but Convulshuns of Nater

wen we
go boring into the Erths bowils witch as

all the wurld nose is chock full of Cumbustibuls

as ketching as Congrevs and Lucefirs. We mite

have tuck warnin by the Frentch he
says

witch

driv irun pipes and toobs down and drew them
up

agin all twisted by the stratums into Cork skrews

with the Ends red hot or meltid off. So much

for pryin into the innfurnel reguns.

As
you may supose I am meloncolly enuf at sich

a prospict. But if a Erth Quake isnt to cast one

down wat is? I never
go

to
my

Piller but I
pray

to sleep without rockin or having the roof come

down atop of me like a
sparrer in a brick Trap.

And then sich horribel Dreams! Ony last nite

I dremt the hole
supperstructer was on

my chest

and stomack but luckly it were ony
the Nite Mare



and cold Pork. And in the day time its nothin

but takin in visitters cards with Poor Prender

Congy witch
you

know means Frentch leave and

not a bit too erly if correct that Saint Pauls have

sunk down to its Doom. To be shure I over

heerd Master
say

that even Saint Faith don't

beleave in it. But she is no rule for Me. Why

shudn't we be overwelmd as Mister Butler says
as

well as the Herculeans and Pompey? I'm shure

we deserve it for our sins and piccadillies.

Well time will show. But its our duty all the

same to look arter our savings. John thinks

Mister Green have the best chance by assenting

on the day in his Voxall baloon but gud gratious

as Mister Butler says supose
the wurld was to

anniliate itself wile he was
up

in the Air. One

had better trust to the most aggitatid Terry

Firmer. Wat sort of soil is most propperest for

the
purpus

has been debatted amung us a good

deal. One thinks mountin tops is safest and

anuther considders we ort all to be in a Mash.

Lord nose. The Baker says
his Master has

inshured his-self agin the erth quake and got the

Globe to kiver him.

Theres Missus bel so adew in haste.

MARY SAWKINS.

Poscrip.—Wile I was up
in the drawin room



master talkt very
misterus about St. Pauls. Its

all a report says
he from one of the Miner

Cannons.

NO. VII.

TO SIR W.FLIMSY, BART., AND CO.

Lombard-street, City.

GENTLEMEN,—I beg respectfully to inform
you

that placing implicit confidence in the calamity

which will come due on the 16 th instant, I have felt

it
my duty to remove myself and the cash balance

to a place of security. It is
my

full intention

however, to return to
my post after the Earth

quake; and, I trust, instead of condemning, you

will thank me for preserving your property, when

I come back and restore it.

I am, Gentlemen,

Your
very faithful and obedient,

Servant and cashier,

SAMUEL BOULTER.

NO. VIII.

TO MR. BENJAMIN HOCKIN.

(Vide No. IV.)

DEAR BENJAMIN,—In my last I broke short

through sitting off—and now have to inform of

our safe Return and the Premisis all sound. The



wus luck to have let Meself be Shay carted off on

a April Fool's arrand, as bad as piggins milk. For

wat remanes in futer but to become a lading stock

to our nabcrs and being ninny-hammered at like

nails. As for the parler at the Crown that's shut

agin me for ever, for them quizzical fellers as

frequents could rost a Ox whole in the
way

of

banterin. So were I'm to spend my
evenins ex

cept with my
wife Lord nose. There misery in

prospect at
once.

Has for scrvin in the shop I couldnt feel more

sheapish and shamfaced if I had bean found out

in short wait and adultering. Its no odds
my

customers houlding their Tungs about it—the

more they don't say
the more I know wat they

mean, and witch as silent contempt
is wus than

even alittel blaggard cumming as he did just now,

and axing for a small hapenny shock. Not that

I mind Sarce so much as make beleave pitty.

Its the wimmin with their confoundid simperthisin

as agrivates sich as hoping no cold was cotchd

from the nite dues and lammenting our trouble

and expense
for nothink. With all respect

to the

sex if it pleas God to let one see them now and

then with their jaws tide up
for the Tung Ake as

well as the Tooth Ake wood be no harm. There's

that Missis Mummery wood comfort a man into

a brain Fever. And indeed well ni soothd me



into a fury wat with condoling on our bamboozil

ment and her sham abram concern for our un

lucky step. She cum for Pickels and its lucky

for both there was no Pison handy. But I ort to

take an assiduous draft meself for swallering such

stuff. As
praps

I shall if I dont fly to hard drink

ing insted. Becos why, I know I've sunk meself

in public opinnion and indeed feel as if all

Lonnon was takin a sight at me. Many a man

have took his razer and cut his stick for less.

Has for
my

wife her fust move on cumming

Home was
up

stares and into Bed where she

remained quite inconsoluble, being more hurt in

her Mind she
say

then if she had had a leg broke

by the Herth quake. And witch I realy think

could not more have upset her. Howsumever

there she lays almost off her Hed and from wat

I know of her cute feelings and temper is likely

to never be happy agin nor to let
anny

one else.

There's a luck out—and no children of our own

to vent on.

In course its more nor I dares to tell her of the

nonimus Letter like a VValentine with a picter of

a Cock and Bui, and that's only a four runner.

Well, its our hone falts, if thats
anny comfort

which it ant, but all the hevier, like sum loves and

tee cakes, for bein home made.



The sum totle on it is Ime upset for Life.
I

harnt got Brass enuf to remane in Bisness nor

yet made Tin enuf to retire out on it. Otherwis

Ide take a Willer in Stanter and keap dux. My

ony
cumfit is I arnt a citty Maggystrut and obleegd

to sit in Gild all arter bein throwd into sich a

botomless panikin. How his Washup Mister

Bowlbee can sit in Publick I dont know for he

was one of the verry
fust to cut away.

Ketch me

says
he astayin in Crippelgit. I know it's my

ward but it won't ward off a shock.

So much for Hearth Quacks. The end will

be I shall turn to a Universal Septic and then I

supose
watever I dont beleave will come to

pass.

Indeed I am almost of the same mind alreddy

with Dadley the Baker. Dont trust nothing,

says he,
till it happen, And not even then if it

don't suit to give credit.

Dear Ben, pray rite if you
can say anny thing

consoling under an ounce—for witch a Stamp

inclosed.

Your luving Bruther,

JAMES HOCKIN.

P.S.—The Reverind Mister Crumpler have

just bean, and explained to Me the odds betwixt

Old and New stiles, whereby the real Day for the

Hearth Quack is still to cum, namely Monday

the 28th Instant. So there we are agin!



THE FLOWER.

ALONE, across a foreign plain,

The Exile slowly wanders,

And on his Isle beyond the main

With sadden'd spirit ponders:

This lovely Isle beyond the sea,

With all its household treasures;

Its
cottage homes, its merry birds,

And all its rural pleasures:

Its leafy woods, its shady vales,

Its moors, and purple heather;

Its verdant fields bedeck'd with stars

His childhood loved to gather:

When lo! he starts, with glad surprise,

Home-joys come rushing o'er him,

For "modest, wee, and crimson-tipp'd,"

He spies the flower before him!

With
eager haste he stoops him down,

His
eyes with moisture hazy,

And as he plucks the simple bloom,

He murmurs, "Lawk-a-daisy!"



THE GRIMSBY GHOST.

CHAPTER I.

N the town of Grimsby-

"But stop," says
the Cour

teous and Prudent Reader,

"are there any
such things as

Ghosts?"

"Any Ghostesses!" cries Su

perstition, who settled long since

in the country, near a church

yard, on a rising ground, "any

Ghostesses! Ay, man
— lots

on 'em! bushels on 'em! sights

on 'em! Why, there's one as

walks in our parish, reg'lar as

the clock strikes twelve—and

always the same round— over

church-stile, round the corner,

through the gap,
into Short's

Spinney, and
so along into our

close, where he takes a drink at

the pump,—for ye
see he died

in liquor,—and
then arter he's

squentched hisself wanishes into waper.
Then



there's the ghost of old Beales, as
goes

o' nights

and sows tears in his neighbour's wheats — I've

often seed un in seed time. They do
say that

Black Ben, the Poacher, have riz, and what's

more, walked slap through all the Squire's steel

traps without springing on 'em. And then there's

Bet Hawkey as murdered her own infant—only

the
poor babby hadn't lamed to walk, and so can't

appear agin her."

But not to refer only to the ignorant and illite

rate vulgar, there are units, tens, hundreds, thou

sands of wellbred and educated persons, Divines,

Lawyers, military, and especially naval officers,

Artists, Authors, Players, Schoolmasters and

Governesses, and fine ladies, who secretly believe

that the dead are on visiting terms with the living

—nay,
the great Doctor

Johnson himself affirmed

solemnly that he had a call from his late mother,

who had been buried
many years.

Ask at the right

time, and in the right place, and in the right man

ner—only affect a belief, though you
have it not,

so that the party may feel assured of sympathy and

insured against ridicule—and nine-tenths of man

kind will confess a faith in Apparitions. It is in

truth an article in the creed of our natural religion

—a corollary of the recognition of the immortality

of the soul. The
presence

of spirits—visible or

invisible—is an innate idea, as exemplified by the



instinctive night terrors of infancy, and recently so

touchingly illustrated by the evidence of the poor

little colliery-girl, who declared that "she sang,

whiles, at her subterranean task, but never when

she was alone in the dark."

It is from this cause that the Poems and Ballads

on spectral subjects have derived their popularity:

for instance, Margaret's Ghost—Mary's Dream—

and the Ghost of Admiral Hosier—not to forget

the Drama, with that awful Phantom in "Hamlet,"

whose word, in favour of the Supernatural, we all

feel to be worth "a thousand pound."

"And then the Spectre in 'Don Giovanni?'"

No. That Marble Walker, with his audible

tramp, tramp, tramp on the staircase, is too sub

stantial for
my theory. It was a Ghost invented

expressly for the Materialists; but is as inadmis

sible amongst genuine Spirits as that wooden one

described by old W. the shipowner—namely, the

figure-head of the Britannia, which appeared to

him, he declared, on the very night that she found

a watery grave
off Cape Cod.

"Well—after that—go on."



CHAPTER II.

In the town ofGrimsby, at the corner of Swivel

street, there is a little chandler's-sliop, which was

kept for
many years by a widow of the name of

Mnllins. She was a careful, thrifty body, a perfect

woman of business, with a sharp gray eye
to the

main chance, a quick ear for the ring of good or

bad metal, and a close hand at the counter. Indeed,

she was
apt to give such scrimp weight and mea

sure, that her customers invariably manoeuvred to

be served by her daughter, who was supposed to

be more liberal at the scale, by a full ounce in the

pound. The man and maid servants, it is true,

who bought on commission, did not care much

about the matter; but the poor hungry father, the

poor frugal mother, the little ragged girl, and the

little dirty boy, all retained their
pence in their

hands, till they could thrust them, with their humble

requests for ounces or half-ounces of tea, brown

sugar, or single Gloster, towards "Miss Mullins,"

who was supposed to better their dealings,—if

dealings they might be called, where no deal of

any thing was purchased. She was a tall, bony

female, of about thirty years of age, but apparently

forty, with a
very homely set of features, and the

staid, sedate carriage of a spinster who feels herself



to be set in for a single life. There was indeed

"no love nonsense "about her; and as to romance,

she had never so much as looked into a novel, or

read a line of poetry
in her life—her thoughts, her

feelings, her actions, were all like her occupation,

of the most plain, prosaic character—the retail

ing of
soap, starch, sandpaper, red-herrings, and

Flanders brick. Except Sundays, when she went

twice to chapel, her days were divided between

the little back-parlour and the
front shop—between

a patchwork counterpane
which she had been

stitching at for ten long years,
and that other

counter work to which she was summoned, every

few minutes, by the importunities of a
little bell that

rang every
customer in, like the new year,

and

then rano; him out again like the old one. It was

her province, moreover, to set down all unready

money
orders on a slate, but the widow took charge

of the books, or rather the book, in which every

item of account was entered, with a rigid punctu

ality that would have done honour to a regular

counting-house clerk.

Under such management
the little chandler's

shop was a thriving concern, and with the frugal,

not to say parsimonious habits of mother and

daughter, enabled
the former to lay by annually

her one or two hundred pounds, so that Miss



Mullins was in a fair
way

of becoming a fortune,

when towards the autumn of 1838 the widow was

suddenly taken ill at her book, in the
very

act of

making out a little bill, which alas! she never lived

to sum
up.

The disorder progressed so rapidly

that on the second day she was given over by the

doctor, and on the third by the apothecary, having

lost all
power

of swallowing his medicines. The

distress of her daughter, thus threatened with the

sudden rending of her only tie in the world, may

be conceived; while, to add to her affliction, her

dying parent, though perfectly sensible, was unable,

from a paralysis of the organs
of speech, to articu

late a single word. She tried nevertheless to speak,

with a singular perseverance, but all her struggles

for utterance were in vain. Her
eyes

rolled fright

fully, the muscles about the mouth worked con

vulsively, and her tongue actually writhed till she

foamed at the lips, but without producing more

than such an unintelligible sound as is sometimes

heard from the deaf and dumb. It was evident

from the frequency and vehemence of these efforts

that she had something of the utmost importance to

communicate, and which her weeping daughter at

last implored her to make known by means of signs.

"Had she
any thing weighing heavy on her

mind?"



The sick woman nodded her head.

"Did she want any
one to be sent for?"

The head was shaken.

"Was it about making her will?"

Another mute negative.

"Did she wish to have further medical advice?"

A gesture of great impatience.

"Would she try
to write down her meaning?"

The head nodded, and the writing-materials
were

immediately procured.
The dying woman was

propped up
in bed, a lead-pencil was placed

in her

right hand,
and a quire of foolscap was set before

her. With extreme difficulty she contrived to

scribble the single word MARY; but before she

could form another letter, the hand suddenly

dropped, scratching a long mark, like what the

Germans call a Devotion Stroke, from the top to

the bottom of the paper,—her
face assumed an

intense expression of despair—there was a single

deep groan—then
a heavy sigh—and the Widow

Mullins was a corpse!

CHAPTER III.

"Gracious! how shocking!" cries Morbid Curi

osity.
"And to die, too, without telling

her secret!

What could the poor
creature have on her mind to



lay so heavy! I'd give the world to know what

it was! A shocking murder, perhaps, and the

remains of her poor
husband buried Lord knows

where—so that nobody can enjoy the horrid dis

covery—and the digging of him up!"

No, Madam—nor the boiling and parboiling of

his viscera to detect traces of poison.

"To be sure not. It's a sin and shame, it is,

for people to
go

out of the world with such
mys

teries confined to their own bosom. But perhaps

it was only a hoard of
money

that she had saved

up
in private?"

Very possibly, madam. In fact, Mrs. Humph

reys,
the carpenter's wife, who was present at the

death, was so firmly of that persuasion, that before

the body was cold, although not the searcher, she

had exercised a right of search in
every pot, pan,

box, basket, drawer, cupboard, chimney—in short,

every
hole and corner in the premises.

"Ay, and I'll be bound discovered a heap of

golden guineas in an old teapot."

No, Madam—not a dump. At least not in the

teapot—but in a hole near the sink—she found—

"What, sir?—pray what?"

Two black-beetles, ma'am, and a money-spinner.



CHAPTER IV.

Well, the corpse of the deceased Widow received

the usual rites. It was washed—laid out—and

according to old provincial custom, strewed with

rosemary
and other sweet herbs. A plate full of

salt was placed on the chest—one lighted candle

was set near the head, and another at the feet,

whilst the Mrs. Humphreys, before mentioned,

undertook to sit up through the night and "watch

the body." A half-dozen of female neighbours

also volunteered their services, and sat in the little

back- parlour by way
of company

for the bereaved

daughter, who, by the mere force of habit, had

caught up and begun mechanically to stitch at the

patchwork-counterpane,
with one corner of which

she occasionally and absently wiped her eyes—the

action strangely contrasting with such a huge and

harlequin handkerchief. In the discourse of the

gossips she took no part or interest, in reality she

did not hear the conversation, her ear still seeming

painfully on the stretch to catch those last dying

words which her poor
mother had been unable to

utter. In her mind's eye
she was still watching

those dreadful contortions which disfigured the

features of her dying parent during
her convulsive

efforts to speak—she still saw those desperate



attempts to write, and then that leaden fall of the

cold hand, and the long scratch of the random pencil

that broke off for ever and ever the mysterious

revelation. A more romantic or ambitious nature

would perhaps have fancied that the undivulged

secret referred to her own birth; a more avaricious

spirit might have dreamed that the disclosure

related to hidden treasure; and a more suspicious

character might have even supposed that death

had suppressed some confession of undiscovered

guilt.

But the plain matter-of-fact mind of Mary
Mullins was incapable of such speculations. Instead

of dreaming, therefore, of an airy coronet, or ideal

bundles of bank-notes, or pots full of gold and

silver coin, or a disinterred skeleton, she only
stitched on, and then

wept, and then stitched on

again at the motley coverlet, wondering amongst

her other
vague wonders why no little dirty boys,

or ragged little girls, came as usual for
penny

candles and rushlights. The truth being that the

gossips had considerately muffled up the shop

bell, for vulgar curiosity had caused a considerable

influx of extra custom, so that thanks to another

precaution in
suppressing noises, the little chand

ler's shop presented the strange anomaly of a

roaring trade carried on in a whisper.



Owing to this circumstance it was nearly

midnight before the shop-shutters were closed,

the street-door was locked, the
gas

turned off,

and the sympathizing females prepared to sit

down to a light, sorrowful
supper

of tripe and

onions.

In the mean time the candles in the little back

parlour had burned down to the socket, into

which one glimmering wick at last suddenly

plunged, and was instantly drowned in a warm

bath of liquid grease. This trivial incident sufficed

to arouse Miss Mullins from her tearful stupor;

she quietly put down the patchwork, and without

speaking, passed into the shop, which was now

pitch-dark, and with her band began to grope for

a bunch of long sixes, which she knew hung from

a particular shelf. Indeed, she could blindfolded

have laid her hand on
any given article in the

place; but her fingers had no sooner closed on the

cold clammy tallow, than with a loud shrill scream

that might have awakened the dead—if the dead

were ever so awakened—she sank down on the

sandy floor in a strong fit!

"La! how ridiculous! What from only feeling

a tallow-candle?"

No, ma'am; but from only seeing her mother,

in her habit as she lived, standing at her old



favourite post in the shop; that is to
say,

at the

little desk, between the great black coffee-mill
and

the barrel of red-herrings.

CHAPTER V.

"What! a Ghost—a regular Apparition?"

Yes, sir, a disembodied spirit, but clothed in

some ethereal substance, not tangible, but of such

a texture as to be visible to the ocular sense.

"Bah! ocular nonsense! All moonshine!

Ghosts be hanged!
—

no such things in nature—

too late in the day for them, by a whole century
—

quite exploded
—

went out with the old witches.

No, no, sir, the ghosts have had their day, and

were all laid long ago, before the wood pavement.

What should they come for? The potters and

the colliers
may rise for higher wages,

and the

chartists
may rise for reform, and Joseph Sturge

may rise for his health, and the sun
may rise, and

the bread
may rise, and the sea

may rise, and the

rising generation may rise, and all to some good or

bad
purpose; but that the dead and buried should

rise, only to make one's hair rise, is more than I

can credit."

They may have some
messages or errands to the

living.



"Yes, and can't deliver them forwant of breath;

or can't execute them for the want of physical

force. Just consider yourself a ghost—"

Excuse me.

"Pshaw! I only meant for the sake of
argu

ment. I
say, suppose yourself a ghost. Well, if

you come
up

out of
your grave

to serve a friend,

how are
you

to help him? And if it's an enemy,

what's the use of appearing to him if
you

can't

pitch into him."

Why, at least it is showing your Spirit.

"Humph! that's true. Well, proceed."

CHAPTER VI.

There is nothing more startling to the human

nerves than a female scream. Not a make-believe

squall, at a spider or a mouse, but a real, shrill,

sharp, ear-piercing shriek, as if from the very

pitchpipe of mortal fear. Nothing approaches it

in thrilling effect, except the railway whistle;

which, indeed, seems only to come from the throat

of a giantess, instead of that of
an ordinary woman.

The sudden outcry from the little shop had

therefore an appalling effect on the
company

in

the little back parlour, who for the moment were

struck as dizzy and stupified by that flash of sound,



as if it had been one of lightning. Their first

impulse was to set
up

a chorus of screams, as

nearly as possible in the same key; the next, to

rush in a body to the shop, where they found the

poor orphan, as they called her, insensible on the

floor.

The fit was a severe one; but, luckily the gossips

were experienced in all kinds of swoons, hysterics,

and faintings, and used each restorative
process

so

vigorously, burning, choking, pinching, slapping,

and excoriating, that in a
very

few minutes the

patient was restored to consciousness, and a world

of pain. It was a long time, however, before she

became collected enough to give an account of the

Apparition
— that she had seen her Mother, or at

least her Ghost, standing beside her old desk; that

the figure had turned towards her, and had made

the same dreadful faces as before, as if endeavour

ing to speak to her—a communication which took

such effect on the hearers that, with one
excep

tion, they immediately put on their bonnets and

departed; leaving old Mrs. Dadley, who was stone

deaf, and had only imperfectly heard the story, to

sleep with Miss Mullins in what was doomed

thenceforward to be a Haunted House. The night,

nevertheless, passed over in quiet; but towards

morning the ghostly Mother appeared again to the



daughter in a dream, and with the same contor

tions of her mouth attempted to speak her mind,

but with the same ill success. The secret, what

ever it was, seemed irrevocably committed to

Silence and Eternity.

In the mean time, ere breakfast, the walking of

Widow Mullins had travelled from one end of

Grimsby to the other; and for the rest of the day

the little chandler's shop at the corner of Swivel

street was surrounded by a mob of men, women,

and children, who came to gaze
at the Haunted

House—not without some dim anticipations of

perhaps seeing the Ghost at one of the windows.

Few females in the position of Mary Mullins

would have remained under its roof; but to all

invitations from well-meaning people she turned

a deaf ear; she had been born and bred on the

premises—the
little back-parlour was her home

—and from long service at the counter, she had

become — to alter a single letter in a line of

Dibdin's—

All one as a piece of the shop.

As to the Apparition, if it
ever appeared again,

she said, "the Ghost was the Ghost of her own

Parent, and would not harm a hair of her head.

Perhaps, after
the funeral, the Spirit would rest in



peace: but at
any rate, her mind was made up,

not to leave the house—no, not till she was carried

out of it like her
poor

dear Mother."

CHAPTER VII.

"And
pray,

Mr. Author, what is
your

own

private opinion? Do
you really believe in Ghosts,

or that there was
any

truth in the story of this

Grimsby Apparition?"

Heaven knows, madam! In ordinary cases I

should have ascribed such a tale to a love of the

marvellous; but, as I before stated, Miss Mullins

was not
prone

to romance, and had never read a

work of fiction in her whole life. Again, the

vision might have been imputed to some peculiar

nervous derangement of the system, like the famous

spectral illusions that haunted the Berlin Book

seller,—but then the
young woman was of a hardy

constitution, and in perfect health. Finally, the

Phantom might have been set down as a mere

freak of fancy, the offspring of an excited imagina

tion, whereas she had no more imagination than a

cow. Her mind was essentially commonplace,

and never travelled beyond the routine duties

and occurrences of her everyday life. Her
very

dreams, which she sometimes related, were re-



marked as being particularly prosaic and insipid;

the wildest of them having only painted a swarm

of
overgrown cockroaches, in the shop-drawer, that

was labelled "Powder Blue." Add to all this,

that her character for veracity stood high in her

native town; and on the whole evidence the

verdict must be in favour of the supernatural

appearance.

"Well—I will never believe in Ghosts!"

No, madam. Not in this cheerful drawing

room, whilst the bright sunshine brings
out in such

vivid colours the gorgeous pattern of the Brussels

carpet—no, nor whilst such a fresh westerly air

blows in at the open window, and sets the Colum

bines a-dancingin that China vase. But suppose,

as King John says,
that

The midnight bell

Did, with his iron tongue and brazen mouth,

Sound one unto the drowsy race of night:

If this same were a churchyard, where we stand—

the grass damp—the wind at east
— the night

pitch-dark
— a strangely ill odour, and doubtful

whistlings and whisperings wafted on the fitful

gust.

"Well, sir?-"

Why, then, madam, instead of disbelieving in



Ghosts, you would be ready, between sheer fright

and the chill of the night air—

"To do what, sir?—"

To swallow the first spirits that offered.

CHAPTER VIII.

The second night, at the same hour, the same

Melodrama of "domestic interest" was repeated,

except that
this time the maternal Phantom con

fronted her daughter on the landing-place at the

top of the stairs. Another fainting-fit was the

consequence;
but before her senses deserted her,

the
poor

creature had time to observe the identical

writhings and twitchings of the distorted mouth,

the convulsive struggles to speak which had so

appalled her, whilst her departed parent was still

in the flesh. Luckily, the gossips, backed by two

or three she sceptics, had ventured to return to

the Haunted House, where they were startled as

before by a shrill feminine scream, and again

found Miss Mullins on the ground in a state of

insensibility. The fit, however, was as treatable

as the former one, and the usual
strong measures

having been promptly resorted to, she again became

alive to external impressions,—and in particular

that a pint of aquafortis, or something like it, was



going down her throat the wrong way—that her

little-finger had been in a hand-vice—her temples

had been scrubbed with sand and cayenne pepper,

or some other such stimulants, and the tip of her

nose had been scorched with a salamander or a

burning feather. A consciousness, in short, that

she was still in this lower sphere, instead of the

realms of bliss.

The story she told on her recovery
was little

more than a second edition of the narrative of the

preceding night. The Ghost had appeared to her,

made all sorts of horrible wry mouths, and after

several vain attempts at utterance, all ended in

a convulsive gasp,
had suddenly clasped its sha

dowy hands round its throat, and then clapped

and pressed them on its palpitating bosom, as

if actually choking or bursting with the sup

pressed communication. Of the nature of the

secret she did not offer the slightest conjecture;

for the simple reason that she had formed none.

In all her days she had never attempted success

fully to guess
at the commonest riddle, and to solve

such an enigma as her mother had left behind her

was therefore quite out of the question. The

gossips were less diffident; their Wonder was not

of the Passive, but of the Active kind, which goes

under the alias of Curiosity. Accordingly, they



speculated amongst themselves without stint or

scruple, on the matter that the Spirit yearned so

anxiously to reveal;—for instance that it related to

money, to murder, to an illegitimate child, to

adulterated articles, to a forged will, to a favourite

spot for burial; nay,
that it concerned matters of

public interest, and the highest affairs of the state,

one old crone expressing her decided conviction

that the Ghost had to divulge a plot against the

life of the Queen.

To this excitement as to the Spectre and its

mystery, the conduct of the Next of Kin afforded a

striking contrast: instead of joining in the conjec

tural patchwork of the gossips, she silently took
up

the old variegated coverlet, and stitched, and

sighed, and stitched on, till the breaking up of the

party left her at liberty to go to bed.

"And did she dream again of the Ghost?"

She did, Miss; but with this difference; that

the puckered mouth distinctly pronounced the

word Mary, and then screwed and twisted out a

few more sounds or syllables, but in a gibberish as

unintelligible as the chatter of a monkey, or an

Irvingite sentence of the Unknown Tongue.



CHAPTER IX.

The third night came—the third, midnight
—

and with it the Apparition. It made the same

frightful grimaces, and, strange to relate, contrived

to pronounce
in a hollow whisper the very

word

which it had uttered in Mary's last Dream. But

the jumble of inarticulate sounds was wanting—

the jaws gaped, and the tongue visibly struggled,

but there was a dead, yes, literally a dead silence.

On this occasion, however, the daughter did not

faint
away;

she had privately taken care to be at

the hour of twelve in the midst of her female

friends, and her Mother appeared to her in the

doorway between the little back-parlour and the

shop. The Shadow was only revealed to herself.

One of the gossips, indeed, declared afterwards

that she had seen widow Mullins, "as like as a

likeness cut out in white paper,
but so transpa

rent that she could look right through her body

at the chaney Jemmy Jessamy on the mantel

piece."

But her story, though accepted as a true bill by

nine-tenths of the inhabitants of Grimsby, was not

honoured by any
one who was present

that night

in the little back-parlour. The two staring green

eyes
of Miss Mullins had plainly been turned, not



on the fireplace, but towards the door, and her

two bony fore-fingers had wildly pointed in the

same direction. Nevertheless, the more positive

the contradiction, the more obstinately the story

teller persevered in her statement, still adding to

its circumstantialities, till in process
of time she

affirmed that she had not only seen the Ghost, but

that she knew its secret; namely, that the under

taker and his man had plotted between them to

embezzle the body, and to send it up
in a crate,

marked "Chaney—this side upwards," to Mr.

Guy in the Borough.

CHAPTER X.

On the fourth night the Ghost appeared at

the usual time, with its usual demeanour,—but

at the shop instead of the parlour-door, close

to the bundle of new
mops.

On the fifth, behind the counter, near the till.

On the sixth night, again behind the counter,

but at the other end of it beside the great scales.

On the seventh night, which closed the day of

the funeral, in the little back-parlour. It had

been hoped and predicted, that after the interment,

the Spirit would cease to walk—whereas at mid

night, it re-appeared, as aforesaid, in the room



behind the shop, between the table and the

window.

On the eighth night, it became visible again at

the old desk, between the great black coffee-mill

and the herring-barrel. In the opinion of Miss

Mullins, the Spectre had likewise crossed her path

sundry times in the course of the day—at least she

had noticed a sort of film or haze that interposed

itself before sundry objects—for instance, the great

stone-bottle of vinegar in the shop, and the framed

print of "the Witch of Endor calling up Samuel,"

in the back room. On all these occasions the

Phantom had exhibited the same urgent impulse

to speak, with the same spasmodic action of the

features, and if possible, a still more intense expres

sion of anxiety and anguish. The despairing ges

tures and motions of the visionary arms and hands

were more and more vehement. It was a tragic

pantomime, to have driven any
other spectator

raving mad!

Even the dull phlegmatic nature of
Miss Mullins

at last began to be stirred and excited by the

reiteration of so awful a spectacle: and her curi

osity, slowly but surely, became interested in the

undivulged secret which could thus keep a disem

bodied spirit from its appointed resting-place, the

weighty necessity which could alone recal a



departed soul to earth, after it had once experi

enced the deep calm, and quiet of the grave.
The

sober sorrow of the mourner was changed into a

feverish fretting—she could no longer eat, drink,

or sleep, or sit still,—the patchwork quilt was

thrust
away

in a corner, and as to the shop, the

little dirty boy, and the little ragged girl were

obliged to repeat their retail orders thrice over to

the bewildered creature behind the counter, who

even then was apt to go to the
wrong box, can, or

cannister,—to serve them out train-oil instead of

treacle, and soft-soap in lieu of Dorset butter.

What wonder a rumourwent throughout Grimsby
that she was crazy? But instead of going out

of her mind, she had rather come into it, and

for the first
strange time was exercising her un

trained faculties, on one of the most perplexing

mysteries that had ever puzzled a human brain.

No marvel, then, that she
gave change twice over

for the same sixpence, and sent little Sniggers

home with a bar of
soap

instead of a stick of brim

stone. In fact, between her own absence ofmind,

and the
presence

of mind of her customers, she

sold so
many good bargains, that the purchasers

began to wish that a Deaf and Dumb Ghost

would haunt
every shop in the town!



CHAPTER XI.

According to the confession of our first and last

practitioners, the testimony of medical works,
and

the fatal results of most cases of Trismus, there is

no surgical operation on the human subject so

difficult as the picking of a Locked Jaw. No

skeleton key has yet been invented by our body

smiths that will open
a mouth thus spasmodically

closed. The organ
is in what the Americans call

an everlasting fix—the poor
man is booked— and

you may
at once proceed to put up the rest of his

shutters.

This difficulty, however, only occurs in respect

to the physical frame. For a spiritual lock-jaw

there is a specific mode of treatment, which,

according to tradition, has generally proved suc

cessful in overcoming the peculiar Trismus to

which all Apparitions are subject, and which has

thus enabled them to break that melancholy silence,

which must otherwise have prevailed in their
inter

course with the living. The modus operandi is

extremely simple, and based on an old-fashioned

rule, to which, for some obscure reason, ghosts as

well as good little boys seem bound to adhere, i.e.,

not to speak till they are spoken to. It is only



necessary, therefore, if you wish to draw out a

dumb Spirit, to utter the first word.

Strange to say,
this easy

and ancient prescription

never occurred to either Miss Mullins or her gos

sips till the ninth day, when Mrs. Humphreys,

happening to stumble on the old rule in her son's

spelling-book, at the same time hit on the true

cause of the silence of the "Mysterious Mother."

It was immediately determined that the same

night, or at least the very
first time the Spirit

re-appeared, it should be spoken to; the very

terms of the filial address, like those of a Royal

Speech, being agreed on beforehand, at the same

council. Whether the orator, the appointed hour

and the expected auditor considered, would remem

ber so long a sentence, admitted of some doubt:

however it was learned by rote, and having forti

fied herself with a glass of cordial, and her backers

having fortified themselves with two, the trembling

Mary awaited the awful interview, conning over to

herself the concerted formula, which to assist her

memory
had been committed to

paper.

"Muther, if so be
you

ar
my muther, and as

such being spoke to, speak I cunjer you, or now

and ever after old
your Tung."



CHAPTER XII.

One—Two—Three—Four—Five—Six—Seven

Eight—Nine-Ten—Eleven—TWELVE!

The Hour was come and the Ghost. True to

the last stroke of the clock, it appeared like a



figure projected from a magic lantern, on the cur

tain at the foot of the bed—for, through certain

private reasons of her own, Miss Mullins had

resolved not only to be alone, but to receive her

visiter—as the French ladies do—in her chambreà

coucher. Perhaps she did not care that
any

ear

but her own should receive a disclosure which

might involve matters of the most delicate nature:

a secret, that might perchance alfect the reputation

of her late parent, or her own social position.

However, it was in solitude and from her pillow,

that with starting eyeballs, and outstretched arms,

she gazed for the ninth time on the silent Phan

tom, which had assumed a listening expression,

and an expectant attitude, as if it had been

invisibly present at the recent debate, and had

overheard the composition of the projected speech.

But that speech was never to be spoken. In vain

poor Mary tried to give it utterance; it seemed to

stick, like an apothecary's powder, in her throat—

to her fauces, her palate, her tongue, and her

teeth, so that she could not get it out of her

mouth.

The Ghost made a sign of impatience.

Poor Mary gasped.

The Spirit frowned and apparently stamped

with its foot.



Poor Mary made another violent effort to speak,

but only gave
a sort of tremulous croak.

The features of the Phantom again began to

work—the muscles about the mouth quivered and

twitched.

Poor Mary's did the same.

The whole face of the Apparition was drawn

and puckered by a spasmodic paroxysm,
and poor

Mary felt that she was imitating the contortions,

and even that hideous grin, the risus sardonicus,

which had inspired her with such horror.

At last with infinite difficulty, she contrived by

a desperate effort to utter a short ejaculation—

but brief as it was it sufficed to break the spell.

The Ghost, as if it had only awaited
the blessed

sound of one single syllable from the human voice,

to release its own vocal organs
from their mysteri

ous thraldom, instantly spoke.

But the words are worthy of a separate chapter.

CHAPTER XIII.

"Mary! it arn't
booked—but there's tuppence for

sandpaper at
number nine!

NOTE.—"It is much to the Discredit of Ghosts,"—says

Johannes Lanternus, in his "Treatise of Apparitions,"—"that

they doe so commonly revisit the
Earth on such trivial Errands



as would hardly justify a Journey from London to York, much

less from one World to another. Grave and weighty ought to be

the Matter that can awaken a Spirit from the deep Slumbers of

the Tomb : solemn and potent must be the Spell, to induce the

liberated Soul, divorced with such mortal Agony from its human

Clothing, to put on merely such flimsy Atoms, as may render it

visible to the Eye of Flesh. For neither willingly nor wantonly

doth the Spirit of a Man forsake its subterrane Dwelling, as may

be seen in the awful Question by the Ghost of Samuel to the

Witch of Endor " Wherefore hast Thou disquited Me and

called Me up?" And yet, forsooth, a walking Phantom shall

break the Bonds of Death, and perchance the Bonds of Hell to

boot, to go on a Message, which concerns but an Individual, and

not a great one either, or at most a Family, nor yet one of Note,

—for Example, to disclose the lurking Place of a lost Will, or

of a Pot of Money in Dame Perkins her back Yard,—Whereas

such a Supernatural Intelligencer hath seldom been vouchsafed

to reveal a State Plot—to prevent a Royal Murther, or avert the

Shipwrack of an whole Empire. Wherefore I conclude, that

many or most Ghost Stories have had their rise in the Self

Conceit of vain ignorant People, or the Arroganceof great Fami

lies, who take Pride in the Belief, that their mundane Affairs

are of so important a Pitch, as to perturb departed Souls, even

amidst the Pains of Purgatory, or the Pleasures of Paradise."

EPIGRAM

ON THE ART-UNIONS.

That Picture-Raffles will conduce to nourish

Design, or cause good Colouring to flourish,

Admits of logic-chopping and wise sawing,

But surely Lotteries
encourage Drawing!



A BLACK JOB.

No doubt the pleasure is as great,

Of being cheated as to cheat.

HUDIBRAS.

THE history of human-kind to trace

Since Eve—the first of dupes—our doom un

riddled,

A certain portion of the human race

Has certainly a taste for being diddled.

Witness the famous Mississippi dreams !

A
rage that time seems only to redouble—

The Banks, Joint-Stocks, and all the flimsy schemes,

For rolling in Pactolian streams,

That cost our modern rogues
so little trouble.

No matter what,—to pasture cows on stubble,

To twist sea-sand into a solid rope,

To make French bricks and fancy bread of rubble,

Or light with gas
the whole celestial cope—

Only propose
to blow a bubble,

And Lord! what hundreds will subscribe for soap!



Soap!—it reminds me of a little tale,

Tho' not a pig's, the hawbuck's glory,

When rustic
games

and merriment prevail—

But here's
my story:

Once on a time—no matter when—

A knot of
very

charitable men

Set
up

a Philanthropical Society,

Professing on a certain plan,

To benefit the race of man,

And in particular that dark variety,

Which some
suppose

inferior—as in vermin,

The sable is to ermine,

As smut to flour, as coal to alabaster,

As crows to swans, as soot to driven snow,

As blacking, or as ink to "milk below,"

Or yet a better simile to show,

As ragman's dolls to images in plaster!

However, as is usual in our city,

They had a sort ofmanaging Committee,

A board of
grave responsible Directors—

A Secretary, good at pen and ink—

A Treasurer, of course, to keep the chink,

And quite an
army

of Collectors!

Not merely male, but female duns,

Young, old, and middle-aged—of all degrees

With
many

of those persevering ones,

Who mite by mite would beg a cheese!



And what might be their aim?

To rescue Afric's sable sons from fetters—

To save their bodies from the burning shame

Of branding with hot letters—

Their shoulders from the cowhide's bloody strokes,

Their necks from iron yokes?

To end or mitigate the ills of slavery,

The Planter's avarice, the Driver's knavery?

To school the heathen Negroes and enlighten 'em,

To polish up
and brighten 'em,

And make them worthy of eternal bliss?

Why, no—the simple end and aim was this—

Reading a well-known proverb much amiss—

To wash and whiten 'em!

They look'd so ugly in their sable hides;

So dark, so dingy, like a grubby lot

Of sooty sweeps,
or colliers, and besides,

However the poor
elves

Might wash themselves,

Nobody knew if they were clean or not—

On Nature's fairness they were quite a blot!

Not to forget more serious complaints

That even while they join'd in pious hymn,

So black they were and grim,

In face and limb,

They look'd like Devils, tho' they sang
like Saints!



The thing was undeniable!

They wanted washing! not that slight ablution

To which the skin of the White Man is liable,

Merely removing transient pollution—

But good, hard, honest, energetic rubbing

And scrubbing,

Sousing each sooty frame from heels to head

With stifT, strong, saponaceous lather,

And pails of water—hottish rather,

But not so boiling as to turn 'em red!

So spoke the philanthropic man

Who laid, and hatch'd, and nursed the plan—

And oh! to view its glorious consummation!

The brooms and
mops,

The tubs and slops,

The baths and brushes in full operation!

To see each Crow, or Jim, or John,

Go in a raven and come out a swan!

While fair as Cavendishes, Vanes, and Russels,

Black Venus rises from the
soapy surge,

And all the little Niggerlings emerge

As lily-white as mussels.

Sweet was the vision—but alas!

However in prospectus bright and sunny,

To bring such visionary scenes to pass

One thing was requisite, and that was—money!



Money, that pays the laundress and her bills,

For socks and collars, shirts and frills,

Cravats and kerchiefs—money, without which

The negroes
must remain as dark as pitch;

A thing to make all christians sad and shivery,

To think of millions of immortal souls

Dwelling in bodies black as coals,

And living—so to speak—in Satan's livery!

Money—the root of evil,—dross, and stuff!

But oh! how happy ought the rich to feel,

Whose means enabled them to give enough

To blanch an African from head to heel!

How blessed—yea thrice blessed—to subscribe

Enough to scour a tribe!

While he whose fortune was at best a brittle one,

Although he
gave

but pence,
how sweet to know

He helped to bleach a Hottentot's great toe,

Or little one!

Moved by this logic, or appall'd,

To
persons

of a certain turn so
proper,

The
money

came when call'd,

In silver, gold, and copper,

Presents from "Friends to blacks," or foes to whites,

"Trifles," and "offerings," and "widow's mites,"



Plump legacies, and yearly benefactions,

With other gifts

And charitable lifts,

Printed in lists and quarterly transactions.

As thus—Elisha Brettel,

An iron kettle.

The Dowager Lady Scannel,

A piece of flannel.

Rebecca Pope,

A bar of
soap.

The Misses Howels,

Half-a-dozen towels.

The Master Rush's,

Two scrubbing-brushes.

Mr. T. Groom,

A stable broom,

And Mrs. Grubb,

A tub.

Great were the sums collected!

And great results in consequence expected.

But somehow, in the teeth of all endeavour,

According to reports

At yearly courts,

The blacks, confound them! were as black as ever!

Yes! spite of all the water sous'd aloft,

Soap, plain and mottled, hard and soft,



Soda and pearlash, huckaback and sand,

Brooms, brushes, palm of hand,

And scourers in the office strong and clever,

In spite of all the tubbing, rubbing, scrubbing,

The routing and the grubbing,

The blacks, confound them! were as black as ever!

In fact in his perennial speech,

The Chairman own'd the niggers did not bleach,

As he had hoped,

From being washed and soaped,

A circumstance he named with grief and pity;

But still he had the happiness to say,

For self and the Committee,

By persevering in the present way,

And scrubbing at the Blacks from day to day,

Although he could not promise perfect white,

From certain symptoms that had come to light,

He hoped in time to get
them gray!

Lull'd by this vague assurance,

The friends and patrons of the sable tribe

Continued to subscribe,

And waited, waited on with much endurance—

Many a frugal sister, thrifty daughter—

Many a stinted widow, pinching mother—



With income by the tax made somewhat shorter,

Still paid implicitly her crown per quarter,

Only to hear as ev'ry year came round,

That Mr. Treasurer had spent her pound;

And as she loved her sable brother,

That Mr. Treasurer must have another!

But, spite of pounds or guineas,

Instead of giving any
hint

Of turning to a neutral tint,

The plaguy negroes
and their piccaninnies

Were still the colour of the bird that caws—

Only some very aged souls

Showing a little gray upon
their polls,

Like daws!

However, nothing dashed

By such repeated failures, or abash'd,

The Court stillmet;—the Chairman and Directors,

The Secretary, good at
pen and ink,

The worthy Treasurer, who kept the chink,

And all the cash collectors;

With hundreds of that class, so kindly credulous,

Without whose help, no charlatan alive,

Or Bubble Company could hope to thrive,

Or busy Chevalier, however sedulous—

Those good and easy
innocents in fact,



Who willingly receiving chaff for corn,

As pointed out by Butler's tact,

Still find a secret pleasure in the act

Of being pluck'd and shorn!

However, in long hundreds there they were,

Thronging the hot, and close, and dusty court,

To hear once more addresses from the Chair,

And regular Report.

Alas! concluding in the usual strain,

That what with everlasting wear and tear,

The scrubbing-brushes hadn't got a hair—

The brooms—mere stumps—would never serve

again—

The soap
was gone,

the flannels all in shreds,

The towels worn to threads,

The tubs and pails too shatter'd to be mended—

And what was added with a deal of pain,

But as accounts correctly would explain,

Tho' thirty thousand pounds had been expended—

The Blackamoors had still been wash'd in vain!

"In fact, the negroes
were as black as ink,

Yet, still as the Committee dared to think,

And hoped the proposition was not rash,

A rather free expenditure of cash—"



But ere the prospect could be made more sunny—

Up jump'd a little, lemon-coloured man,

And with an
eager stammer,

thus began,

In
angry earnest, though it sounded funny:

"What! More subscriptions! No—no—no,—not I!

You have had time—time—time enough to try!

They won't come white! then why—why—why—

why—why,

More money?"

"Why!" said the Chairman, with an accent bland,

And gentle waving of his dexter hand,

"Why must we have more dross, and dirt, and dust,

More filthy lucre, in a word, more gold—

The why, sir, very easily is told,

Because Humanity declares we must!

We've scrubb'd the
negroes

till we've nearly killed

'em,

And finding that we cannot wash them white,

But still their nigritude offends the sight.

We mean to gild 'em!"



MRS. GARDINER:

A HORTICULTURAL ROMANCE.

CHAPTER I.

What sweet thoughts she thinks

Of violets and pinks. L. HUNT.

Each flow'r of tender stalk whose head, tho' gay

Carnation, purple, azure, or speck'd with gold,

Hung drooping unsustain'd, them she upstays.

MILTON.

How does my lady's garden grow?
OLD BALLAD.

Her knots disorder'd, and her wholesome herbs

Swarming with caterpillars.
RICHARD II.

I LOVE a Garden!

"And so do I, and T, and I," exclaim in chorus

all the he and she Fellows of the Horticultural

Society.

"And I," whispers the philosophical Ghost of

Lord Bacon.

"And I," sings the poetical Spirit of Andrew

Marvel.

"Et moi aussi," chimes in the Shade of Delille.

"And I," says the Spectre of SirWilliam Temple,



echoed by Pope, and Darwin, and a host of the

English Poets, the sonorous voice of Milton re

sounding above them all.

"And I," murmurs the Apparition of Boccaccio.

"And I, and I," sob two Invisibles, remembering

Eden.

"And I," shouts Mr. George Robins, thinking

of Covent Garden.

"And I," says
Mr. Simpson—formerly ofVaux

hall.

"And I," sing ten thousand female voices, all

in unison, as if drilled by Hullah,—but really,

thinking in concert of the Gardens of Gul.

[What a string I have touched!]

"We all love a Garden!" shout millions of

human voices, male, female, and juvenile, bass,

tenor, and treble. From the East, the West, the

North, and the South, the universal burden swells

on the wind, as if declaring in a roll of thunder

that we all love a Garden.

But no—one solitary voice—that of Hamlet's

Ghostly Father, exclaims in a sepulchral tone,

"I don't!"

No matter—we are all but unanimous; and so,

Gentle Readers, I will at once introduce to
you

my Heroine—a woman after
your own hearts—for

she is a Gardiner by name and a Gardener by

nature.



CHAPTER II.

At Number Nine, Paradise Place, so called

probably because every house stands in the middle

of a little garden, lives Mrs. Gardiner. I will not

describe her, for looking through the green-rails

in front of her premises, or over the dwarf wall at

the back, you may
see her

any day, in an old poke



bonnet, expanded into a gipsey-hat, and a pair of

man's gloves, tea-green at top, but mouldy-brown

in the fingers, raking, digging, hoeing, rolling,

trowelling, pruning, nailing, watering, or otherwise

employed in her horticultural and floricultural pur

suits. Perhaps, as a neighbour, or acquaintance,

you have already seen her, or conversed with her,

over the wooden or brick-fence, and have learned

in answer to
your

kind inquiries about her health,

that she was pretty well, only sadly in want of rain,

or quite charming, but almost eaten up by vermin.

For Mrs. Gardiner speaks the true "Language of

Flowers," not using their buds and blossoms as

symbols of her own passions and sentiments, ac

cording to the Greek fashion, but lending words to

the wants and affections of her plants. Thus, when

she
says that she is

"
dreadful dry," and longs for a

good soaking, it refers not to a defect of moisture

in her own clay, but to the parched condition of

the soil in her parterres: or if she wishes for a

regular smoking, it is not from
any unfemininc

partiality to tobacco, but in behalf of her blighted

geraniums. In like manner she sometimes con

fesses herself a little backward, without allusion to

any particular branch, or twig, of her education,

or admits herself to be rather forward, quite

irrelevantly to her behaviour with the other sex.



Without this key her expressions would often

be unintelligible to the hearer, and sometimes

indecorous, as when she told her neighbour, the

bachelor at Number Eight, à propos of a plum-tree,

that "she was growing quite wild, and should

come some day over his wall." Others again,

unaware of her peculiar phraseology, would give

her credit, or discredit, for an undue share of

female vanity, as well as the most extraordinary

notions of personal beauty.

"Well," she said one day, "what do you
think

ofMrs. Mapleson?" meaning that lady's hydrangea.

"Her head's the biggest—but I look the bluest."

In a similar style she delivered herself as to

certain other subjects of the rivalry that is universal

amongst the suburban votaries of Flora: converting

common blowing and growing substantives into

horticultural verbs, as thus:

"Miss Sharp crocussed before me,—but I snow

dropped sooner than any
one in the Row."

But this identification of herselfwith the objects

of her love was not confined to her plants. It

extended to
every thing that was connected with

her hobby—her gardening implements, her garden

rails, and her garden-wall. For example, she

complained once that she could not rake, she had

lost so many
of her teeth—she told the carpenter



the boys climbed over her so, that he should stick

her all over tenter-hooks—and sent word to her

landlord, a builder, the snails bred so between her

bricks, that he must positively come and new point

her.

"Phoo! phoo!" exclaims an incredulous, Gentle

Reader—"she is all a phantom!"

Quite the reverse, sir. She is as real and as

substantial as Mrs. Baines. Ask Mr. Cherry, the

newsman, or his boy, John Loder, either of whom

will tell
you—on oath if

you require it—that he

serves her
every Saturday with the Gardener's

Chronicle.

CHAPTER III.

My first acquaintance with Mrs. Gardiner was

formed when she was
"
in populous city pent," and

resided in a street in the
very heart of the city.

In fact in Bucklersbury. But even there her

future bent developed itself as far as her limited

ways
and means permitted. On the leads over

the back warehouse, she had what she delighted to

call a shrubbery: viz.—

A Persian Lilac in a tea-chest,

A Guelder Rose in a washing-tub,
A Laurustinus in a butter-tub,
A Monthly Rose in a Portugal grape-jar,



and about a score of geraniums, fuchsias, and

similar plants in pots. But besides shrubs and

flowers, she cultivated a few vegetables—that is to

say,
she

grew
her own sallads of

"
mustard and

crest" in a brown pan;
and in sundry crockery

vessels that would hold earth, but not water, she

reared some half dozen of Scarlet Runners, which

in the
proper

season you might see climbing up
a

series of string ladders, against the back of the

house, as if to elope with the Mignionette from its

box in the second-floor window. Then indoors,

on her mantelshelf, she had hyacinths and other

bulbs in glasses—and from a hook in the ceiling,

in lieu of a chandelier, there was suspended

a wicker-basket, containing a white biscuitware

garden-pot, with one of those pendent plants,

which, as she described their habits and suste

nance, are
"
fond of hanging themselves, and

living on hare." But these experiments rather

tantalized than satisfied her passion. Warehouse

leads, she confessed, made but indifferent gardens

or shrubberies, whilst the London smoke was fatal

to the complexion of her mop
rose and the fra

grance of her southernwood, or in her own words,

"I blow dingy—and my
old man smells sutty."

Once, indeed, she pictured to me her beau ideal

of "a little Paradise," the main features of which



I forget, except that with reference to a cottage

ornée, she was to have "a jessamy in front, and a

creeper up
her back." As to the garden, it was

to have walks and a lawn of course, with plenty of

rich loam, that she might lay herself out in squares,

and ovals, and diamonds—butter-tubs and tea

chests were
very

well for town, but she longed for

elbow-room, and earth to dig, to rake, to hoe, and

trowel up,—in short, she declared, if she was her

own missis, she would not sleep another night

before she had a bed of her own—not with any

reference to her connubial partner, but she longed,

she did, for a bit of ground, she did not care how

small. A wish that her husband at last gratified

by taking a bit of ground, he did not care how

small, in Bunhill Fields.

The widow, selling off the town house, imme

diately retired to a villa in the
country, and

I had

lost sight of her for some months, when one May

morning taking a walk in the suburbs, whilst

passing in front of Number Nine, Paradise Place,

I overheard a rather harsh voice exclaiming, as if

in expostulation with a refractory donkey—

"Come up! Why don't you come up?"

It was Mrs. Gardiner, reproaching the tardiness

of her seeds.

I immediately accosted her, but as she did not



recognise me, determined to preserve my incog

nito, till I had drawn her out a little to exhibit

her hobby.

"Rather a late
spring

ma'am!"

"Wery, sir,—werry much so indeed. Lord

knows when I shall be out of the earth, I almost

think I'm rotted in the ground."

"The flowers are backward indeed, ma'am. I

have hardly seen
any except some wall-flowers

further down the row."

"Ah, at Number Two—Miss Sharp's. She's

poor and single—but I'm double and bloody."

"You seem to have some fine stocks."

"Well, and so I have, though I say it myself.

I'm the real Brompton—with a stronger blow than

any
one in the place, and as to sweetness, nobody

can come nigh me. Would
you

like to walk in,

sir, and smell me?"

Accepting the polite invitation, I stepped in

through the little wicket, and in another moment

was rapturously sniffing at her stocks, and the

flower with the sanguinary name. From the walls

I turned off to a rosebush, remarking that there

was a very fine show of buds.

"Yes, but I want sun to make me bust. You

should have seen me last June, sir, when I was in

my
full bloom. None of

your wishy washy pale



sorts (this was a fling at the white roses at the next

door)—none of
your Provincials, or pale pinks.

There's no maiden blushes about me. I'm the

regular old red cabbage!"

And she was right, for after all that hearty,

glowing, fragrant rose is the best of the species-—

the queen
of flowers, with a ruddy embonpoint,

reminding one of the goddesses of Rubens. Well,

next to the rosebush there was a clump of Poly

anthus, from which, by a natural transition, we

come to discourse of Auriculas. This was delicate

ground, for it appeared there was a rivalry between

Number Nine and Number Four, as to that meali

ness which in the
eye

of a fancier is the chief

beauty of the flower. However, having assured

her, in answer to her appeal, that she was
"

quite

as powdery as Mr. Miller," we went on
very

smoothly through Jonquils, and Narcissuses, and

Ranunculus, and were about to enter on
"

Any

monies," when Mrs. Gardiner suddenly stopped

short, and with a loud "whist!" pitched her

trowel at the head of an old horse, which had

thrust itself over the wooden fence.

"Drat the animals! I might as well try flower

ing in the Zoological, with the beasts all let loose!

It's
very hard, sir, but I can't grow nothing tall

near them front rails. There was last year,—only



just fancy me, sir—with the most beautiful Crown

Imperial you ever saw—when up
comes a stupid

hass and
crops off my

head."

I condoled with her of course on so cruel a

decapitation, and recovered her trowel for her, in

return for which civility she plucked and presented

to me a bunch of Heartsease, apologizing that

"she was not Bazaar (pro Bizarre) but a very good

sort."

"It's along of living so near the road," she

added, recurring to the late invasion. "Yesterday

I was bullocked, and to-morrow I
suppose

I shall

be pigged. Then there's the blaggard men and

boys, picking and stealing as they go by. I really

expect that some day or other they'll walk in and

strip me!"

I sympathised again; but before the condole

ment was well finished there was another "whist!"

and another cast of the missile.

"That's a dog! They're always rampaging at

my front, and there
goes

the cat to my back, and

she'll claw all
my bark off in scrambling out of

reach! Howsomever that's a fine lupin, ain't it?"

I assured her that it deserved to be exhibited to

the Horticultural Society.

"What, to the flower show? No thankee.

Miss Sharp did, and made sure of a Bankside



Medal, and what do you
think they gave

her?

Only a cerkittifit!"

"Shameful!" I ejaculated, "why it was giving

her nothing at all," and once more I restored the

trowel, which, however, had hardly settled in it's

owner's hand, than with a third "whist!" off it

flew again like a rocket, with a descriptive an

nouncement of the enemy.

"Them horrid poultry! Will
you

believe it,

sir, that 'ere cock flew over, and gobbled up my

Hen-and-Chickens!"

"What! 'allyourpretty chickens and
their dam?'"

"Yes, all my Daisy."

[Reader!—if ever there was a verbal step
from

the Sublime to the Ridiculous— that was it.]

CHAPTER IV.

My mask fell off. That destructive cock was as

fatal to my incognitio as to the widow's flowers:

for coming after the cat and the dog, and the
pos

sible pigs, and the positive bullock, and the men,

and the boys, and the horse, and the ass, I could

not help observing that my quondam acquaintance

would have been better off in Bucklersbury.

"Lord! and is it you," she exclaimed with

almost a scream; "well, I had a misgiving as to



your woice,"
and with a rapid volley of semiarticu

late sounds the Widow seized
my right hand in

one of her own, whilst with the other she groped

hurriedly in her pocket. It was to search for her

handkerchief, but the cambric was absent, and she

was obliged to wipe off the gushing tears with her

gardening glove. The rich loam on the fingers,

thus irrigated, ran off in muddy rivulets down her

furrowed cheeks, but in spite of her ludicrous

appearance
I could not help sympathizing with

her natural feelings, however oddly expressed.

"She could not help it," she sobbed— "the

sight of me overcame her. When she last saw me,

— He was alive —who had always been a kind and

devoted husband—as never grudged her nothing—

and had given her that beautiful butter-tub for her

laurustiny. She often thought of him—yes, often

and often—while she was gardening—as if she saw

his
poor

dear bones under the mould—and then

to think that she came up, year
after year

—

"flourishing in all her beauty and flagrance"—

and he didn't.—"But look there"—and smiling

through her tears, she pointed towards the house,

and told me a tale, that vividly reminded me of

her old contrivances in Bucklersbury.

"It's a table-beer barrel. I had it sawed in

half, and there it is, holding them two hallows, on



each side of the door. But I shan't blow, you

know, for a sentry!"

Very handsome indeed!

"Ain't they? And there's my
American

Creeper. Miss Sharp pretends to creep, but
Lor

bless ye,
afore ever she gets up

to her first floor

window, I shall be running all over the roof of the

willa. You see I'm over the portico already."

A compliment to her climbing powers
was due

of course, and I paid it on the spot; but we were

not yet
done with creepers.

All at once the

Widow plucked off her garden bonnet, and dash

ing it on the gravel began dancing on it like a

mad woman, or like a Scotch lassie tramping her

dirty linen. At last when it was quite flat, she

picked the bonnet up again, and carefully opening

it, explained the matter in two words.

"A near-wig!"

And then she went on to declare to me that

they were the plagues of her life—and there was

no destroying them.

"It's unknown the crabs and lobsters I've eaten

on purpose,
but the nasty insects won't

creep into

my
claws. And in course

you know what enemies

they are to carnations. Last
year they ruined

my

Prince Albert, and this
year

I
suppose they'll

spoil the Prince of Wales!"



CHAPTER V.

A propos of names.

I do wish that our Botanists, Concologists, and

Entomologists, and the rest of our scientifical God

fathers and Godmothers would sit soberly down,

a little below the clouds, and revise their classical,

scholastical, and polyglottical nomenclatures. Yea,

that our Gardeners and Florists especially would

take their wateringpots and rebaptize all those

pretty plants, whose bombastical and pedantical

titles are enough to make them blush, and droop

their modest heads for shame.

The Fly-flapper is bad enough, with his Aga

memnon butterfly and Cassandra moth—

What's Hecuba to him or he to Hecuba?

but it is abominable to label our Flowers with

antiquated, outlandish, and barbarous flowers of

speech. Let the Horticulturits hunt through

their Dictionaries, Greek and Latin, and Lem

priere's Mythology to boot, and they will never

invent such apt and pleasant names as the old

English ones, to be found in Chaucer, Spenser,

and Shakspeare.

Oh, how sweetly they sound, look, and smell in

verse—charming the eye
and the nose, according



to the Rosicrucian theory, through the ear! But

what is a Scutellaria Macrantha to either sense?

Day's Eyes, Oxeyes, and Lippes of Cowes have a

pastoral relish and a poetical significance—but

what
song

or sonnet would be the sweeter for a

Brunsvisria?

There is a meaning in Windflowers, and

Cuckoo-buds, and Shepherd's Clocks, whilst the

Hare-bell is at once associated with the breezy

heath and the leporine animal that frequents it.

When it is named, Puss and the blue-bell spring

up
in the mind's

eye together—but what image is

suggested by hearing of a Schizanthus retusus?

Then, again, Forget-me-Not sounds like a short

quotation from Rogers' "Pleasures of Memory,"

Love-lies-Bleeding contains a whole tragedy in

its title—and even Pick-your-Mother's-heart-out

involves a tale for the novelist. But what story,

with or without a moral, can be picked out of a

Dendrobium, even if it were surnamed Clutter

buckii, after the egotistical or sycophantical fashion

of the present day?

There was a jockey once who complained

bitterly of the sale of a race-horse, just when he

had learned to
pronounce its name properly—

Roncesvalles; but what was that hardship, to the

misfortune of a petty nurseryman, perhaps, losing



his Passion-Flower, when he had just got by heart

Tacksonia Pinnatistipula?

"Reform it altogether!"

It looks selfish, in the learned, to invent such

difficult nomenclatures, as if they wished to keep

the character, habits, origin, and properties of new

plants to themselves. Nay, more, it implies a

want of affection for their professed favourites—

the very objects of their attentions.

"How—a want of affection, sir?"

Yes—even so, my worthy Adam! For mark

me—if you really loved your plants and flowers—

"Well, sir?"

Why, then, you wouldn't call them such hard

names.

CHAPTER VI.

To return to Mrs. Gardiner.

The widow having described the ravages
of the

earwigs, beckoned me towards her wall, and was

apparently about to introduce me to a peach-tree,

when abruptly turning round to me, she inquired

if I knew
any thing of chemicals; and without

giving time to reply, added her reason to the

question.

"Cos I want you
to pison my

Hants."



Your aunts!

"Yes, the hemmets. As to Dr. Watts, he

don't know nothing about 'em. They won't

collect into troops to be trod into dust, they know

better. So I was thinking if you could mix up

summut luscious and dillyterious—"

She stopped, for a man's head suddenly appeared

above the dwarf wall, and after a nod and a smile

at the widow, saluted her with a good morning.

He was her neighbour—the little old bachelor at

Number Eight. As he was rather hard of hear

ing, my companion was obliged to raise her voice

in addressing him, and indeed aggravated it so

much that it might have been heard at the end of

the row.

"Well, and how are
you,

Mr. Burrel, after them

East winds?"

"Very bad, very bad indeed," replied Mr.

Barrel, thinking only of his rheumatics.

"And so am I," said Mrs, Gardiner, remem

bering nothing but her blight: "I'm thinking of

trying tobacco-water and a squiringe."

"Is that good for it?" asked Mr. B., with a

tone of doubt and surprise.

"So they say:
but

yon
must mix it strong,

and squirt it as hard as ever
you

can over
your

affected parts."



"What, my lower limbs?"

"Yes, and
your upper

ones too. Wherever

you're maggotty."

"Oh!" grunted the old gentleman, "you mean

vermin."
"As for me," bawled Mrs. G., "I'm swarming!

And Miss Sharp is wus than I am."

"The more's the pity," said the old gentleman,

"we shall have no apples and pears."

"No, not to signify. How's your peaches?"

"Why, they set kindly enough, ma'am, but

they all dropped off in the last frosty nights."

"Ah, it ain't the frost," roared Mrs. G.

"You've got down to the gravel—I know you

have—you look so rusty and scrubby!"

"I wish
you good morning, ma'am," said the

little old bachelor, turning very
red in the face,

and making rather a precipitate retreat from the

dwarfwall—as who wouldn't, thus attacked at once

in his person and his peach-trees.

"To be sure, he was dreadful unproductive,"

the Widow said; "but a good sort of body, and

ten times pleasanter than her next-door neighbour

at Number Ten, who would keep coming over her

wall, till she cut off his pumpkin."

She now led me round the house to her "back,"

where she showed me her grassplot, wishing she



was
greener,

and asking if she ought not to have a

rolL I longed to
say,

on Greenwich authority,

that about Easter Monday was the
proper

season

for the operation, but the joke might have led to a

check in her horticultural confidences. In the

centre of the lawn there was an oval bed, with a

stunted shrub in the middle, showing some three

or four clusters of purple blossoms, which the

Widow regarded with intense admiration.

"You have heard, I suppose,
of a mashy soil

for roddydandums? Well, look at
my bloom,—

quite as luxurus as if I'd been stuck in a bog!"

There was no disputing this assertion; and so

she led me off to her vegetables, halting at last, at

her
peas, some few rows of Blue Prussians, which

she had probably obtained from Waterloo, they

were so long in coming up.

"Backard, an't I?"

Yes, rather.

"Wery—but Miss Sharp is backarder than me.

She's hardly out of the ground yet—and please

God, in another fortnight I shall want sticking."

There was something so comic in the last

equivoque, that I was forced to slur over a laugh

as a sneeze, and then contrived to ask her if she

had no assistance in her labours.

"What, a gardener? Never! I did once



have a daily jobber, and he jobbed away
all

my

dahlias. I declare I could have cried! But it's

very
hard to think you're a valuable bulb, and

when summer comes, you're nothing but a stick

and a label."

Very provoking indeed!

"Talk of transplanting, they do nothing else

hut transplant you from one house to another, till

you
don't know where

you
are. There was I,

thinking I was safe and sound in
my

own hed, and

all the while I was in Mr. Jones's."

It's scandalous!

"It is. And then in winter when they're friz

out, they come round to one a beggin' for money.

But they don't freeze any charity out of me."

All ladies, however, are not so obdurate to the

poor
Gardeners in winter—or even in summer, in

witness whereof here follows a story.

CHAPTER VII.

An elderly gentlewoman of
my acquaintance,

on a visit at a country house in Northamptonshire,

chanced one fine morning to look from her bed

chamber, on the second story, into the pleasure

ground, where Adam, the Gardener, was at work



at a flower-border, directly under her window. It

was a cloudless day in July, and the sun shone

fervidly on the old man's bald, glossy pate, from

which it reflected again in a number of
rays,

as

shining and pointed as so
many

new pins and

needles.

"Bless me!" ejaculated the old lady, "it's

enough to broil all the brains in his head;" and

unable to bear the sight, she withdrew from the

casement. But her concern and her curiosity

were too much excited to allow her to remain in

peace. Again and again she took a
peep,

and

whenever she looked, there, two stories below,

shone the same bare round cranium, supernaturally

red, and almost intolerably bright, as if it had

been in the
very focus of a burning glass. It

made her head ache to think of it!

Nevertheless she could not long remove her

eyes, she was facinated towards that glowing

sconce, as larks are said to be by the dazzling of a

mirror.

In the mean time, to her overheated fancy, the

bald pate appeared to
grow

redder and redder, till

it actually seemed red hot. It would hardly have

surprised her if the blood, boiling a gallop, had

gushed out of the two ears, or if the head, after

smoking a little, had burst into a flame by



spontaneous combustion. It would never have

astonished her had he danced off in a frenzy of

brain fever, or suddenly dropped down dead from

a stroke of the sun. However he did neither, but

still kept work, work, working on in the blazing

heat, like a salamander.

"It don't signify," muttered the old lady, "if

he can stand it I can't," and again she withdrew

from the spectacle. But it was only for a minute.

She returned to the window, and fixing her
eyes

on the bald, shining, glowing object, considerately

pitched on it a cool pot of beer—not literally,

indeed, but in the shape of five
penny pieces,

screwed
up tight in brown

paper.

MORAL.—There is nothing like well-directed

benevolence!

CHAPTER VIII.

"Yes, all gardeners is thieves!"

As I could not dispute the truth of this
sweep

ing proposition from practical experience, I passed

it over in silence, and contented myself with

asking the Widow whence she acquired all her

horticultural knowledge, which she informed me

came
"
out of her Mawe."

"It was him as give me that, too," she whim-



pered, "for he always humoured my flowering;

and if ever a grave deserved a strewing over it's

his'n—There's a noble old helm?"

Very, indeed.

"Yes, quite an old antique, and would be

beautiful if I could only hang a few parachutes

from its branches."

I presume you allude to the parasites?

"Well, I suppose I do. And look there's my

harbour. By and by, when I'm more honey
suckled I shall be waterproof, but I ain't quite

growed over enough yet to sit in without an

umbrella."

As I had now pretty well inspected her back,

including one warm corner, in which she told me

she had a good mind to cow-cumber—we turned

toward the house, the Widow leading the
way,

when wheeling sharply round, she popped a new

question.

"What do
you think of my walk?"

Why that it is kept very clean and neat.

"Ah, I don't mean
my gravel, but my walk.

At present you see I
go in a pretty straight line,

but
suppose

I went a little more
serpentiny—more

zigzaggy—and praps deviating about
among the

clumps—don't you think I might look more

picturesque?"



I ventured to tell her, at the risk of sending her

ideas to her front, that if she meant her gait, it

was best as it was; but that if she alluded to her

path, a straight one was still the best, considering

the size of her grounds.

"Well, I dare
say you're right," she replied,

"for I'm only a quarter of
a haker if

you
measure

me all round."

By this time we were close to the house, where

the
appearance

of a vine suggested to me the

query
whether the proprietor ever gathered any

grapes.

"Ah
my wine, my wine," replied the Widow,

with as
grave

a shake of the head, and as melan

choly a tone as if she had really drunk to fatal

excess of the ruby juice. "That wine will be

the death of me, if somebody don't nail me up.

My poor
head won't bear ladder work; and so all

training or pruning myself is out of the question.

Ilowsomever, Miss Sharp is just as bad, and so

I'm not the only one whose wine
goes

where it

shouldn't."

Not by hundreds of dozens, thought I,
but there

was no time allowed for musing over my
own loss

by waste and leakage: I was roused by a "now

come here," and lugged round the comer of the

house to an adjacent building, which
bore about



the same proportion to the villa as a calf to a

cow.

"This here's the washus."

So I should have conjectured.

"Yes, it's the washus now—but it's to be a

greenus. I intend to have a glazed roof let into

it for a
conservatory, in the winter, when I can't

be stood out in the open air. They've a
greenus

at Number Five, and a hottus besides—and thinks

I, if so be I do want to force a little, I can force

myself in the copper!"

The Copper!

"Yes. I'm uncommon partial to foreign out

landish plants—and if I'm an African, you know, or

any
of them tropicals, I shall almost want baking."

These schemes and contrivances were so whim

sical, and at the same time so Bucklersburyish,
that in spite of myself, my risible muscles began
to twitch, and I felt that peculiar internal quiver
about the diaphragm which results from suppressed

laughter. Accordingly, not to offend the Widow,

I hurried to take
my leave, but she was not dis

posed to part with me so easily.
"Now come, be candid, and tell me before

you

go, what
you think of me altogether. Am I

shrubby enough? I fancy sometimes that I ought
to be more deciduous."



Not at all. You are just what you ought to be

—shrubby and flowery, and gravelly and
grassy—

and in summer you must be a perfect nosegay.

"Well—so I ham. But in winter, now,—do you

really think I am green enough to go through the

winter?"

Quite. Plenty of yews, hollies, box, and lots

of horticultural laurels.

[I thought now that I was off—but it was a

mistake.]

"Well, but—if you really must go—only one

more question—and it's to beg a favour. You

know last autumn we went steaming up to Twit

nam?"
Yes—well?

"Well, and we went all over Mr. What's-his

name's Willa."

Pope's—well?

"Well then, somebody told us as how Mr. Pope

was very
famous for his Quincunx. Could

you

get one a slip of it?"



CHAPTER IX.

"Well, for my part," exclaims Fashion, "those

who please may garden; but I shall be quite satis

fied with what I get from my Fruiterer, and my

Greengrocer, and my bouquets. For it seems to

me, Sir, according to your description of that

Widow, and her operations, that gardening must



be more of a trouble than a pleasure. To think

of toiling in a most unfashionable bonnet and

filthy gloves, for the sake of a few flowers, that

one
may buy as good or better, and made artifi

cially by the first hands in Paris! Not to name

the vulgarity of their breeding. Why I should

faint if I thought my orange
flowers came out of

a grocer's tea-chest, or
my camellia out of the

buttertub!"

No doubt of it, Madam, and that
you

would

never come to if sprinked with common water

instead of Eau de Cologne.

"Of course not. I loathe
pure

water— ever

since I have heard that all London bathes in it

—the lower classes and all. If that is what one

waters with, I could never garden. And then

those nasty creeping things, and the earwigs! I

really believe that one of them crawling into
my

head, would be enough to drive out all my
intel

lects!"
Beyond question, Madam.

"I did once see a Lady gardening, and it struck

me with horror! How she endured that odious

caterpillar on her clothes without screaming, sur

passes my comprehension. No, no
— it is not

Lady's work, and I should say
not even Gentle

man's, though some profess to be very
fond of it."



Why as to that, Madam, there is a style of
gar

dening that might even be called aristocratical,

and might be indulged in by the very
first Exqui

site in your own circle.

"Indeed, Sir?"

Yes, in the mode, Madam, that was practised

in his own garden by the Poet Thomson, the

Author of the "Seasons."

"And
pray

how was that, Sir?"

Why by eating the peaches off the wall, with

his hands in his pockets; or in other words,

gobbling up
the fruits of industry, without sharing

in the labour of production.

"Oh, fie! that's Radical! What do you say,

ray
Lord?"

"Why, 'pon honour, your ladyship, it doesn't

touch me—for I only eat other people's peaches—

and without putting my
hands in

my pockets

at all."

CHAPTER X.

"But do
you really think, Sir," asks Chronic

Hypochondriasis, "that gardening is such a healthy

occupation?"

"I do. But better than my
own opinion, I

will give you
the sentiments of a celebrated but

eccentric Physician on the subject, when he was



consulted by a Patient afflicted with
your own

disease.

"Well, Sir, what's the matter with you?" said

the bluff Doctor.

"Why nothing particular, Doctor, if you mean

any
decided complaint. Only I can't eat, and I

can't drink, and I can't sleep, and I can't walk—

in short, I can't enjoy any thing except being

completely miserable."

It was a clear case of Hypochondriasis, and so

the Physician merely laid down the ordinary

sanitory rules.

"But
you

haven't prescribed, Doctor," objected

the Patient. "You haven't told me what I am to

take."

"Take exercise."

"Well, but in what shape, Doctor?"

"In the shape of a spade."

"What—dig like a horse?"

"No—like a man."

"And no physic?"

"No. You don't want draughts, or pills, or

powders. Take a garden—and a Sabine farm

after it—if you like."

"But it is such hard work?"

"Phoo, phoo. Begin with crushing your catter

pillars—that's soft work enough. After that
you



can kill snails, they're harder—and mind, before

breakfast."

"I shall never eat any!"

"Yes
you will, when you have earned

your grub.

Or hoe, and rake, and make yourself useful on the

face of the earth."

"But I get so soon fatigued."

"Yes, because you are never tired of being tired.

Mere indolence. Commit yourself to hard labour.

It's pleasanter than having it done by a Magistrate,

and better in private grounds than on public ones."

"Then
you seriously suppose, Doctor, that gar

dening is good for the constitution?"

"I do. For King, Lords, and Commons. Grow

your own cabbages. Sow
your

own turnips,—and

if
you

wish for a
gray head, cultivate carrots."

"Well, Doctor, if I thought-"

"Don't think,but do it. Take a garden, and dig

away
as if

you
were going to bury all

your
care in

it. When you're tired of diging, you can roll—or

go
to your walls, and set to work at

your
fruit

trees, like the Devil and the Bag of Nails."

"Well, at all events, it is worth trying; but I

am sadly afraid that so much stooping—"

"Phoo, phoo! The more pain in your back, the

more you'll forget your hyps. Sow a bed with

thistles, and then weed it. And don't forget

cucumbers."



"Cucumbers!"

"Yes, unwholesome to eat, but healthy to
grow,

for then
you

can have
your frame as strong as

you

please, and regulate your
own lights. Melons still

better. Only give your
melon to the melon-bed,

and
your colly to the collyflowers, and your Melan

choly's at an end."

"Ah! you're joking, Doctor!"

"No matter. Many a true word is said in jest.

I'm the only physician, I know, who prescribes it,

but take a garden—the first remedy in the world—

for when Adam was put into one he was quite a

new man!"

But Mrs. Gardiner.

I had taken leave of her, as I thought, by the

washhouse door, and was hurrying towards the

wicket gate, when her voice apprized me that she

was still following me.

"There is one thing that you ought to see at

any rate, if nobody else does."

And with gentle violence she drew me into a

nook behind a privet hedge, and with some emo

tion asked me if I knew where I was. My answer

of course was in the negative.

"It's Bucklersbury."

The words operated like a spell on my memory,

and I immediately recognised the old civic shrub-



bery. Yes, there they were, The Persian Lilac,

the Guelder Rose, the Monthly Rose, and the

Laurustinus, but looking so fresh and flourishing,

that it was no wonder I had not known them; and

besides the chests and tubs were either gone,
or

plunged in the earth.

"Not quite so grubby as I were in town," said

the Widow, "but the same plants. Old friends

like, with new faces. Just take a sniff of my

laylock—it's the same smell as I had when in

London, except the smoke. And there's my

monthly rose—look at
my complexion now. You

remember how smudgy I was afore. Perhaps

you'd like a little of me for old acquaintance,"

and plucking from each, she thrust into
my

hand

a bouquet big enough for the Lord Mayor's coach

man on the Ninth of November.

"Yes, we've all
grown and blown together,"

she continued, looking from shrub to shrub, with

great affection. "We've withered and budded,

and withered and budded, and blossomed and

sweetened the air. We're interesting, ain't we?"

O very—there's a sentiment in every leaf.

"Yes, that's exactly what I mean. I often

come here to enjoy 'em, and have a cry—for you

know he smelt 'em and admired 'em as well as us,"

and the mouldy glove might again have had to



wipe a moistened eye,
but for an alarm familiar to

her ear, though not to mine, except through her

interpretation.

"My peas! my peas! old Jones's pigeons!"

And rushing off to the defence of her Blue

Prussians, she gave
me an opportunity of which I

availed myself by retreating in the opposite direc

tion, and through the wicket. It troubles me to

this day that I cannot remember the shutting it:

my
mind misgives me that in

my
haste to escape

it was most probably left open, like Abon Hassan's

door, and with as unlucky consequences.



Even as I write, distressing images of a ruined

Eden rise
up before

my fancy—cocks and bens

scratching in flower borders—pigs routing up stocks

or rolling in tulips—a horse cropping rose-buds,

and a bullock in Bucklersbury! and all this

perhaps not a mere vision! That woeful Figure,

with starting tears and clasped hands contemplat

ing the scene of havoc, not altogether a fiction!

Under this doubt, it will be no wonder that I

have never revisited the Widow, or that when I

stroll in the suburbs
my steps invariably lead

me in
any other direction than towards Paradise

Place.

CHAPTER XII.

I have told a lie!

I have written the thing that is not, and the

truth came not from
my pen. There was deceit

in
my ink, and

my paper
is stained with a false

hood. Nevertheless, it was in ignorance that I

erred, and consequently the lie is white.

When I told
you,

Gentle Reader, that any day

you pleased you might heboid my heroine, Mrs.

Gardiner, I was not aware that Mrs. Gardiner was

no more.

"No more!"



No—for by advices just received, she is now

Mrs. Burrel, the wife of the quondam little old

Bachelor at Number Eight.

"What!—married! Why then she did
go

over the wall to him as she promised."

No, miss—he came over to her.

"What!—By a
rope

ladder?"

No—there was no need for so romantic an
ap

paratus. The wall, as already described, was a

dwarf one, about breast high, over which an active

man, putting one hand on the top, might have

vaulted with ease. How Mr. Burrel, unused to

such gymnastics, contrived to scramble over it, he

did not know himself; but as he had scraped the

square
toes of each shoe—damaged each drab

knee—frayed the front of his satin waistcoat—and

scratched his face, the probability is, that after

clambering to the summit, he rolled over, and

pitched headlong into the scrubby holly bush on

the other side.

For a long time it
appears,

without giving

utterance to the slightest sentiment of an amorous

nature, he had made himself particular, by con

stantly haunting the dwarf wall that divided him

from the widow,—overlooking her indeed more

than was proper
or pleasant. For once, however,

he happened to look at the right moment, for

casting his
eyes

towards Number Nine, he saw



that his fair neighbour was in a very disagreeable

and dangerous predicament—in short, that she

was in her own water-butt, heels upwards.

He immediately jumped over the brick partition,

and bellowing for help, succeeded, he knew not



how, in hauling the unfortunate lady from her

involuntary bath.

"Then it was not a suicide?"

By no means, madam. It was simply from

taking her hobby to water. In plainer phrase,

whilst endeavouring to establish an aquatic lily

in her waterbutt, she overbalanced herself and

fell in.

The rest may
be guessed. Before the Widow

was dry, Mr. Burrel
had declared his passion—

Gratitude whispered that without him she would

have been "no better than a dead lignum vitæ"

—and she gave
him her hand.

The marriage day, however, was
not fixed. At

the desire of the bride, it was left to a contin

gency,
which was resolved by her

"

orange

flowering" last Wednesday—and so ended the

"Horticultural Romance
"

of Mrs. Gardiner.

EPIGRAM,

ON LIEUTENANT EYRE'S NARRATIVE OF THE DISASTERS

AT CABUL.

A sorry tale, of sorry plans,

Which this conclusion grants,

That Affghan clans had all the Khans

And we had all the cant's.



THE REPEAL OF THE UNION.

IT was a fine, clear, moonlight night, and Mike

Mahoney was strolling on the beach of the Bay of

Bealcreagh—who knows why? perhaps to gather

dhoolamaun, or to look for a crab, but thinking

intensely of nothing at all, because of the tune

he was whistling,—when looking seaward, he saw,

at about a stone's cast from the shore, a dark

object which appeared like a human head. Or

was it a seal? Or a keg of whiskey ? Alas!

no such good luck! The dark object moved like

a living thing, and approaching nearer and nearer,

into shallower water, revealed successively the neck

and the shoulders of a man.

Mike wondered extremely. It was a late hour

for a gentleman to be bathing, and there was no

boat or vessel within Leandering distance, from

which the unknown might have swum. Mean

while, the stranger approached, the gliding motion

of the figure suddenly changing into a floundering,

as if having got within his depth, he was wading

through the deep mud.

Hitherto, the object, amid the broad path of

silver light, had been a dark one; but diverging



a little out of the glittering water, it now became

a bright one, and Mike could make out the

features at least as plainly as those of the Man in

the Moon. At last the creature stopped a few

fathoms off, and in a sort of
"
forrin voice," such as

the Irishman had never heard before, called to

Mike Mahoney.

Mike crossed himself, and answered to his name.

"What do
you

take me for?" asked the

stranger.

"Divil knows," thought Mike, taking a terrible

scratch at his red head, but he said nothing.

"Look here then," said the stranger; and

plunging head downwards, as for a dive, he raised

and flourished in the air a fish's tail, like a

salmon's, but a great deal bigger. After this

exhibition had lasted for about a minute, the tail

went down, and the head came
up again.

"Now
you know, of course, what I am?"

"Why, thin," said Mike, with a broad grin,

"axing your pardon, I take it you're a kind of

Half-Sir."

"True for you," said the Merman, for such he

was, in a
very melancholy tone. "I am only

half a gentleman, and it's what troubles me, day

and night. But I'll come more convenient to

you."



And by dint of great exertion, partly crawling,

and partly shooting himself forward with his tail,

shrimp fashion, he contrived to reach the beach,

when he rolled himself close to Mike's feet, which

instinctively made a step apiece in retreat.

"Never fear, Mike," said the Merman, "it's

not in my
heart to hurt one of the finest peasantry

in the world."

"Why, thin, you'd not object maybe," inquired

Mike, not quite re-assured, "to cry
O'Connell for

ever?"

"By no means," replied the Merman; "or

Success to the Rent."

"Faix, where did he lam that?" muttered Mike

to himself.

"Water is a good conductor of sound," said the

Merman, with a wink of one of his round, skyblue

eyes.
"It can

carry
a voice a long way—if you

think of Father Mathew's."

"Bedad, that's true," exclaimed Mike. "And

in course you'll have heard of the Repale?"

"Ah, that's it," said the Merman, with a long

drawn sigh, and a forlorn shake of the head.

"That's just it. It's in
your power, Mike, to do

me the biggest favour in the world."

"With all the pleasure in life," replied Mike,

provided there's neither sin nor shame in it."



"Not the least taste of either," returned the

Merman. "It is only that
you

will help me to

repeal this cursed Union, that has joined the best

part of an Irish gentleman to the worst end of a

fish."

"Murther alive!" shouted Mike, jumping a

step backward, "what! cut off
you

honour's

tail!"

"That
very same," said the

Merman. "'Here

ditary bondsmen, know ye
not who would be free

themselves must strike the blow.' But
you see,

Mike, it's impossible in
my

case to strike the blow

myself."

"Shure, and so it is," said Mike, reflectively,

"and if I thought you would not be kilt entirely

—which would be half a murder anyhow—"

"Never fear, Mike. Only cut exactly through

the first row of scales, between the fish and the

flesh, and I shall feel no pain, nor will you even

spill a drop of blood."

Mike shook his head doubtfully—very doubt

fully indeed, and then muttered to himself,

"Divil a bit of a Repale without that!"

"Not a drop, I tell you," said the Merman,

"there's
my

hand on it," and he held out a sort

of flesh-coloured paw,
with webs between the

fingers.



"It's a bargain," said Mike, "but after all," and

he grinned knowingly at the Merman, "supposing

your tail cut off from you,
it's small walking ye'll

get, onless I could lend
you

the loan of a pair o'

legs.'

"True for
you, Mike," replied the Merman,

"but it's not the walking that I care for. It's the

sitting, Mike," and he winked again with his

round, sky-blue eye,
"it's the sitting, and which

you see is mighty unconvenient, so long as I am

linked to this scaly Saxon appendage."

"Saxon is it!" bellowed Mike, "hurrah then

for the Repale!" and whipping out a huge clasp

knife from his pocket, he performed the operation

exactly as the Merman had directed,—and, strange

to
say,

of an Irish operation, without shedding a

drop of blood.

"There," said Mike, having first kicked the so

dissevered tail into the sea, and then setting up

the Half-Sir like a ninepin on the broad end,

"there
jou are, free and indepindint, and fit to

sit where
you plase."

"Millia Beachus, Mike," replied the Merman,

"and as to the sitting where I please," here he

nodded three times
very significantly, "the only

seat that will please me will be in College
Green."



"Och! that will be a proud day for Ireland!"

said Mike, attempting to shout, and intending to

cut a
caper

and to throw up
his hat. But his limbs

were powerless, and his mouth only gaped in a

prodigious yawn.
As his mouth closed again his

eyes opened, but he could see nothing that he

could make head or tail of—the Merman was

trone.

"Bedad!" exclaimed Mike, shutting his
eyes

again, and rubbing the lids lustily with his

knuckles, "what a dhrame I've had of the Repale

of the Union!"

EPIGRAM.

ON A LATE CATTLE-SHOW IN SMITHFIELD.

Old Farmer Bull is taken sick,

Yet not with any
sudden trick

Of fever, or his old dyspepsy;

But having seen the foreign stock,

It gave
his system such a shock

He's had a fit of Cattle-epsy!



MORE HULLAHBALOO.

Loud as from numbers without number.

MILTON.

You may do it extempore, for it's nothing but roaring.

QUINCE.

AMONGST the great inventions of this age,

Which ev'ry other century surpasses,

Is one,—-just now the
rage,—

Call'd "Singing for all Classes"—

That is, for all the British millions,

And billions,

And quadrillions,

Not to name Quintilians,

That now, alas! have no more ear than asses,

To learn to warble like the birds in June,

In time and tune,

Correct as clocks, and musical as glasses!

In fact, a sort of plan,

Including gentleman as well as yokel,

Public or private man,

To call out a Militia,—only Vocal

Instead of Local,



And not design'd for military follies,

But keeping still within the civil border,

To form with mouths in
open order,

And sing in volleys.

Whether this grand harmonic scheme

Will ever get beyond a dream,

And tend to British happiness and glory,

Maybe no, and maybe yes,

Is more than I pretend to
guess—

However, here's my story.

In one of those small, quiet streets,

Where Business retreats,

To shun the daily bustle and the noise

The shoppy Strand enjoys,

But Law, Joint-Companies, and Life Assurance

Find past endurance—

In one of those back streets, to Peace so dear,

The other day, a ragged wight

Began to sing with all his might,

"Ihave a silent sorrow here!"

The place was lonely; not a creature stirr'd

Except some little dingy bird;

Or vagrant cur that sniff'd along,

Indifferent to the Son of Song;

JNo truant errand-boy, or Doctor's lad,

No idle Filch or lounging cad,



No Pots encumber'd with diurnal beer,

No printer's devil with an author's proof,

Or housemaid on an errand far aloof,

Linger'd the tatter'd Melodist to hear—

Who yet, confound him ! bawl'd as loud

As if he had to charm a London crowd,

Singing beside the public way,

Accompanied—instead of violin,

Flute, or piano, chiming in—

By rumbling cab, and omnibus, and dray,

A van with iron bars to play staccato,

Or engine obligato—

In short, without one instrument vehicular

(Not ev'n a truck, to be particular),

There stood the
rogue and roar'd,

Unasked and unencored,

Enough to split the organs call'd auricular!

Heard in that quiet place,

Devoted to a still and studious race,

The noise was quite appalling!

To seek a fitting simile and spin it,

Appropriate to his calling,

His voice had all Lablache's body in it;

But oh! the scientific tone it lack'd,

And was, in fact,

Only a forty-boatswain-power of bawling!



'Twas said, indeed, for want of vocal nous,

The stage had banish'd him when he attempted it,

For tho' his voice completely fill'd the house,

It also emptied it.

However, there he stood

Vociferous—a ragged don!

And with his iron pipes laid on

A row to all the neighbourhood.

In vain were sashes closed

And doors against the persevering Stentor,

Though brick, and glass, and solid oak opposed,

Th' intruding voice would enter,

Heedless of ceremonial or decorum,

Den, office, parlour, study, and sanctorum;

Where clients and attorneys, rogues,
and fools,

Ladies, and masters who attended schools,

Clerks, agents, all provided with their tools,

Were sitting upon sofas, chairs, and stools,

With shelves, pianos, tables, desks, before
'em—

How it did bore 'em!

Louder, and louder still,

The fellow sang
with horrible goodwill,

Curses both loud and deep his sole gratuities,

From scribes bewilder'd making many
a flaw



In deeds of law

They had to draw;

With dreadful incongruities

In posting ledgers, making up
accounts

To large amounts,

Or casting up
annuities—

Stunn'd by that voice, so loud and hoarse,

Against whose overwhelming force

No invoice stood a chance, of course!

The Actuary pshaw'd and "pish'd,"

And knit his calculating brows, and wish'd

The singer "a bad life"—a mental murther!

The Clerk, resentful of a blot and blunder,

Wish'd the musician further,

Poles distant—and no wonder !

For Law and Harmony tend far asunder—

The lady could not keep her temper calm,

Because the sinner did not sing a psalm—

The Fiddler in the
very

same position

As Hogarth's chafed musician

(Such prints require but cursory reminders)

Came and made faces at the wretch beneath,

And wishing for his foe between his teeth,

(Like all impatient elves

That spite themselves)

Ground his own grinders.



But still with unrelenting note,

Though not a copper
came of it, in verity,

The horrid fellow with the ragged coat,

And iron throat,

Heedless of present honour and posterity,

Sang like a Poet singing for prosperity,

In penniless reliance—

And, sure, the most immortal Man of Rhyme

Never set Time

More thoroughly at defiance!

From room to room, from floor to floor,

From Number One to Twenty-four

The Nuisance bellow'd, till all patience lost,

Down came Miss Frost,

Expostulating at her open
door—

"Peace, monster, peace!

Where is the New Police!

I vow I cannot work, or read, or pray,

Don't stand there bawling, fellow, don't!

You really send
my

serious thoughts astray,

Do—there's a dear good man—do, go away."

Says he, "I won't!"

The spinster pull'd her door to with a slam,

That sounded like a wooden d—n,



For so some moral people, strictly loth

To gwear in words, however np,

Will crash a curse in setting down a
cup,

Or through a doorpost vent a banging oath—

In fact, this sort of physical transgression

Is really no more difficult to trace

Than in a given face

A
very Lad expression.

However, in she went,

Leaving the subject of her discontent

To Mr. Jones's Clerk at Number Ten;

Who, throwing up the sash,

With accents rash,

Thus hail'd the most vociferous ofmen:

"Come, come, I say old fellor, stop your chant!

I cannot write a sentence—no one can't!

So just pack up your trumps,

And stir
your stumps—"

Says he, "I shan't!"

Down went the sash

As if devoted to "eternal smash"

(Another illustration

Of acted imprecation),



While close at hand, uncomfortably near,

The independent voice, so loud and strong,

And clanging like a gong,

Roar'd out again the everlasting song,

"I have a silent sorrow here!"

The thing was hard to stand!

The Music-master could not stand it—

But rushing forth with fiddle-stick in hand,

As savage
as a bandit,

Made up directly to the tatter'd man,

And thus in broken sentences began—

But playing first a prelude of grimaces,

Twisting his features to the strangest shapes,

So that to guess
his subject from his faces,

lie meant to give a lecture upon apes—

"Com—com—I say!

You go away!

Into two parts my
head

you split—

My fiddle cannot hear himself a bit,

When I do play—

You have no bis'ness in a place so still!

Can
you

not come another day?"

Says he—"I will."

"No—no—you scream and bawl!

You must not come at all!



You have no rights, by rights, to beg—

You have not one off leg—

You ought towork—you have not some complaint—

You are not cripple in
your

back or bones—

Your voice is strong enough to break some stones"—

Says he—"It aint!"

"I
say you ought to labour!

You are in a
young case,

You have not sixty years upon your face,

To come and beg your neighbour,

And discompose his music with a noise

More worse than twenty boys—

Look what a street it is for quiet!

No cart to make a riot,

No coach, no horses, no postilion,

If
you

will sing, I say, it is not just

To sing so loud."—Says he, "I MUST!

I'm SINGING FOR THE MILLION!"

ON A CERTAIN LOCALITY.

Of public changes, good or ill,

I seldom lead the mooters,

But really Constitution Hill

Should change its name with Shooter's!



A TALE OF TERROR.

THE following story I had from the lips of a

well-known Aeronaut, and nearly in the same

words.

It was on one of
my ascents from Vauxhall, and

a gentleman of the name of Mavor had engaged

himself as a companion in
my

aerial excursion.

But when the time came his nerves failed him,

and I looked vainly around for the
person who

was to
occupy

the vacant seat in the car. Having

waited for him till the last possible moment, and

the crowd in the gardens becoming impatient, I

prepared to ascend alone; and the last cord that

attached me to the earth was about to be cast off,

when suddenly a strange gentleman pushed for

ward and volunteered to
go up with me into the

clouds. lie pressed the
request with so much

earnestness, that having satisfied myself by a few

questions of his respectability, and received his

promise to submit in
every point to my directions,

I consented to receive him in lieu of the absentee;

whereupon he stepped with evident
eagerness and

alacrity into the machine. In another minute we



were rising above the trees; and in justice to
my

companion, I must say, that in all
my experience,

no
person

at a first ascent had ever shown such

perfect coolness and self-possession. The sudden

rise of the machine, the novelty of the situation,

the real and exaggerated dangers of the
voyage,

and the cheering of the spectators, are apt to cause

some trepidation, or at any rate excitement in the

boldest individuals; whereas the stranger was as

composed and comfortable as if he had been sitting

quite at home in his own library chair. A bird

could not have seemed more at ease, or more in

its element, and yet he solemnly assured me
upon

his honour, that he had never been up before in

his fife. Instead of exhibiting any
alarm at our

great height from the earth, he evinced the

liveliest pleasure whenever I emptied one of
my

bags of sand, and even once or twice urged me to

part with more of the ballast. In the meantime,

the wind, which was
very light, carried us gently

along in a north-east direction, and the day being

particularly bright and clear, we enjoyed a delight

ful birdseye view of the great metropolis, and the

surrounding country. My companion listened

with
great interest, while I pointed out to him

the various objects over which we passed, till I

happened casually to observe that the balloon



must be directly over Hoxton. My fellow-traveller

then for the first time betrayed some uneasiness,

and anxiously inquired whether I thought he

could be recognised by any
one at our then

distance from the earth. It was, I told him,

quite impossible. Nevertheless he continued very

uneasy, frequently repeating
"
I hope they don't

see me," and entreating me earnestly to discharge

more ballast. It then flashed upon
me for the

first time that his offer to ascend with me had

been a whim of the moment, and that he feared

the being seen at that perilous elevation by any

member of his own family. I therefore asked him

if he resided at Hoxton, to which he replied in

the affirmative; urging again, and with great

vehemence, the emptying of the remaining sand

bags.

This, however, was out of the question, con

sidering the altitude of the balloon, the course of

the wind, and the proximity of the sea-coast. But

my
comrade was deaf to these reasons—he insisted

on going higher; and on
my

refusal to discharge

more ballast, deliberately pulled off and threw his

hat, coat, and waistcoat overboard.

"Hurrah, that lightened her!" he shouted;

"but it's not enough yet," and he began unloosen

ing his cravat.



"Nonsense," said I, "my good fellow, nobody
can recognise you

at this distance, even with a

telescope."

"Don't be too sure of that," he retorted rather

simply; "they have sharp eyes
at Miles's."

"At where?"

"At Miles's Madhouse!"

Gracious Heaven!—the truth flashed
upon

me

in an instant. I was sitting in the frail car of a

balloon, at least a mile above the earth, with

a Lunatic. The horrors of the situation, for a

minute, seemed to deprive me of
my own senses.

A sudden freak of a distempered fancy—a tran

sient fury—the slightest struggle, might send us

both, at a moment's notice, into eternity ! In the

meantime, the Maniac, still repeating his insane

cry of
"

higher, higher, higher," divested himself,

successively, of every remaining article of clothing,

throwing each portion, as soon as taken off, to the

winds. The inutility of remonstrance, or rather

the probability of its producing a fatal irritation,

kept me silent during these operations : but judge
of

my terror, when having thrown his stockings

overboard, I heard him say, "We are not yet high

enough by ten thousand miles—one of us must

throw out the other."

To describe
my feelings at this speech is



impossible. Not only the awfulness of
my position,

but its novelty, conspired to bewilder me—for

certainly no flight of imagination—no, not the

wildest nightmare dream had ever placed me in

so desperate and forlorn a situation. It was

horrible !—horrible ! Words, pleadings, remon

strances were useless, and resistance would be

certain destruction. I had better have been

unarmed, in an American wilderness, at the mercy

of a savage
Indian! And now, without daring to

stir a hand in opposition, I saw the Lunatic

deliberately heave first one, and then the other

bag of ballast from the car, the balloon of course

rising with proportionate rapidity. Up, up, up it

soared—to an altitude I had never even dared to

contemplate—the earth was lost to
my eyes,

and

nothing but the huge clouds rolled beneath us

The world was
gone

I felt for ever! The Maniac,

however, was still dissatisfied with our ascent, and

again began to mutter.

"Have
you

a wife and children?" he asked

abruptly.

Prompted by a natural instinct, and with a

pardonable deviation from truth, I replied that I

was married, and had fourteen young
ones who

depended on me for their bread.

"Ha! ha! ha!" laughed the Maniac, with a

sparkling of his eyes
that chilled my very

marrow.



"I have three hundred wives, and five thousand

children; and if the balloon had not been so heavy

by carrying double, I should have been home to

them by this time."

"And where do they live?" I asked, anxious to

gain time by any question that first occurred to me.

"In the moon," replied the Maniac; "and when

I have lightened the car I shall be there in no time."

I heard no more, for suddenly approaching me,

and throwing his arms around
my body—

A SKETCH ON THE ROAD.

"All have their exits and their entrances."

IT is a treat to see Prudery get into an omnibus.

Of course she rejects the hand that is held out to

her by male Civility. It might give her a squeeze.

Neither does she take the first vacant place; but

looks out for a seat, if possible, between an inno

cent little girl and an old woman. In the mean

time the omnibus moves on. Prudery totters—

makes a snatch at Civility's nose—or his neck—

or anywhere—and missing her hold rebounds to

the other side of the vehicle, and plumps down in

a strange gentleman's lap. True modesty would

have escaped all these indecorums.



"LAYING DOWN THE LAW."

(ON THE CELEBRATED PICTURE SO CALLED.)

"I am Sir Oracle,

And when I ope my lips let no dog bark."

MERCHANT OF VENICE.

"If thou wert born a Dog, remain so; but if thou wert born

a Man, resume thy former shape."—ARABIAN NIGHTS.

A POODLE, Judge like, with emphatic paw,

Dogmatically laying
down the law,—

A batch of canine Counsel round the table,

Keen-eyed, and sharp of nose, and long of jaw,

At sight, at scent,
at giving tongue right able:—

O Edwin Landseer, Esquire, and R.A.,

Thou great Pictorial Esop, say,

What is the moral of this painted fable?

O say, accomplished
Artist!

Was it thy purpose, by
a scene so quizzical,

To read a wholesome lesson to the Chartist,

So over-partial to the means called Physical,



Sticks, staves, and swords, and guns,
the tools of

treason?—

To show, illustrating the better course,

The
very

Brutes abandoning Brute Force,

The
worry

and the fight,

The bark and bite,

In which, says Doctor Watts, the dogs delight,

And lending shaggy ears to Law and Reason,

As utter'd in that court of high antiquity

Where sits the Chancellor, supreme as Pope,

But works—so let us hope
—

In equity, not iniquity?

Or was it but a speculation

On transmigration,

How certain of our most distinguish'd Daniels,

Interpreters of Law's bewildering book,

Would look

Transform'd tomastiffs, setters, hounds, and spaniels,

(As Bramins in their Hindoo code advance),

With that great lawyer of the Upper House

Who rules all suits by equitable nous,

Become—like vile Amina's
spouse—

A Dog, call'd Chance?*

*See the story of Sidi Nonmaii in the "Arabian Nights."



Mcthinks, indeed, I recognise

In those deep-set and meditative eyes

Engaged in mental puzzle,

And that portentous muzzle,

A celebrated Judge too prone
to tarry,

To hesitate on devious inns and outs,

And on preceding doubts to build redoubts

That regiments could not carry—

Prolonging even Law's delays, and still

Putting a skid upon
the wheel up-hill,

Meanwhile the
weary

and desponding client

Seem'd—in the agonies of indecision—

In Doubting Castle, with that dreadful Giant

Described in Bunyan's Vision!

So slow, indeed, was justice in its
ways,

Beset by more than customary clogs,

Going to law in those expensive days

Was much the same as going to the Dogs!

But, possibly, I err,

And that sagacious and judicial Creature,

So Chancellor-like in feature,

With ears so wig-like, and a
cape

of fur,

Looking as grave, responsible and
sage,

As if he had the guardianship in fact

Of all poor dogs, or crackt,

And puppies under age—



It
may

be that the Creature was not meant

Any especial Lord to represent,

Eldon or Erskine, Cottenham or Thurlow,

Or Brougham, (more like him whose potent jaw

Is holding forth the letter of the law,)

Or Lyndhurst, after the vacation's furlough,

Presently sitting in the House of Peers,

On wool he sometimes wishes in his ears,

When touchingCorn Laws,Taxes,orTithe-piggery,

He hears a fierce attack,

And, sitting on his sack,

Listens in his great wig to greater whiggery!

So, possibly, those others,

In coats so various, or sleek or rough,

Aim not at
any

of the legal brothers

Who wear the silken robe or
gown

of stuff.

Yet who that ever heard or saw

The counsel sitting in that solemn Court,

Who, having passed the Bar, are safe in port,

Or those great Serjeants, learned in the Law,—

Who but must trace a feature now and then

Of those forensic men,

As good at finding heirs as
any harriers,

Renown'd like greyhounds for long tales—indeed,

The Common Chancery reports to read,

At worrying the ear as apt as terriers,—

Good at
conveyance as the hairy carriers



That bear our gloves, umbrellas, hats, and sticks,

Books, baskets, bones, or bricks,

In Deeds of Trust as sure as Tray the trusty,—

Acute at sniffing flaws on legal grounds,

And lastly—well the catalogue it closes !—

Still following their predecessors' noses,

Through ways however
dull or dusty,

As fond of hunting precedents, as hounds

Of running after foxes more than musty?

However, slow or fast,

Full of urbanity, or supercilious,

In temper mild, serene, or atrabilious,

Fluent of tongue, or prone
to legal saw,

The Dogs have got a Chancellor at last,

For Laying down the Law !

And never may
the canine race regret it,

With whinings and repinings loud or deep,—

Ragged in coat, and shortened in their keep,

Worried by day, and troubled in their sleep,

With cares that prey upon
the heart and fret it—

As human suitors have had cause to weep—

For what is Law, unless poor Dogs can get it

Dog-cheap?



HYDROPATHY, OR THE COLD WATER CURE,

AS PRACTISED BY VINCENT PRIESSNITZ, AT GRAFENBERG,

BY R. T. CLARIDGE, ESQ.

The element that never tires.

BASIL HALL.

THE greatest danger to the health or life in

Foreign Travelling, at least in Germany, is noto

riously from damp linen. A German-Ofen is not

adapted for the
process vulgarly called "airing,"

and the "Galloping Horse," alluded to by Words

worth in his
poem

on a Hanoverian Stove, is any

thing but a clothes-horse. If
you send your linen

to be washed, therefore, you must
expect in return

a shirt as damp as a Dampschiff—stockings as

dripping as the hose of a fire-engine, and a hand

kerchief with which you cannot dry your eyes. As

a matter of course, you must look, now and then,

for a wet blanket, or a moist sheet; and should

that be the case, there is only one warming-pan to

our knowledge in the Rhenish Provinces—and that

one is at Coblence.



Now this drawback would alone
prove a damper

to
many

an English Tourist, who would otherwise

go up the Rhine: for of what avail are all his

Patent Waterproof articles—his umbrella, his Mac

intosh, his galoshes, India-rubber shoes, and Per

ring's beaver, whilst he is thus liable to wet next

his skin. In fact, we believe this danger, more

than
any sea risk or land peril, has deterred thou

sands of Valetudinarians from repairing to Ger

many to drink the waters—accompanied by the

unwholesome probability of chilling the skin, closing

the
pores, and checking the insensible, invisible

perspiration by putting on humid garments; than

which nothing can be more injurious to even the

strongest constitution,—witness the fatal shirt that

clung so to Hercules, and which, allowing for

mythological embellishment, was no doubt simply
a clean one—sent to him wringing wet by that

jade Dejanira.

The catastrophe of the great Alcides rests, how

ever, on the
very doubtful testimony of Greek his

torians. It is true, that by our English sanatory

notions he ought to have died—say of inflamma

tion on the lungs—but according to the Hydro

pathists, the Strong Man ought to have been only

the
stronger for a "Cold Wet Bandaging." In

stead of cutting his stick—or rather club—he ought



merely to have broken out in salutary boils, which

would have removed all his complaints, if he had

any—for example, one Mr. Rausse names all chro

nic diseases of the lungs, all organic defects, and all

diseases in people whose muscles and sinews are past

all
power of action, andfrom whom the vital principle

has passed beyond recovery—which said people, if we

know
any thing of plain English, must be neither

more nor less than "Stiff-uns!" And to confirm

this cadaverous view of them, p. 74 declares that

these assertions of Mr. Rausse are supported by a

Mr. Raven!

Professor Mundé, however, who was cured of a

painful complaint during his residence at

Gräfenberg, stops short of the cure of Death by light or

heavy wet, but enumerates Gout, Rheumatism,

Tic Doloureux, Hernia, Hypochondria, Piles,

Fevers of all kinds, Inflammations, Cholera, &c.

&c. &c., to which Mr. Claridge adds a list, by the

Reverend John Wesley, of some hundred of dis

eases, in man, woman, and child, to be cured by
"
Primitive Physic," alias Aqua Pumpy. Nay,

we have cases of Illustrious Patients—Baron

Blank, Count Dash, General Asterisk, the Mar

quis de Anonymous, and others, who were all well

washed, and all washed well,—and so far from

suffering from wet linen, were actually swaddled



in it; and instead of being chilled, actually heated

from being put up damp, like haystacks. It fol

lows that Hercules could not be carried off in the

way supposed,—and especially if he enjoyed such

indelicate health as he exhibits in his pictures and

statues.

The common dread of water and wetting seems

certainly to be rather overstrained, We think

little, indeed, of the instance of Thomas Cam,

aged 207, of whose burial registry Mr. Claridge

furnishes an extract from the parish books; first,

because there is no evidence that this very
"
Old

Tom" was in the habit of soaking his clay with

water; and secondly, because 207 was
very probably

the way with an ignorant Clerk of setting down 27.

Neither do we attach much weight to the opinions

of the Travellers, who "assure us that amongst

the Arabs this
age

is not unfrequently attained,

and that men are frequently married at a hundred

years of age; first, because the Desert is not parti

cularly well supplied with water; and secondly,

that consequently the Arabs must be of rather dry

habits. But looking at another animal which lives

in the wet, and is one of the greatest
of water

drinkers, namely, the whale, we are quite ready

to allow, as to its longevity, that it is "the longest

creature as lives."



Take
courage, then, ye Valetudinarians, and

apply for
your passports. Go fearlessly up

the

Ilhiue, into
swampy Holland, or Belgium, or

wherever
you will. Your old bugbears are actually

benefits—real reforms to the constitution. Write on

yourselves if you choose, "This side uppermost,"

but omit the fellow direction, "To be kept dry."

You will thrive like the hydrangeas the more
you

are watered. Ride outside, and forget your
um

brella. Prefer soaked coachboxes and sloppy boats

—and if
you even

go overboard, remember that

the mother of Achilles, to make him invulnerable,

ducked him in a river. Ask for damp sheets, and

pay extra for a wet blanket—nay, never
say die,

though after a jolly night you find the next morning
that

you have slept in a dewy meadow, with the

moon for a
warming-pan. If, in walking on St.

Swithin's day, you happen to get under a spout, stay

there—it's a Douch-Bad—vide Frontispiece, figure
4, and you are lucky in getting it gratis. Should

you chance to trip and throw yourself a fair back

fall, with your head in a puddle, don't rise, but lie

there as
contentedly as a drunkard, for that—see

figure 2—is a Kopf-Bad. Instead of striding over

a kennel, step into it,—for it is as good as a Fuss

Bad. And when a tub of cold water comes in

your way, squat down in it like Parson Adams,



when he played at "the Ambassador," for that is

a Sitz-Bad—as you may see in figure 3, where a

gentleman is sitting, as happy as a Merman, with

his tail in a tub, and reading Claridge on the

"Cold Water Cure!"

And should
you experience, though you ough

not, any aguish chills, or rheumatic pains from this

mode of conduct—push on at once to Gräfenberg,

where Vincent Priessnitz will soak all complaints

out of you,
like the salt from a ling. As the

preface says, it is "only eight or ten days'journey

from London," and you may go
either by Ostend

or Hamburg; but the first route is the best, because

you
can wet

your
thirst by the way at the springs

of Aix-la-Chapelle, and the Brunnens of Nassau.

For our own
parts we prefer our washing done

at home; but never mind us. Push on for the

great Fountain Tavern in Silesia, for depend upon

it whatever you feel, whether flushes, shudderings,

gnawings, cravings, creepings, shootings, throb

bings, dartings and prickings—it is only nature

boring for water.

Never stop, then, except perhaps for a minute

or so to look at the votive fountain the Wallachian

and Moldavian patients have erected, dedicated

"Au Génie de l'Eau Froide,"—never halt till you

have reached the famous House of Call for Water-



men, and pledged the great Aquarius himself in

a goblet of his own Adam's ale. If you are faint

it will revive you,
if thirsty it will refresh you, and

if you have broken a bone or two by the upsetting

of a diligence, the
very man for a fracture stands

before
you.

In fact his first exploit in Hydropathy

was with cold water and wet bandages, and some

little assistance from a table, to set and mend two

of his own broken ribs ! After that if you are so

unreasonable as still to require any evidence of

the peculiar virtues of the fluid, know that by

drinking and dispensing it, ice cold though it be,

Vincent Precissnitz has made himself so warm that

he is worth 50,000l.

The above advice, it must be remembered, is

not ours, but drawn from the book before us. We

should be loth to be responsible personally for any

lady or gentleman going so far off as Silesia to

drown themselves, and by the awfully premeditated

process of taking "twenty glasses of water a day."
Neither should we like to have to answer to a visiter

to Gräfenberg for the discomfort of a room like

"a soldier's chamber in a barrack," so low that

Mr. Gross could not stand upright in it—with no

better furniture than a bedstead with a straw mat

tress—a chest of deal drawers, a table, two chairs,

a decanter and glass (for water only) and an



"enormous washhand-basin." It would vex us to

have commended any
one to a table where it is

generally complained that the food
"

though plen

tiful is coarse." He might not he pleased either

with the remedy of drinking so much water, that

there was little room for the solids. And, above

all, he would naturally cry out against the heart

burnings incurred by Mr. Claridge himself, and

which were relieved by a cure certainly worse than

the disease.

"The burning liquid which rises from the stomach

to the throat is often caused at Gräfenberg by the

abundance of the greasy
food with which the table

is supplied. At the period of the crisis it frequently

makes its appearance
at the termination of humours,

of which part is discharged by the first courses. I

was sharply attacked by it at this period of the

treatment, and 'a diarrohœa which I brought on in

gorging myself with cold water during two days com

pletely cured me.'"—p. 237.

Now, it may be very
well for Priessnitz, who

boards and lodges his patients, to prescribe water

by the pailful to prevent gluttony; or to give them

such beds and rooms as must necessarily promote

early rising and
encourage

exercise out of doors.

It
may

be quite consistent with his theory to

neither light nor pave
his neighbourhood, so that



his clients are sure on a rainy day of a Mud-bath

in addition to their other ones. But, as we said

before, we should not like to advise any
one we

love or like to put themselves under his wet hands,

unless inordinately fond of duck and cold pig.

Moreover, many points of his treatment are prac

tised, if not openly at least secretly, in our own

country; and at a consequent saving of all the

trouble and
expense to the patients of a journey to

Silesia. The damp sheet system
is no secret to

the chambermaids at our provincial inns, and the

metropolitan publicans and milkmen are far from

blind to the virtues of cold water as a beverage.

A fact that probably accounts for the peculiar

healthiness of London compared with other capitals.

To be candid, we have besides a private pre

judice against anything like a Grand Catholicon—

not the Pope, hut an universal remedy for all dis

eases, from elephantiasis down to pip. And we

become particularly sceptical when we meet with

a specific hacked by such a testimonial as that of

the Rev. John Wesley in favour of Water versus

Hydrophobia.

"And this, I apprehend accounts for its fre

quently curing the bite of a mad-dog, especially if

it be repeated for twenty-five or thirty days suc

cessively."—p. 81.



Of which we can only say,
that on the produc

tion of certificates of three such cures, signed by a

respectable turncock, we will let whoever likes it

be worried by a mad pack of hounds, and then

cure him by only showing him Aldgate-pump.

Moreover, we are aware of the aptitude of our

cousins the Germans to go the whole
way

"and

a bittock" in their theories. As Mr. Puff
says

of

the theatrical people, "Give those fellows a good

thing and they never know when to have done with

it." Thus allowing the element to be wholesome,

for ablution or as a beverage, they order
you not

only to swig, sit, stand, lie, and soak in it, but

actually to snuff it up your nose—what is a bridge

without water?—for a cold in the head!—p. 228.

It was our intention to have quoted a case of

fever which was got under much as Mr. Braid

wood would have quenched an inflammation in a

house. But our limits forbid. In the mean time

it has been our good fortune, since reading Claridge

on Hydropathy, to see a sick drake avail himself of

the "Cold Water Cure" at the dispensary in

St. James's-park. First in waddling in, he took a

Fuss-Bad; then he took a Sitzbad, and then, turn

ing his curly tail up
into the air, he took a Kopf

Bad. Lastly, he rose almost upright on his latter

end, and made such a triumphant flapping with his



wings, that we really expected he was going to

shout "Priessnitz for ever!" But no such thing.

He only cried, "Quack! quack! quack!"





.






