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GOLD-WORSHIPPERS.

CHAPTER 1.

We must not imitate the Gullibulls alto-
gether in the profound neglect wit,; svhich
they unanimously agreed to_tgeat Charity
Green, as & punishment for* hwr unwarrant-
able desertion. -

A fow week, saw her very quietly csta-
blished in hegr, new position: and we own,
that for a igonth or two We should find it
rather difficuls to discern anything in her
progress which it would ambse an indif-
ferent reader to recount. Her manner of life
was very slightly diversified—and this was

'its usual tenor. She arose very early in the
. VOL, IIL S
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morning from a Louch shared with Ml‘?S
Dishnap. They eakfasted together, with
the invariable mct of a third p‘\“‘«“‘m
the sfmpc of 4 small but very handsome
jet black cat w1th w red collar,">alled
¢ Cookey.” *This was the sole inhabitant
of the house during the day; which after
breakfast they set in excellent order. It
w'ts, mdeed a little miracle of fecatness.
Miss sthnap belonged to g cleanly genus;
but she was remarkably so. For that
reasoy she could not bear to live in lodg-
ings, 6rlito receive lodgers into her house,
and LGP aslittle cottage entirdly for her
own use.) Bie 1ent indeed came exces-
sively befavy on that .Lccount (it was
‘eighteen frounds a year) andthe plate was
%onely,/ Biit Miss Dishnap 4iwd no move-
able/property of any value, 3¢ feared no
bers; ,and §he said that the difference of
/a few pounds pér annum was anply made
up by “ having onc’s own houge to one’s self.”
She could indulge her passion for cleanliness ,
without Histurbapce; and accordingly she
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truly boasted that y you cbyld cat your dinner
“ﬁthout disgust from her floors.

-4 fter, breakfast and a q‘i jshing of _every-
thmg whlch however_ slightly, rieeded it,
Mlgg.z‘)lshnap carefully locked ‘her house
up, and off “the two trudged, wet or dr y, to
the bazaar. There they spent the remdinder
of the day, each engaged in her occupation,
often silent, but 5.1wa.ys in a good humg,u‘
with one another, and apparently with the
world in general. In fact, they knew but
little of its concerns. Neither of them ever
rcad a newspaper, and had sca'{'cely an
acquamt:;nce between them;, » .

Miss 1)1shnap s idea of >hw, indeed, pre-
vented her from taking” any very lively
interést in ius transactions. She lived be-
cause she did not die—not that she wished
the prolongation of her existence. The mis-
fortunes of her youth had aoted on her whole
carcer a5 certain acids dct on substances,
depriving them of colour, and rendering
them incapable of ever receiving any. The
only subject whick jggmed. now to have much

B 2
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interest for her,,uz‘;é religion. Like most
pexsons of strong fegling assdiled by misfor-
tune, Miss Dishngpcfelt the need of com-.la-
tion and’ assugance.. She had become o
Puseyite, hot, ﬁll(lll]“‘ those qualities .. the
routine and fmmal observances of the An-
rrlican. church, or in its dybious and specu-
lative teaching. Thence she passed without
mq,g,h difficulty with a favourite teacher over
to the Roman-catholic cercironial, and fre-
quented the chapel of the Oratory, largely
imbibed the doctrines therein promulgated
with so much warmth and eloquence, and
exerted all the zeal of a proselyte to bring
Charity into the*same opinions.

And what was Charity’s religion? She
would have been puzzled to tescribe it in
the formula'of any catechism?  She was a
christian in heart and soul, and-it is there-
fore probable tl,at she was unfitted to be of

» any sect in partlcular Iler father was by
education a protestant, but in practice a
freethinker, of so extensive a liberality,
that he never attempted‘to bias his child’s
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mind even to his own lajitudinarian princi-
ptes. Iler mother .wein"-_' very ravely “to
churoh 7 she” was in  geheral very badly
dressed, so that.the beadle always placed
ha: with the few paupers who thought it
worth their while to cnter a building ob-
viously intended only for smart people, who
could afford to Jeep pews. Mrs. Green
could not digest snch treatmeng, and -It¢"
left off attencing chiirch almost entirely.
Mrs. Gullibull went to church whenever she
had a grand new gown, or gorgeous para-
sol, to display. DBut she was often ill on
a Sundaf. We cannot $heréfore sdy that
Charity was e very. deen;i?x controversial
divigity of any sort. But she was gentle,
obliging, un(f'tmctable, and willingly accom-
panied Mis§ Dishnap om her devotional ex-
cursions. .

She was not, indeed, like her companion,
rewarded with a full meed of consolation -
and hope. Miss Dishnap derived « perpetnal
comfort from the authoritative teaching of
her pastors, whick imformed her that she
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should certainly. rjoin her departed lover
in a place of etdral bliss. For with her
conviction.of hisinimost superﬁuma?l‘(,xéa-
lencies, she ceuld not deubt he was in
heaven, 1f any heaven existed!- She lowd
to subject her mind to the influences of
ceremonial observance ang solemnities, that
she, might more undoubtingly credit this
besutiful wision of a futurity which was so
anmply to repay her sufferings in the dark
sle” of time. There was no asperity in
Miss Dishnap’s grief; she had no cause
for any; she was not deserted, not mal-
treated by her_dower; his dying: thoughts
and dying prayess were hers. She did
not then well understand why Charzity’s
sorrows were less curable than her own, but
prescribed the same remedies as if to the
same discase.

Whereas it was, thus with Chan 1ty, that
‘every word of doctrine which denouticed the
punishmeénts of the wicked and the rewards
of the good, deepened the isolation of her
heart. Without the siigl:test tinge of ma-
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lignant feeling in all hdr nature, still she
felt that she was wrong@d: and that if ever
shi¢ “iarself abhieved the avay'to h_eaven, she
could scarcely hope that, the worldly,
scheuiiing, apd heartless man ghe *had loved,
would be permitted to enter it too. This
troubled her—shg knew not well why, nor
why she should sfill continue to grieve over
his mﬁdchty, and expect the news of R
marriage as ea calatity. Never more,
indeed, could she be anything to him—but
it troubled her.

However, she continued to accompany
Miss Disgnap to her church With the same
patient resignation with which she listened
to the oft-repeated story of her youthful
love, and heatd the young surgeon’s musical
box (whiclt he had left,as a legacy to his
betrothed) play through its string of Irish
melodies a hundred times a Jay. «There was
one in ¥special of which” he had been very,
fond, and Miss Dishnap set it so £requently
to work, that Charity, with all her patience
and sympathy, was.aery weary of it.
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The industry by which she had calculated
to earn her bread; meanwhile, yielded not
very promisiny results.  Withontefintiery,
though “we are a little partial to her,
Charity’s"lace was wrought as finely a. the
finest of foreign fubric. She had a natural
taste’and elegance in it. But she was too
conscientious to assure purchasers that it

g madc abroad, and consequently either
it did not sell, or gold at inferior prices.
Still, by living very moderately indeed (for
she had scarcely enough to eat), she
managed to fulfil her part of the contract.
At least, she ‘only fell into arrcars twice in
the first seven wecks—once to the extent of
two shillings and threepence, and again,
about sixpence halfpenny.  Yhese calcula-
tions may seem very trivial andunworthy of
consideration to the reader, but they were
matters of the deepest anxiety to Charity

. Green. ) 0

The benevolent old maid with whom she
lived was very far from proving an exacting -
creditor; buf shec-had téo much delicacy



OR, THE DAYS W¥ LIVE IN. 9

to wish to force an aid‘upon her young
friend which she saw shegvas disinclined te.
acceptr4md as very narraiv rtargin 11.1deed
remained to herself to be charitabfe upon,
abovs iicr own necessities. 1t is nd wonder,
therefore, that the young lace-woman, half-
starved and worked to death, and shuf up
in the close atmosphere of a Dbazaar, was
looking anytluno' but her best, when ‘g
visitor one day,surprised her with Lis pre-
sence.

It was no less a personage than Mr. Bag-
shawe, the retired attorney. Charity beheld
him long kgfore he saw her ferreting among
the stalls, as .jf in qe.uch‘ of something.
She had not the vanity to think it could
possxb]y be hextelf. She had scarcely ever
thought of hith, except tp conclude that he
had forgotten her, like the rest of her rich
former friends. On the confrary, lis sal-
low couttenance really lighted up with
pleasure when he recognised her;.he even
seemed affected. She looked much paler
and thinner certainly,,singé his first obser-
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vations were to tnat effeet. He shook her
<hand with a kind: of fervour, and with some
agitation, explained that he haderotpeen
able to find out where she was, or she would
have seen him much sooncr. Her aunt and
friends scemed ignorant of her place of re-
tirement. Midas said she had gone into
the country for the benefit of lier health. He

—gven cxpressed an opinion that she had a
swectheart where she was gone, whom she
intended to marry! Mr. Bagshawe had only,
accidentally, learned that morning from Al-
derman Gullibull where she was, and had
hastened to pay his respects, anc inquire if
he could be of any service to her?

There was so much interest and kindness
in the manner of this usually peevish and
snappish valetudirary, that Charity was af-
fected—affected even to tears. To hide
these, sh2 intypduced Mr. Bagshawe to Miss
Dishnap, with whom ke speedilj entered
into conversation. Charity was rather sur-
prised to observe how chatty and agreeable
he could make himself when he chose; and
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"2 go skilfully extracted ihfarmation about
how and where they lived without showing*
any ihGiebroct “curiosity, thatwthe soofhing
thought occurred te her that Mrs. ullibull
still took sufficient interest in, .he; to send
him for the purpose. .
When Bagshawae had apparently ascer-
tained ag much as,he deemed necessary on
these points, he very politely asked if thc
ladics had dined® Now} Miss Dishnap had
dined—that is to say, she had caten half a
cold mutton chop and some bread at one
o’clock. And so had Charity dined, osten-
sibly—thabis to say, she hadeone out of the
bazaar, caten & penny rol], ‘and came hack
trying. to look as much as possible like a
person that hug dined. But Miss Dishnap’s
penetration was not so easily deceived; hav-
ing had many g banyan day of her own in
her time. She therefore tpok upon her, at
a very sll"ght stretch of conscience, to reply
that Miss Green had not yet dined, but
*that there was a capital ordinary at one
o’clock, kept at the vety tdp of the building
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for the use of #he inhabitants, where, she
supposed, she meint to dine.

" “Then I'll go-with Ler. *Yeuti4reat an
old friend to.a feed, won’t you?’ said Mr.
Bagshawe. ¢ And I suppose we have no
time to lose, for it is half-past two now.
The truth is, I don’t know of a good eating-
house in the neighbourhood, unless one
went to the expense of an hotel—and that
won’t do these hard' times.’?

The question being put in this manner,
Charity felt she could not refuse, without
much incivility, to give Mr. Bagshawe “a
feed.”” She concluded, of course, that it
was ouly a formn for an irvitation, and—
and—if we must own the truth—she was
hungry, and the pr os]ect of' a good dinner
was not without its charms.’ *The days of,
romance are indeed completely over in all
matters relating to the stomach, but we
hope we rather enhance than' diminish
Charity’s elaim on the respect of the reader
when we acknowledge she was subject to
every human infirmity, and among the rest
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to a good appetite. Tl more honour,
theefore, to her that she ].areferred to starve,
independeptly and with spizit, than to ﬂou-
rish in plenty at the price of degradatlon
in feeling and loss of self- respect' .

Miss Dishnap engaged to take carc of
her friend’s part of the stall till she®re-
turned, which was a reciprocal custom of
great mutual convénience, established ever
since they lad fraternised, or sororised,
to coin a proper feminine word for the
occasion.  Accordingly, Charity and Mr.
Bagshawe ascended to the spacious® loft
which ser ».cd the Dbazaar forean eating
house, the lattel very kmdiy tendering his
arm to escort her. Chanty, with her
usual simplicity of kindness, pointed out
whatever shes thought might intercst him.
She showed him a wonderful exhibition
through magnifying glasses, belogging to
an ingemfous Frenchman who had obtained
the sobriquet in the Dbazaar of * Don
oFelix,” from his gay mercurial brightness
of character. Clarity was greatly pleased
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to be able to agtonish Mr. Bagshawe with
.intelligence, that,what he took to be some
vast unknown species of lobster,mwas in
realitye merely a magnified flea! ¢ The
whole world looks through glasses like
these, sometimes,” said Mr. Bagshawe, with
a smile that had in it but little of its
accustomed cynical bitterness of expres-
-ston. -

The eating-room of the bazaar was a
most extensive apartment, almost as 1arge
as the entire roof of the building, for it was
not divided by partitions. The walls were
simply bare bricks whitewashed ; _and nume-
rous wooden tables, with benches, accom-
modated the guests. The principal dinner-
hour was now passed, and there were but
very lew guests in the apartr.ent. But Mr. .
Bagshawe seemed not desirous of cpltiva-
ting any intimacy with this scattcred rem-
nant. Under pretence that the.smell of
the hot meats made him faint, he drew
4 table and bench to a remote window in
the chamber, and. thence issued his orders
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to the waiter. . He desired: him to furnish
the® best viands in readiness, and even,
startled the offjcial by i mqpu'mg if he had
any champagne' Bottled ale was, hewéver,
the utmost the cellars of that’ vast garret
afforded. But Mr. Bagshawe declared he
should be sure to be ill, if he had not at
least one glass of §herry to his meal, and
bribed tht waiter to go for a bottle of the
best to some neighbouring tavern.

Charity was somewha.t surprised at all
this. She had a dim idca, it is true, that
she was rather a favourite with the old gen-
tleman, but thou(rht she was so on account
of her connexmn with the Gellibulls. And
now that she was turned”out, and repu-.
diated by the catire family! it puzzled her.
Meanwhile theeroast beef, though stewed as
well as roasted on the stoves, and the York-
shire pudding, were very appetlzmo' The
unexpected kindness and *notice taken of
her elevated her spirits. She had not
Jasted wine for 2 long time, and the glass
of sherry which Bagshawe, insisted on her
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drinking at oncg warmed her heart, and
Kindled a very fanciful idea in her head.
Had Midas . repgnted of his uruustxﬁqble
deserticn, and sent his rrodfather to mediate
a reconciliation ?

Mr. Bagshawe scemed at least to enjoy
his'companion’s appetite, though he himself
ate more than he usually considered good,
in his weak statc of health, unleds of the
most inviting viands. But Charity’s hopes
were destined to be speedily dispelled.’

““ Well, Chary,” he said, with a smile,
“T awm glad to see you are in good health,
and that you enjoy your independent life
so much! I am pleased with myself for
having had something to do in it. You
remember it was I told ysu about that
letter which my godson squeczed into Mrs.
Sparkleton’s hand? I knew you would®*not
like that; so I told it you on purpose.”

Charity was inuch more surprised than
delighted, with this abrupt intimation ; she
had no idea that Mr. Bugshawe suspected
there was more, than the ordinary con-
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negion of their relatlonslup between herself
and Mldas

« 1 d®n’t know what you s'hould'.th‘lnk I
had to do with that, sir?” sht said, with a
strange quivering of hope and fear which
scarcely pleased Mr. Bagshawe. .

“ Nonsense!” h& replied, with his cus-
tomary enappishnéss. “ Don’t try that
dodge on me! I am tgo old a stager. I
used to sec him courting you, in his way,
on the sly—and so much on the sly, that I
saw lle was a humbug. 1 have watched
him from his childhood: I am not {o be
deceived : Beside, I am a bitious old wretch,
and suspect evdrybody. I*made him write
you that promige, by telling him I had dis-
covered his segret, and that I should be
seriously offended if he did not at once show
that his views werc honourable. I don’t
like flirtafions between peopld that live in
the same house. I promised to bfeak the
matter to his father, too—and I can’t but
%think, now,—against your kind lover’s will,
for he never claimed my pronllse-Just the

. YOL, III. c
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contrary. He was always giving me yea-
‘sons for delay. 1 don’t like long engage-
ments—they “always cnd Tn udthing, or
worse. But, to tell you the truth, I was
in no hurry to push the matter on myself.
I did not think a girl of your kindness and
generosity of disposition could have been
happy with such a fellow. Still you were
the best judge, I thought. Iowever, at
last it excecded my patience, especially
when I saw that he was courting another
womgn—that shining piece of gossamer,
Mrs. Sparkleton! And now he tells me,
you never had any sincerc cidection for
him; that it was only for his money—that
your temper is intolerably bad—that you
are consumptive, and 1 dont know what
all!—This beats me; 1 dxdnt think Jou
were so much after money! But now, if
you do wany bis money, and not himself,
I can put you in a way to get it, and will.
That’s what I came to say "

And Mr. Bagshawe swallowed a second
glass of sherry with violence.
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by I do not want his money, sir,” said
Chamty, quite aghast, &nd resigning the
momentgty.complexion leat her by excite-
ment. “I do not want his, money—nor
himself. I have told him so.” ,

“Don’t keep secrets with me, Chary! I
appoint myself your legal adviser—your
attorney—and T care a great deal more for
you than for my godson,” said Mr. Bag-
shawe, with warmth. * “ In fact, I have
despised him from his cradle; he was a
curmudgeon when a baby. I shall honour
you if you have the spirit to take
your revemge!—and if yo,nill bring ‘your
action against him, I'll bge. at all the ex-
pense of the prosecution, and will wager
all I possess you recover seven or eight
hundred pourfds ! —Don't wnswer in a hurry.
We'll have some strawberries with our
wine. It’s a nice, cooling fruit.” * ‘

Charity’s distress of mind at this unex-
pected proposal was very evident; but
sshe tried to answer calmly. “ I do not
know, sir, why you should*come to me with

c2
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such an offer.. I refused threc hundgped
pounds, which he offered me himself. I am
not in *want’ of . money—idind« ife I were
starving, I would not take his.”

T hope vou are not in want of moncy
indegd, or who is to pay for our dinner
and sherry?” said Mr..Bagshawe, with a
guim smile. “ But T dido’t know you
were in a condition to refuse eight hundred
pounds? Do you really do such a flourish-
ing business down below?—TI'll bet any
money now you don’t have a dinner every
day?—I don’t say a good one, for that is
impossible in ‘this place—but sny dinner
at all?” e o

“ Mr. Bagshawe!—I thought you camec
as o friend, and not to insult my poverty !”
said Charity, with tTlick-gusiiing tears.

“ And so T do, my dear girl! But if'is
fit you ‘should pake some revenge on the
fellow. Come, you are not altogether made
‘of milk. " Tou can only reach him: through
his money — he cares for nothing else in'
reality. He means to marry Mrs. Sparkle-
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ton, if he can get her. Perhaps he can’t,
but that’s no merit of his; so you owe him
no forbgarance. You cam’t Jose gnything,
because, as I said,, I will be at alP the ex-
pense. I'll find you lawyers, money, and
everything! or rather money will find you
everything. 1t wi]l buy everything that is
worth having in this world!”

“ Why, sir,” sald Charity, with great
carncstness, enfirely nbglecting the main
point, so far as regarded herself in this dis-
sertation, “1 thought you were very fond
of him?”’

“J fond, of him!—Pho, how could*I be
fond of him? 'l defy hi.qzwn,mother to
be so!—Chary,” continued Mr. Bagshawe,
with special vthemence, “I don't believe
you were everrfond of himeyourself. I know
women always fancy they are in love, if a man
pays them any little attenthn—cspeclally
if he's the first. But I don’t believe you
ever cared much for him! Now-eid you?”
o “J—Idon’t care so much for him as I
did!” said Charity, with ¢hesitation. I
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don’t desire or intend ever to see him
‘again. But that“is of no consequence to
any ene-but fyself.” Coet

“There yeu are mistaken! You really
are!” said «Mr. Bagshawe, cagerly. “1
don’t mind if I mention, that if ever I cared
for Midas at all, it was on your account.
I care for you a very great deal! T did not
know how much, until I lost sight of you
the other day, and thought® it might be for
ever! I should not even like to die unless
you were somewherc near me! You have
such a soft hand and a gentle voice! I
want some ong'ts close my eyes fently, and
to be sorry when Tam gone- —and not to let
them break my knecs to make me a shapely
“corpse!”

“Oh,” said Cliarity, surprised at the
vehemence with which he spoke, and the
colour which«lyshed his pale complexion,
“Oh, why should you talk so! You look
less like (ying than ever, sie!”

“ Well, Chary, I do believe—1I begin
to believe, that is;——after all, my dis-
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ease of the heart may be only what they
tell me it is, a disordergd digestion!” he,
replicd, with increasing caergy, Above
all things they recommend me “heerful
society—but I can’t find any. Those that
pretend to be so are only dr unk or foolish,
or laughing at something that don’t Seem
at all funny to me. I want some one to
make me a cheerful home. I've tried house-
keepers.  They don’® do. They never
understand what one wants. I want a wife,
I think! Midas has behaved to you shame-
fully—but you won’t bring your dction.
You can’t, live on air! And—if you'll
marry me—yoy will lxav«, Jio occasion! I
have 17,0001. in the funds—and Tl marry
you, if you'll ntarry me!”

Mr. Bagslmlve was sileat, and as confused
and agitated as if he had asked leave to eat
.the young girl instead of {o marry her.
And Chhrity was so utterly amazed that
she could not Lelieve in the infarmation of
'her senses, and stared with incredulous
astonishment at the retired attorney.
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I don’t see, sir,” she faltered out at last,
“Tdon't sce why you should make such a
]oke of me! 1 don’t deserve it!”

“ Upcn my life and honour, there is no
Joke at.all in the matter " 1ephed Mr. Bag-
shawe, resuming energy. “1 really am not
such a hard old stick as people suppose. I
marked you all along, Chary; and though
you were such a quiet, submissive victim, I
always saw that you had mind and heart
far superior to your tormentors. But I
knew I was an old fellow, and I thought you
would be happier perhaps with & young one.
But which s truepins after all'? Yes, I
would have lefi you my property, if you
had married Midas: I won't leave him a
‘single shilling as it is!”

“ Oh, Mr. Bagshpwe, I hope-you are not in
earnest ! —after feeding him so long *With
expectations!” remonstrated Charity.

“ Pray, how lohg did he feed you? And
it was on your ‘account I fed him,” replied
Mr. Bagshawe. “I'm quite in earnest, I
assure you! He rame to me this morning
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and wanted me to lend his father four thou-
sand pounds—to pay up gome railway calls,.
I suppose But I know better! I fold him
to lend them to his father hi.msclf';’ﬁ;r he
has seven thousand pounds of his “own. I
know that, for I examined the titles of a
mortgage he lent it on. I did it gratis.
That’s why he employed me.  And then he
had the impudence to tell me he could not,
as he should be at suckt an expense in his
marriage with this Mrs. Sparkleton—which
is to come off directly. But I set up my
back firmly, for I have already lent the
alderman 2,300/, merely ¢n ‘an 1.0.U.
(that bears no interest, yo.q' know.) The
son don’t know of that—but I know that if
his father has confessed to any degree of
embarrassment®to him, there is a great deal
more under the rose. Then as to his use
for his own money, I told hipn he should
marry a. fheaper wife—thaf he should have
kept his word with you. And ther-he abused
gou so that I got out of all patience, and
told ,him plainly he was a scamp, and that
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I would not lend his father a farthing while
che himself had amn;thing to lend!”

¢ Abnsed me® said Chartty,with quick-
falling*tears.  © What could he say against
me? The worst he knows of me is, that I
had once the folly to love him.”

Pooh ! you never leved him; you only
fancied you did; and the best revenge you
can take is to take me!” said Mr. Bag-
shawe, with an car nestness which did not
allow Charity any longer to imagine him in
jest. ‘I have seventcen thousand pounds
in the funds, Dbesides other little things—
and “if you' will marry me, it shall be all
yours. Il setfle it all upon you when I
die; for there is no one in the whole world,
friends and relations all of*a lump, I love
or like but you!" Come—séty the word!
I'll get a licence directly—and that will vex
him every wey!” '

When pcople ‘that are naturally cold get
warm, they are almost certain to blaze.

“But I do not want to vex him, sir,” said:
Charity, equally“vexed and confused. , ¢ I
"do not intend ever to marry any one.”
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& Don’t talk such nonsense! You can’t
intend to be a nun or g ¥reary old maid!”*
returnedeMr. Bagshawe. ®‘“And how are
you to live? Yow will soon. get ti fired of
sewing samplers for bread! I¢'s all very
well for amusement. Now, if you'll marry
me, I'll take such @ pretty cottage for you
—say, at Dulwich—with a garden and
everything, and the walks all dowe round
with pretty cockleshells. Tl never tease
you to learn French and play the piano.
You are accomplished enough for me; and
I used to like your queer bird- like singing
when you were not thinking -anybody heard
you, far better shan any of, ¢heir grand fal-
de-rals of Operas. Look here!—I prefer
you a million ‘times to Mrs. Sparkleton!
It is not evexy one would say that. And
you shall have the old lady you keep the
stall with, to live with you, She sitall have
fifty pounds & year, and live with you like
a lady. And ¥ you consent;¥don’t want
you to bring your action against Midas.
Let him marry whom *he®pleases—I shall
..Etive the better Largain, if he married
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Helen of Troy—for I should have a frue
o and affectionate l:art to love me!”

Cjnrtty wag struck dumd with mingled
pain ﬁ‘hd admiration - at this generous
proffer.  She had tasted poverty—the offer
was most advantageous in every worldly
sepse. She was without protection — a
friendless orphan, almost alone in the
world. She had always experienced kind-
ness and attention from Me. Bagshawe. It
would certainly be a complete revenge on
Midas, to marry his godfather, and inherit
the wealth he had so securely calculated on.
But*she felt that she could notabe the wife
of another, conscientiously « her heart was
smitten to the core, and the wound had only
closed on the surface. We are not quite
sure that the pale and meagré aspect of her
new admirer did not -rather assist in form-
ing her~disinterested resolve. But certain
we are that she very modestly and grate-
fully, but—aith a decision «that Bagshawe
had never yet observed in her manner,
declined the offef. °
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Alr. Bagshawe, however, was not so much
discouraged with this ftst negative as
Charity qkpected. She had-so much, re-
luctance naturally o offend, ,or hért the
feelings of any one, that perhaps she made
her rejoinder too gratefully, too modcst}y.
He told her he would give her time to con-
sider,—to consult hey friend, Miss Dishnap,
“And be sure and tell her that you will
make a home for dier as fong as she lives, if
she takes my side of the question. But
you may tell her, teo, if you like, that if
you will not marry me, you are worth (:,ight
hundred powpds any day yoy Jdike to efter
your action. Or,stay,—I'll Qn.ter it for you;
I am out of all paticnce; I'll set about it-at
once.” *

“You cannd’t’, sir—it Will be of no use;
I have surrendered to him all my papers
and ploota of every sort,” said ‘Charity,
sedately.

“ You have!—you soft-cake;~you !—you
2 but, no; you are not a fool, because I
know you will marry nfe sdbme day! But
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how could you be so simple?” exclaimed the
retired attorney. «‘ What an excellent case!
whay, fine damages! cast totheawinds.”

He “would have ejacnlated much more,
but' as little expressive of approbation at,
her proceedings, if Miss Dishnap, surprised
at her friend’s long delay, had not made her .
appearance to inquire the reason. Bag-
shawe’s .arrival had apparently brought
some luck, for Miss Dishrap handed over
to Charity a couple of sovercigns for a lace
veil she had just sold, apologising for her
intrusion. Charity could not forbear hold-
ing them out to Mr. Bagshawe,aud inquir-
ing, with a flush of honest; pride, whether
he thought now that she was likely to
starve ?

. “You owe nemly one of them for our
flinner ; Miss Dishnap, I call you to witness
she promiseds me a treat,” said Bagshawe,
abjuptly clenching Charity’s hand, as if to
take the ceis~from it. ‘ Miss Dishnap, she
might have seventeen thousand of these
things, if she would. I am an attorney,
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and I am going to compromise myself—I
will tell you how.”

The difing-reoms were ow entirely de-
serted, save by onee.or two att.end'zdts, who
were busied in washing dishes” in the
scullery. Mr. Bagshawe accordingly found
himself' gt liberty oto endeavour to enlist
Miss Dishnap in hig favour; which he did
in a very ecloquent harangue on, the ad-
vantages of thes match’ he proposed. At
least she listencd with the greatest gravity
and attention; but with regard to the pro-
position relating to hersclf, she declared
that altheugh she should prefer “Miss
Green’s compagy to any, other, she had
determined never to relinquish an inde-
pendent positidn.  She had suffered too
much, she sai'd',‘with g™¥gh, from listening
to good advice about the necessity of hav-
ing a gogd income to live ,Oly and* a good
house to live in, to desire either. This
gave Charity courage to repeat her nega-
*tive; and finally, Mr. Bagshawe went off,
in high dudgeon apparently, and leaving



32 TIIE GORD-WORSHITPERS:

Charity in some doubt whether he had ‘not
“ intended to make her a wedding Jortion of
damss before e married” hef. * He even
paid for the dinner out *of one of her sove-
reigns, and*wrapped up the change he gave
her, in a bit of paper, with a satirical smile,
before he retired. It i8 true thaé Charity
feund the wrapper to be a bank-note for
fifty pounds; but she took care to restore
it to him by post the same’cvening.
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CHAPTER II

MRrs. SPARKLETPN greW daily more and
more embarrassed in her affairs, personal
and pecuniary. Even those patient and
much-enduring animals, tradesmen, i)erran
to get impgrtunate. Mrs. Sparkleton'had
repeatedly Dorrgwed monqx to" discharge
her dressmaker’s Dbill; but somehow or
other, somethitg always came in' the
way, and diverted tlt~dedicated sums to
different uses. A new equipage, a bracelet
set in some particularly “swget” manneér,
a stock of'Tare plants for her greenhouse—
anything, almost, was suffickeat to clain
priority of attention to the claims of mere
justice or prudence. = 8he® was also very.
*VOL. IIL D
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often generous, in preference to exerciting
either of the duvove virtues; for Mrs.
Sparklcton put little vedue « o moncy,
exceptT when she « wanted it. Any
berrgmnr-letfer impostor who could write at
all affectingly, might almost calculate on a
sovereign in reply, unless she happened to
forget the application between receiving
and granting it. But now even her
milliner—a polished Parisian, quite aware
of the rudeness of asking to be paid at all—
wrote her pretty sharp dunning notes, every
time she sent to- order a bonnet, or any
other little necessary. .

Mrs. Sparkleton also began to feel herself
entangled in a more dangerous position
with her friend’s husband, than she had
specilated upon ‘when she tommenced the
divertisement. She had intended (we be-
lieve) ‘to amuse herself and vex Lady Fitz-
hauton, but not to get herself into a scrape—
not to comptomise herself. More powerful
passions had, however, come into play, thaa
had .been at first invoked, or than it became
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a woman of fashion, moving in the best
society, to feel. It is wuite a mistake to+
imagine $hat passions perish. in these high
spheres, like flames jn the chill atmgspheres
above our own. ' There is a good deal of
human feeling remaining among well- bred
people, in spite of eyery effort of educatlon
and the frowns of society. A light flirtg-
tion and rivalry had deepened intoJove and
jealousy, and Mgs. Spatkleton daily found
Lord Fitzhauton’s importunities and passion
become more dangerous, because she her-
self shared the feelings she had kindled.

He was Qangerous in anpfher' sense too.
His haughty gnd sclf-willed disposition
made him almost as careless of appearances,
as Mrs. Sparkleton was studious of them.
He really negieted his~wife indecorously;
not in the usual way, but so markedly, that
it is no great wonder the soothing attentions
of Lord Beville became qu{te necessary to
her comfort. Mrs. Sparkleton, on the
eontrary, was obliged repeatedly to remon-
strate with him on the excess of his polite-

D 2
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ness to herself. He haunted her in the
-Parks; he was alvzays in her Opera-box; he
would dance .with nobody, else;. she was
alarmes_ to hear that ghe was ﬂ.IWZI.Yb his
toast at men parties. He was always
sneering at Midas, and playing at cross
pufposes with him, so_ that the original
dislike between them had ripened into a
very passable hatred for an age of white
waistcoats, which neither,loves nor hates
with the good old fervour culogised by that
rough old moralist, Dr. Johnson. With
Lord Deville he had also grown very cold
and distint., Lady Fitzhauton flattered
herself—and ?hd everything to confirm the
notion—that it was because he perceived
his lordship was dotingly ia love with her.
But Fitzhauton diwwot beli¢ve in that at all.
A blinder passion persuaded him—and ce¥-
tainly Deville did what he could to confirm
the impression, whenever he had an oppor-
tunity—that the latter had now applied
himself in real earnest to win Mrs. Sparkle-
ton. It seemed sc natural and feasible an
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alljance, that Fitzhauton could not persuade

himself there was no feas*of its happening, +
especially?as Mws. Sparkle®on continuned to

distract the public. attention, by showing

the viscount marks of what diplqmatists call,

in their cautious way, the highest conside.zra-

tion. . _

On the other hand, the military peer had
engaged Mrs. Sparkleton in a private corres-
pondence—which, judiciously managed, soon
becomes a secret one. She was obliged to
remonstrate with him not unfrequently on
his behaviour to her in public, which threat-
ened to compromise her.  Apd afthouglf she
very virtuously gefused, at, first, to receive
any private communication from Fitzhauton,
she could not réfuse to receive the apologies
and promises® he retufried to her own little
complaining billets. It was necessary to
write, becpuse she thought she coald rate
him more severely with her pen than with
her tongue. Mer eyes always took her
fintagonist’s part in a personal controversy,
and the correspondencé bbgan most deco-



38 THE GOLD-WORSHIPPERS :

rously. Mrs. Sparkleton wrote in a great
#passion, to tell his lordship that if he per-
sisted ir leaving' his wife’s box anfl coming
round hers the moment she appeared, she
should be’ Qbliged to give up the theatre
altogether. The first interchange of epistles
beg;n with “ My lord,} and * Deur Mrs.
Sparkleton;” and, after nassing through all
proper gradations, landed in “ My dear
Fitzhauton,” and “ My deavest Geraldine.”
Remonstrance and Dblame— apologies and
complaints —had gradually changed into
passi(;nate entrcaties, attractive denials,
lamentations against destiny, wild hopes,
and despairs, prOJects, and abandom nents
of the same, promises, plights—and, finally,.
a confession of mutual and dassionate loves
which Mrs. Sparkiéton, with® great sglem-
nity, declared must continue hopeless, but
acknowludged could only cease wlth their
mutual existence!

After this avowal, extosted amidst the
gaiety and intoxication of flowers and
music and passion ut a ball where Lady
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Fitgzhauton danced all her partners out,
including even Viscount Pdville, who danced
so equably, thatsvery rarely indeed avag he
to be fatigued with the exercise: afer this
avowal, we say, Mrs. Sparkleton fg(t‘;he abso-
lute necessity of shunning farther intercou.rse
with the impetuous Jover who had won it
from her—only she could not prevail op
herself to do so. Love and vanity would
not suffer it, noteto .mention jealousy, that
tirmly interposed her veto, representing that
Lady Fitzhauton might possibly be rein-
stated, by too much coldness on her rival's
part, in all fer rights as a wite. ) '
Yet Mrs. Sparkleton was sitting at
breakfast, on a certain morning towards
the close of the® season, with a billet from
Lord Fitzhauton lying “unopened on the
table. Matters of more pressing impory
absorbed her attention. She was trying to
make out. the meaning of the Railway
Share List, which was operr~in her hand.
Lawless had only just gone away, in his
barouche, and he had béen %o show to Mrs.

o
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Sparkleton how a sudden and most ungx-

opected decline in“the price of shares ren-
dereqd ib more th#n ever unadvisalie to sell
out; wli[;l‘? the alderman was in such want
of ready money to complete his great
operation in the grain market, that he
was obliged to request her to provide the
means to meet the first little batch of their
accommodation-bills. Those were the two
months’ set, and quite easily met—ouly
about fifteen hundred pounds or so.

In spite of all the smooth plausibility of
the factotum, and his “ easiest ¢hing of a
hundred,” .Mrsr Sparkleton was exceedingly
vexed, and very plainly informed him that
it was quite impossible. She would sign as
much more paper as he liked, but she really
could not furnish afiy more ready money—
it was quite impossible. No one would lend
it to her! Ske had exhausted all her means
of borrowing, and was perhaps i'eally in-
volving herselfin a disagrecable manner !
Lawless gave a grim smile; but with great“
delicacy informed hér that, from some inex-
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pliaable cause, a degree of distrust had
come over the moneySharket, and the
dealers wdwld 10 longer négetiate even, the
most approved billse Alderman C‘dhbull’
and her own must be consideged unques-
tionably in that class, yet he had run oyer
the whole city, on she day before, in vain,
to get money to meet the bills immediately
due, 1o spare the necessity of troubling
her. . ’

The worthy factotum then suggested
whether it would not be easy for her to
borrow a few hundreds of some of her

- fashionables,acquaintances?.» Lord  Deville
was a man of lasge property..

% Why don’t he borrow of his own daugh-
ter? She mus.f have money; she is always
boasting of thé¢ immense fortune she bronght
with her!” said Mrs. Sparkleton, impa-
tiently. ¢ But do you really think I*will put
myself under an obligation of the kind to &
man who—they tell me—bhus pretensions
which I do not encourage ?”

“ Oh, mem! relations’arc the worst people
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in’ the world to apply to when you are dn
Aifficulties! And-I don’t believe the Fitz-
hautons..are very well off themsilves—so
very extygvagant !—1I saw her ladyship this
morning In the Park with a pair of new
horses—no, one was a mare—both bloods—
and she was whipping the off-hand one like
a little fury! And do you know what the
groom told me? quite unknown to his lord-
ship, she has had his fine smare, which he
called after you, ma’am,—put in harness.
It looks as if they were coming down when
they can’t afford to buy fresh horses when-
ever they ~wan:f., them—and so .the groom
made the remark, when I was treating him
at the Bunch of Grapes—for he has put me
up to a lot of secrets about horses, and
something for sorficthing is always, my
maxim !”

¢ She ‘can afford another very well, Mr.
Lawless, but she wants to spoil the crea-
ture’s splendidvaction in the saddle!—Tll
tell Lord Fitzhauton! She shall not do it!""
said - Mrs. Sparkleton, with a vehemence
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very unusual in her perfectly ladylike system
of manners. ¢ And so,*dnce for all, sir, if .
she will iptelend her father & small spogtion
of the large fortune he gilded her-with so
thoroughly, I don’t sec why I sb&hd,—and
I will not.” ’

« Tt would look like taking a gift back—
and what is so freg as a gift, ma’am?” re-
monstrated the negotiator. ¢ Besides, it
wouldn't be justeas they are not to share in
the profits of the speculation—and we ought
to keep them for the last.  Besides, relations
are of no use, as I said before. There’s his
own sou—J} mean, Mr. Midas Cullibdll—
positively refuses to get his x;lon'ey out of a
mortgage he has, to lend it to his own pa-
rent—althoughhe must see the nceessity—
at least, he oxfg‘lt, if hie has eyes. He has
seven thousand pounds, and won’t lend
them 1 . . * ’

“I would not mind borrowing of Aim,”
said Mrs. Sparkleton, yet with hesitation.
* His futher could pay him for me.”

“ But he will be suré¢ to’want security,”
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said Lawless, shaking his head mouzn-
ofully. .

 Well, I'll promise hime Longhcres—he
don’t kngw how it isinvolved,” replied Mrs.
Sparkleton.

“But he will want the title-deeds in his
possession—and Mrs. Skinflintz has them,
hasn’t she?” said Lawless. ¢ He’s not a
fellow to.be casily taken in, and gammoned
with fine words.” a

“] have some little influence with him—
perhaps he might dispense with such strict-
ness of legality with me,” replied the lady.
¢I bélieve he would even be glad to oblige me,
and I could essily persuade him that my
title-deeds are at my agent’s in the coun-
try, and that I only want the money for a
temporary purpose-—Wwhich 1 do, you know.
Fiftecn hundred will do, will it not?”

“We had better make a good dip while
we are about it—as well be hmiged for a
sheep as for a lamb,” replied the factotum.
¢ Gammon him that the colonel left some-
sort of a charge On the property, which you
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hage an opportunity of buying off advan-
tageously at this momer$? You will want at
least fouxothouband pounda for thas.  But
it won’t qulte do, nelther, to sathha.t it
will prepossess him against the ;ﬂ‘operty, to
find it has any charges at all upon it. Tell
him you want to byy the next place to b
isn’t there some place to sell in the neigh-
bourhood? I know there must be—in an
improving place like that, there must be.
Say you are tired of railways and mecan to
buy land instead, and want four thousand
pounds to put with five or six of you.r own
to make a first-rate solid 1nv.ebtment ne

Alasppoor Mjdas!—Mrs. .Sparkleton did
not at all like the,idea of owing anything
to him; in fact? though she secmed to assent,
Lawless left hér in a very unpleasant revery
indeed, striving, as we have said, to under-
stand the share list of the day. .

In the first place Mrs. Sparkleton felt
it a grievance to be obligedsto think at all.
eShe was not accustomed to the process, and
it wearied her. “It i8 réally very odd to



46 THE GOLD-WORSHIPPERS:

have so much that one can’t get anything,”

.she mused. “ Anc what a shame it is one

can’t cven be.ruined inte'ligibly! What
am I to understand by learning that the
Middle D‘iuqlle were ‘done as low yesterday
as 14332’ However, it is pretty plain it
means, that one is not.worth so much as
one was the day before.”

She then bethought -herself, and with
little satisfaction, that if things continued
to go wrong in her speculations, she might,
after all, be forced to marry Midas Gulli-
bull! * How else could she pay her debts?
She,*whose chief quarrel with Fitzhauton
was that he had married for money® might
very possibly do exactly the same thing!
But her eye wandered at thé'moment to the
table, and she threw down the newsgpaper
to take up the billet.

It was exceedingly well written. Passion
inspires even dull persons, and Lord Fitz-
hauton was not of that numerous classifi-
cation in the genus homo. It complained:
very bitterly of "her recent severity and
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regerve to lim; declared that she was
utterly mistaken in Ier opinion of his

motives, obut that she gawe, him ne oppor- _

tunity to express the purity of the passion
which had taken entire posse.,sum *of all his
thoughts and faculties! Would she but
grant him a few moments of private inter-

-

view to utter the gmotions of his hecart jn '

some spot where impertinent misgonstruc-
tion could not gttend oh the most innocent
actions—he should be able to convince her
how groundless were her fears—how undue
her reproaches. ’

A thought came into Mr,s Sparkleton’s
head as she dried the tea;‘s which unde-
niably ghstened in her eyes over this epistle,
coupling its moving contents with her ap-
prehensions of® being compelled to seek a
husband in Midas—which brought the colour
to her brow, although alone.  Thisis alone
suflicient’ to refute the nofion that women
only blush in company, to brighten their
complexions. Then she thought the safest
way to escape from her perplexities would
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be to go abro,a((l. But how could she
manage that witbout a supply of money;
and her affairs aere involyed in.a mass of
accounts and railway transactions of which
only Aldecman Gullibull and his factotum
possessed the key. Of a sudden it occurred
to“her that she would go and consult the
great man himself as to the most feasible
means of extrication. “Then she would sell
off —then she would go to, the continent—
then she would be at peace—but here she
suddenly recollected a sneer which Lady
Fitzhanton had ventured to pass upon her
head:dress a short time before.

Yes, Lady huhauton had dar ed.to make
what she called “a «rood cut” at Mrs.
Sparkleton, as she had learned from Mrs.
Clackmannan, who learne®.it from Mrs.
Brahazon’s own lips, who heard it with her
own ears! . ‘“ Look at Mrs. Sparkleton’s
scarlet head-drtss!—as if men were like
turkey-cocks, and flew at that colour!”

At this moment there was a rap at the
door. A singlecand decisive one, but not a
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postynan’s.  Already Mrs. Sparkleton had
learned to dread the r3p of a dun, and
she startdl — not without® & cause’! »In
contravention to orders expressly, given,
and not usnally disobeyed by fzmmes de
chambre of discretion, Mademoiselle Floripe
introduced to her mistress’s presence, with-
vut waiting permissigon, Madame Millefleurs,
a celcbrated modiste. A strange sign, that,
when servants who are well bred, so far
violate propriety as to let a creditor in'

Madame Millefleurs was naturally a
woman of the most polite and agreeable
manners,—exen too polite and oo agreeable.
These accomplishiments she carried to what
would have been styled cringing and flattery
by uneducated ptople. But something had
corrupted her bon naturel—had soured the
sweetness of her temper. Her bussel tossed
about her like a balloon in u jssiofi; her
dissipated, worn French face, usually all-
beaming with amiable smiles; was now all
clrdled with {rowns that reversed the ad-
jective. * e

YoL. i E
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“ Madame, excuses-moi! 1 feel myself
maltraitée! 1 afrive—ncver am I per-
mitted to enter,” Madame!e Wha}: for is the
reason? . Iinform her { bring a new pattern
for Madame’s inspection. 1 have none!—
But 1 bring my leetle beel, and she—I insist
—1I inseest—she shall pay it! I will wait
no more !”. .

“ What do I owe you?” said Mrs. Sparkle-
ton, passionately. ‘I ewill pay it this
instant; but you shall never have a single
shilling again from me; and I will tell all
the women of my acquaintance how shame-
fully you have, behaved to me 3

“ Ah, I tell, you, you would ruin your-
self, Madame Millefleurs! I tell you, you
will lose de great marringé;bill; but you do
not listen to me !” exclaiméd Florine, duy-
ing her eyes, though not at all wet, in her
little rhusli apron. ]

¢ But, madame!—I am owed so much I
cannot pay,” said the modiste, visibly sur-
prised and cooling down. * Behold !—tén
hundred and Jne®twenty and two pound!
How am I to pay if nobody pay me?”
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“Don’t pay!—of course you can’t, till
you get money,” said “Mrs. Sparkleton.
“ Every dpe knews I am %e get margjed
soon to a very rich.man, I beheve can’t
you wait till then?”’ .

“ Twenty millions francs! Ah, you can-
not believe!—Il n’y a rien de si incroyable
que la vérité!” exclgimed Florine. .

“I know dat! But how can I wait!
Let Madame marsy ! What for she do not
marry ?” returned Millefleurs. “ I say I
will not wait any more! What for? Is
dere too much in my beel? Twill have my
money!” o, o *

“8o you shal], so you ought-—-but not
directly,” said Mrs. Sparkleton. ¢ I really
can’t, and that’s 'the end of the matter—so
don’t bore me, *but leave the house.”

Mrs. Sparkleton was in a passion, had
started up, and in her gesture of command
looked a duke’s granddaughter every inch.
But she did not imagine herself to have so
distinguished an audience as she certainly

'had—in the person of*Ldrd Fitzhauton,
E 2
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who had glided quietly into the room. s Of
late he had ofteh entered without being
formally announced—one of the privileges
of intimate friendship.. Still less did Mrs.
‘.‘sparkleton,calcuhte on Madame Millefleurs’
repartee—which consisted in the produc-
tion of a legal-looking~piece of parchment,
properly signed and attested.

“ Den look—see! One copie of one writ!
—Madame pays or she gocs to prison!—
You are testimony, Mademoiselle Florine!”

Mrs. Sparkleton turned extremely pale,
but was almost unconsciously extending her
had to take the fatal docyment, when
Lord Fitzhauton interposed. ¢ What the
devil’s the row here?” he said, snatching it
away, and with eyes that'brightened sud-
denly from anger to laughihg recognitios,
as he encountered those of Madame Mille-
fleurs, © het-added, * What, Madame Ia
Franche! my old Parisian acquaintance!
Comment vous portez vous, ma chére?”

“ A merveille! but I am not Madame Ia
Franche; I ani Madame Millefleurs, mo-
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i
distt, de grande modzste, Madame Mille-
flenrs !”

“ Nay, dote, Feam sure. *you are’ yeur-
self!—you kept a mhgasin in the Rue de
Rivoli! It has exploded, I suppose‘?” ex-
claimed Lord Fitzhauton, laughing ont-
right. ’

¢ No, milor, I am no!—I assure you OR
my lonneur!” said Madame MiHefleurs,
with vehemence. ®

“Your honneur!-— What next?” said
Fitzhauton. “ But you ought to know
best, and since you have cut the acquaint-
ance with Madame La Franebe, I have no
objection to do se!” o*

“ Ah, milor, I beseech you; consider,
what shall I d‘.)? In dis country, what
can I do without a @&haracter? Do not
confound me with Madame La Franche,
who I newer know at all in,my’ownl coun-
try m

“Well, I am mistaken, I'suppose,” said
his lordship, good - humouredly “ But
what's this stuffP—What, have you had
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the confounded impudence to serve a topy
of a writ on Mrs. Sparkleton?” And he
tors it into a thousand pices. ° c

“TIt's, only for a féw hundred pounds,
which I did not at this moment happen to
have in readiness, dear Fitzhauton!” said
Mrs. Sparkleton, with wn inexpressible sense
of relief and protection: And never, indeed,
had Fitwzhauton been so dear to her as at
this moment. ©

“But I demand it now not at all!—I
would not offend Madame for all de world !”
exclaimed the penitent modiste.

L1f you wanted money, Getaldine, dear-
est, why did “you not apply to me?” said
Lord Fitzhauton, in a tone of tender re-
proach. “I shall have sqme money in a
few days—where is the bill>—T'Il paY it.
Suffer me to do so as a great favour
~—you caf't tell how you will oblige
me! Let her have her account in readi-
ness next Thursday, and you and I will
meet .at her house to examine the items
and discharge it. "My word will do, mean-
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while, won’t it, Milleﬂeu‘rs—-since that is
your name at present P

Mrs Sparlde,tgn coloumd deeply, but
after a moment’s pause, nodded assent, “and
the delighted modiste curtsiedealmost to
the ground. Then uttering a thousand
protests against any possible suppositfon
that she had ever dreamed of oﬂ'endmor
Madame, she suffered herself to be escorted
out by Florine. *

In spite of the service he had so recently
rendered, Lord Fitzhauton had then the mor-
tification to discover that he had offtnded
Mrs. Sparkleton mortally! | Shé declared
she would not receive the loan of a single
shilling, for any purpose, "from him; that
she would not meet him at Madame Mille-
fleurs for any‘purpose on ecarth; that she
would send instant orders to her agent’s to
w gell out her stock,” at whatgyer sacrifice,
and go abroad! She said &he was the most
insulted of women, and wept very bitterly.
*Lord Fitzhauton, on his part, went into a
passion on the integrity and purity of his
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motives—repelle(i insinuations with indig-
nation, until, fitwly, they had a really
vehgm.ent quarrl, which conclnded with a
mutual and irrevocable.determination never
to meet again, excgpt in society—and in his
lordship’s abrupt departure,
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CHAPIER IIL

WE do not exactly know'why Mrs. Sparkle-
ton ordered her carriage in about an hour
after this final interview, to proceed to
Fitzhauton house. Perhaps she believed
what his lordship assured herjn a f)assioﬁ he
would do, whensthey partedv—* Ile would
go home and make friends with his stupid
wife!—anything rather than be made such
cruel sport of® by a woman who evidently
delighted in his misery!”

.But Figzhauton had not defle aflything
»50 rash as this. Mrs. Sparkleton found her
ladyship quite alone, and really quite de-
[ighted and eager to see her! Of late, this
was not by any means the’rule, and Mrs,
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Sparkleton had securely calculited that if
alone, her ladyship*would not be at home,
to Jier. But -4t home ske was,*and, with
considerable unwillingness, Mrs. Sparkleton
mounted t& a téte-a-téte.

Lady Fitzhauton’s eyes were sparkling
with as much triumph and malice as if she
had just achieved some great result. She
received Mrs. Sparkleton with the utmost
cordiality, for she imagined she had it now
in her power to wound the feelings and
vanity of her visitor pretty severely.

“] want your advice, dear Mrs. Sparkle-
ton; indeed, it concerns yourself in some
degree; for, .although yon will not have
Lord Deville, I think it very affronting to
you that he still pretends to court you,”
she said, taking a letter irom under~a
handkerchief, where it had been a little
hastily- threwn.  “He was not at your
Thé dansant, was he, last night ?”

“ There was such a mob, that I scarcely
recollect—yes, I think he was,” replied
Mirs. Sparkleton, with excessive unconcern.



OR, THE DAYS WE °LIVE IN. 59

¢ He could not be! er promlsed me,—

I mean, he told me—he would not 1” replied
Lady Fifeltutor; warmly.”> * That is, he
said he should not*have time, though you
sent him so kind an invitation. 'He lunched
with me yesterday. And what do you
think? I never insthe least suspected it—
but the poor foolish man has actually fallen
in love with me!” . .

“ With you!e-Why, my dear soul, it is
quite impossible; you are a married woman,
and must not misunderstand people so
strangely,” said Mrs. Sparkleton, amazed at
this revelation. “Really, «you will make
yourself quite eridiculous jf you take the
light persifluge of soclety in such serious
lights.” .

“Oh, I understand persiflage as well as
anybody else—I hear quite enough of that—
men making fun of women, 4y pretending
to be in love with them,” replied Lady

Jitzhauton, with a most provokingly con-
temptuous expression. ¢ Fitzhauton him-
self often makes fools of women in that way,
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to vex me—but | am not vexed at all!
Look at this letter—only you must promise
me tp keep it an eternal secret!” .

“Letter! has he committed himself to
black and wyite?” thought Mrs. Sparkleton,
with much surprise, as she took an epistle
from Lady Fitzhauton, With increasing
amazement, she recognised Deville’s hand-
writing, .though a pretty good effort had
been made to disguise it, arnd it was without
signature.

% Nothing—TI own it, dearest perfection !”
—ead Mrs. Sparkleton, ‘nothing but the
extréme violenee of my passion could excuse
the rash avowal I have dared to make! But
are you not neglected—despised—probably
betrayed? Who can see so sweet a flower
thrown aside, and not stoop to put it in“his

bosom? And is a love so pure, so fervent,
to be abandened to a perpetual .despair?
Are we bound to keep faith so merciless to
the faithless? Taithless I believe Aim to
be—you will know who I mean. And yet
after so much that I know—so much more
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thad T suspeet—you thirk it possible—you
accuse me of a wish to oblain the hand of a
woman whose hesrt is conttminated- by an
impure affection for the husband of another?
You will know to whom I allude{*—or rather
a woman who has 10 heart, but who employs
all the artifices of @ shameless coquetryjto
win one which shoyd never be hers, and js
besides not worth the havm'r' .
“Pardon me i I spe'lk bitter truths. I
implore your pardon! Let me purchase it
with the silent devotion of my life! If you
need revenge, look in my heart !—-—yo.u will
ask no morg, But let me hqpe y(;u will not
refuse—as in g moment of anger you so
cruclly threatened—to accompany the un-
worthy man wll'o possesses you to my break-
fast on Saturday' 1 do assure you, my
strawberries are the finest this year ever
seen, and, you will witness a lattlefite, in
the French style, which will possess some
charm of novelty to you. In secret, dearest
‘one, and with every mark of open homage
which prudence will pérmit me to Destow,
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you shall be the qleen of the gala, as you
are of the heart ot fiun who pens these lines,
1nsp1red by it.”}e - o

We do not know thaf; there was ever any
woman whe, felt more particularly insulted
and exasperated than Mrs. Sparkleton was
by’ the contents of this letter. But she took
care not to let her antagonist perceive it,
though with some dlﬂiculty

“ Why, surely some one, has copied this
thing out of an antiquated novel!—you
don’t really mean to say, Lady Fitzhauton,
that you received this letter, by a modern
postman?” she exclaimed. o

“ Half-an-hour ago !—Don’t you know the
handwriting ?” replied her ladyship.

¢ No, nor can I even guess at it.”

“ You must know; it is Lerd Deville’s, s
said Lady Fitzhauton, triumphantly. ¢ No-
body but heygould write to me about what
he mentions, for he does ,offond me by
making love ta me. And I mean to tell
Fitzhauton, that he may perceive I am not
so unnoticeable “a person as he seems to



OR, TIE DAYS WE LIVE IN. 63

think I am~—and, besidc%, I want to know
what woman is after hin; for I will expose
her everyWhere, for a wretch as she is!”

By what admirable management did
Mrs. Sparkleton keep both her ¢puntenance
and her temper at these words? Only the
most finished educagion could have enabled
her to do so. Lady Fitzhauton would
have been almost at ﬁstlcnﬁ's in a similar
position, .

“ Oh, I suppose she will not care for
that, if she is a woman of a certain cha-
racter—and of course nobody else would
encourage f,he attentions of amarr ried man,”
she said. “ Byt I really do,u’t advise you
to do it. You are far more likely to
force Lord Fltzhanton wholly into the power
of the person—whoevel she is—than to
recal him to yourself, by violence! If she is
a woman, of spirit, you will arly raake her

desperate.  And, then, Lord Fitzhauton
" will be sure to suspect .that something
‘rather out of the usual way must have
passed between you artd Deville before he
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would address ywu thus? Unjustly, of
course; but still ‘nlen that do these things
themselves, know how they are«dpne.”

« Well, how are they done?” s'ud Lady
Fitzhautony, colouring deeply.

“ How should I know?—But not alto-
géther Dby letter,” replicd Mrs. Sparkleton.
“ Yet almost cverybody would conclude
from thig that the affair between you is of
long standmg——an& that (you must often
have pardoned indiscretions—long listened
to solicitations—which married women of
rank ‘and character don’t! Besides, Lord
Fitzhauton would be sure to challenge him,
if he believed,in Deville’s plonsense, which
T don’t—and how absurd it would be for
you to be the cause of an afftir which might
end unpleasantly !”

“ 1 don’t care—I will find out—who the
woman is!” geplied Lady Fitzhaufon, with
vehemence. “ Can you imagine who it can
be, Mrs. Sparkleton? Do tell me, for I am
détermined to know!”

¢ He flirts with'so many women, that
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how® in the world—buf {ord Deville will
know best, if he really wrote that letter,”
returned Ms. Sparkleton;" and wé san
scarcely record with *ccrtainty whether she
was more alarmed or exasperatkd at the
cross-examination to which she was suly
jected. ¢ You can hierdly expect Lord Fitz-
hauton will be so communicative, but”—

On that little word thg door opentd, and
in entered the i-timed viscount himself!
with- all his usual tranquil elegance of
manner, excepting that he did shoy a
momentary surprise when his glance fell
upon the twe,ladies reading the epistle.

“ Look here, my lord!” exelaimed Mrs.
Sparkleton,—but luckily not quite yielding
to the passion of jndignation that filled her—,
“ Lady Fitzhaiton has received quite u
valentine this morning, and we cannot make
out from whom it comes. Caneyou ?”

Lord Deville very slightly changed
colour, as he took the letters But he 1cad
it to himself with a deliberate C gravity, which
strongly contrasted with’ tlte cager, angry

«VOL, 1L : F
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visages of the t}‘vp ladies—especially Mrs.
Sparkleton’s ! What passions gleamed be-
necthi its outtWard calm! LadyeFitzhauton
looked rather remorséful and struck, as if
she had déhe an unhandsome thing (and so
ghe had) to her devoted admirer.

“ Very passionate, indeed !—No, madam,
{ cannot even imagine-who could send such
a letter’ to Mrs. Sparkleton,” he said, after
finishing the perusal, and ‘handing it, with a
graceful bow and smile, to that lady.

“ It did not come to Mrs. Sparkleton—
it came_to me!” said Lady Fitzhauton,
with asperity> “ Why must everything go
to Mrs. Sparkleton? Now eonfess the truth,
Lord Deville, did you not write it yourself?”
« “I, madam! On such a.‘subject, I should
think, I could express myseff, I was @oing
to say, better—but I mean, not exactly in
this way—und I always sign my name
when I write,” replied the viscount, exces-
sively amazed“and embarrassed, in secret.
“Bit, good heavens! is it possible, Lady
Fitzhauton, that you should imagine I
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woul join in a conspjr&:y against ‘you?
For the only rational conclusmn I can come
to on this 1et'ber, is, that som¢ wretch Wwhom
you have treated with deserved contempt,
has written it to you, intendifig that it
should fall into your husband’s hands, and
furnish him with a pretext for the neglect
'with which, I am serry to say, everybody
remarks he treats you. o Perhaps eVen the
Jfemale herself, altuded to in this note, has
done it!” .

No, we should never accomplish it,, and
therefore we relinquish all attempt to de-
scribe Mrs. Sparkleton’s sensations on hear-
ing these wordsé Wonder, tage, admira-
tion of the brllhant diplomatic talent dis-
played-—mdlgnatlon at the insinuations
conveyed—all "at work together in her
soul!
~ But tle vain and by go ) ~ears very
penetrating peeress fell easily into the trick.
“ Do you really think it is s6? Oh, what a
wretch, what a fiend, the woman must bel
But how do you know there is a woman?

F 2
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Only let me know #hat! Only let me Know
that!”

¢TI am not’ sufficiently acquainted with
Lord Fitzhauton’s affairs to form even a
conjecture,’ said Deville, very much agi-
tated within, but very calm without.

¢ The idea is really o wicked that I can-
rot believe it is anything but a fancy of
Lord Deville’s,” sajd Mrs. Sparkleton, dart-
ing a look at him, which he appreciated.
“I believe these anonymous letters are
almost always lies, and founded on lies,
invented by cowardly slanderers, who have
only the head: without the hegets of assas-
gins! I advisg you to &4ake no further
notice of the matter, Lady Fitzhauton—
unless you know somebody that was to give
you a breakfast and strawberries ‘mext
Saturday !”

“ My parties are pretty extensmely heard
of—my breakfasts, you know, are quite
renowned—the:villain must be an ingenious
fellow to authenticate his falsehoods, in
some degree, with a remarkable circum-
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starxce,” said Deville; ¢ I give a breakfast
next Saturday—but I am not sure that the

invitationd are issued yet. " e, *
“None has reached me, however,” said
Mrs. Sparkleton, drily. g

“Let me supply the omission then —
if omission it may be called,” rephed
Deville. .

“I am afraid it is a little too late. I
have some thoughés of going to Paris for a
short time,” said Mrs. Sparkleton. * And
that puts me in mind," I hdve a commlssmn
to execute for a friend there, so I must run
away even fiom such ¢ goodly.gompame p»

And lightly and playfully in manner, but
with a bitterness of resentment quite under-
stood by its obfect, Mrs. Sparkleton pro-
ceeded on her morning calls.

Deville was exceedingly alarmed. He
knew thatyhe had not deceived Mas. Sparkle-
ton by his explanation, and "that her leav-
ing him alone with Lady «Fitzhauton, to
discourse on the topic, was a direct defiance
which meant mischief. At °the same time
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he feared that, plthough mystified, Bady
Fitzhauton would ‘not in reality be per-
suaded he wag*not the author ef,‘the anony-
mous letter. .

Her firgt words after Mrs. Sparkleton’s
departure sufficiently revealed this fact.
Z1 know very well you wrote it, Lord
Deville! and I insist op knowing who this
woman is! Is it Mrs. Sparkleton? What
right have you to takesaway a person’s
character—if it is not—for I shall be obliged
to tell my brother, and prevent him from
marrying her!”

" “But, my,dear Lady Fitzhauton, how
cculd you be, 50 extraordlpamly imprudent
as to show that letter to any one—above
all, to Mrs. Sparkleton?’ ©

“I wanted her to se¢ what peopl®
thought of her behind her back: I wanted
her to know that she is not evegybody !—
And I will let fitzhauton see it, that I may
find out whether you have been telling me
the truth or not, or only trying to set me
against him.” * °
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“sPray don’t do that!-—your own obser-
vation might alone cofivihce you; but if
you will give, me a little tima—for heaven 8
sake, Lady Fitzhautqn, consider what you
are about " exclaimed Deville, gxceedingly
alarmed.

“I will, and I do! and if you don®
prove it to me, as sure as my name is Ann
Gallibull—no, I mean htzhauton—I will
tell my husband what you say—1I will show
him the letter!” returned the headstrong
countess. P n

“But what would you, then? “Why
would you gzrive yourself so _‘mucll pain?”’
said the viscount, infinitely perplexed. “If
indeed you would take a rational revenge
—such a revenge as women of sense in
general take—! have no doubt I could
convince you—I don’t say of their guilt—
but certajnly, that it is ratheg .psudence
than virtue, or love for ydu, that keeps
them innocent.” N,

* © Now, if you will, Lord Deville [ —if you
only will, Lord Devilled!—But if you do



72 THE @OLD-WORSHIPPERS :

not, I declare, 2»5' all that's good, Iswill
show this letter fo Lord Fitzhauton!”

“You shall. be satistied. ,But, mean-
while, say that you dq not hate me! Re-
peat the assurance which your dear lips
gave me a few days ago, that if you had
hot been wedded to another. At your
feet I implore the repetition of those ex-
quisite words, a musw almost too ﬂattermgly
sweet for human sense!” N

And with honied blandishments like
these, working cu- the irritated mind of
Lady Fitzhauton, the viscount at last ma-
naged to extort a confession frgm her, that
if she could only once beligve her husband
really could preter another to her, she knew,
—she was sure, she should greatly prefer—
the kneeling adorer at her fect. In showt,
Deville had reason to believe, that if he
could wmangge to soothe Mrs. Sparkleton’s
displeasure, and give her a little longer
time and opportunity to compromisc her-
self, and cxcite Lady Fitzhauton’s jealousy
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to a little higher pitch, ?e should at last
attain the goal of his Gwn schemes.

The visgaunt stayed to take lunch. with
Lord Fitzhauton, who happened to come
home very shortly after, and theg proceeded
on his enterprise to Mrs. Sparkleton’s.
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. CHAPTER 1IV.

Lorp DEVILLE was quite aware that he had
a difficult task before him; but so much
depended on its skilful execution that he
bent every energy wsucceed. The impu-
dence of a visit from him was in itself so
unexpected, that Mrs. Sparkleton had not
even given orders to deny him admission.
She had barely time to withdraw from the
library, to which visitors were usually in-
troduced, on observing him enter, from thé
window.

“I see L:have disturbed Mrs. S§parkleton
—say, I merely wish to speak with her for
a single instant,i"said his lordship, quietly
seating himself at the table which she. had
just left. Lot
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Mrs. Sparkleton ha.d been writing a note.
Some blotting-paper remained on the open
desk, and fyp some chance or*other Devijle’s
eye rested upon it. «It was not the coarse
mercantile red, but fine whitg blotting-
paper, delicate as the hands that applie(l
it—but not by anys means so trustworthy
as its dark-hued relgtives. Instead of the
confused blotches and ghaotic lettering of
its vulgar namesake, the aristocratic blot-
ting-paper in question took off a very clear
fac-simile of whatev&f™tt™was applied to.
Lord Deville read at a glance, and very
distinctly, asdirection to Loxgd Fitzhauton,
not at his own hpuse, but at his club, though
in reversed characters! He could not resist
the impulse, arfd raised the paper to the
light. In a Moment or two he had read
what satisfied him that it was a ddcument
worth preserving; and w1th that intent he
quietly transferred it to his pocket-book.

Mrs. Sparkleton had nféwawhile recovered
fer temper, or at least her manners, for she
entered quite in her ubual way, about a
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. inoment too late., Even Deville was asto-
nished at her admirable self- -possession.  “1
saw you so shortly ago, that-T"feel quite
a curiosity to know what I owe this addi-
tional plea;ure to?” she said, smilingly.

Deville, it secmed, had called from a very
kind motive. It was t> put Mrs. Sparkle-
ton on her guard against one of the most
extraordinary misconstructions he had ever
heard of! After her departure from Fitz-
hauton house <he had learned, with the
utmost astonishificnit;that her ladyship was
posséssed with a violent suspicion, Mrs.
Sparkleton herself was the rival against
whom the anonymous writer warned her!

“I leave you to judge of my surprise!
I was never more startled and amazed in
my life,” observed his lordshfp “Tt mbst
unavoidably be that your little flirtation in
- Paris ltas come to Lady Fitzhauton’s ears.
"Let me request you to do nothing, however
innocent, that .ty give countenanqe to the/
invention.”

“Ts it possible!— And had she the inso-
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lenc® to say such thm'rs to my very face?’
said Mrs. Sparkleton, “with warmth; and
Lord Devifle.continued to réiterate all jhe
possible provoking ¢hings he had either
heard or could invent, as having been ut-
tered by the jealous wife. Ile succeeded
admirably in his main object. -
“ Lord Deville! if you believe me, I will
not alter my conduct—mpy manners of be-
having to Lord ¥itzhauton—to please all
the jealous fools in England! I do nothing
that is wrong (here $nt’ “eerired a little),
and I will not take the slightest t1ouble to
remove—in fact, it would be ghe very way
to confirm—the gbsurd fancics of that very
foolish person. You know what a respect. .
I have for youf opinion, (here they both
smiled) and dc*tell me whether you think
I am not right in relinquishing an intention
I had formed half an hour ago. of spending
the autumn in Paris or Dresden ?”’
. “ Don’t even mention*¥, my dear Mrs. ‘
S'parkleton l—some report would be sure to,
‘be raised immediately Which would give
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your friends the greatest pain—me beyond
all,” said Lord Deville, veritably alarmed
at the idea. *~‘Lady Fitzhaston will be
certain to say that sheefrightened you off—
and societyr will sustain an irretrievable loss.

London society, I mean,—of course, Paris
or Dresden would gaincinfinitely !”

. This matter satisfactorily arranged, and
leaving:Mrs. Sparkleton quite in the humour
to do all in her power to wdd to, instead of
dimiuishing the jealous sentiments of Lady
Fitzhauton, “DéVidfE Tétired to his own house.

There he examined the blotting-paper at
more leisure, ~and distinctly made out the
following words, after twe hours of assi-
duous labour, assisted by the flame of a
naphtha lamp :— ‘

“ Lady Fitzhauton’s extra‘brdmary beha-
viour . . . . to concert measures ... I will
meet y‘ou,q according to the appointment
about settlmg . horrid woman . . . ac-
count . . . at M.'Iu . (and one hour’s
toil was well bestowed in clearly decipher-
ing the name) at’ Madame Millefleurs, at



OR, THE DAYS WE LIVE IN. 79

five .o’clock; on Thursdgy, the 7th, when I
am to be there to see some things from
Paris. We.ought not . . . . meet again .». .
and, after that, I am firmly determined to
break off all correspondence witl$your wife,
and consequently . . ..” The rest was so_
crossed and blotted that it was only possible
to make out a chance word here and thera.
Enough, however, remained to convince the
anxious inquisito? that as yet the parties
were clear of actual guilt, and tgshoW"that
whatever were the frue Tnotives of , this
secret interview, they were varnished over
with a veryefair pretext of hprmless busi-
ness. There wese expressiops of* gratitude
for the kind assistance proffered by Fitz-
hauton—a stateguent of the enormous locked-
up wealth the®writer possessed in sha.reé,
which rather astonished the viscount—and
assurance® of almost immedjate YepAyment
—vwhich left it doubtful, even to Deville
hjmself; whether the appointment was not
really and exclusively on business. Only he
knew the character of the man, and had a
very ill opinion of all women.
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But did this disgovery'altogether please
him? Deville was himself surprised to find
what “emotiond" of envy and ltaired roused
themselves in his souly as he speculated on
the degree ¢f success Fitzhauton had achieved

. Jyith ‘the brilliant widow. We certainly
think he would have fett but little less if his
dangling after Mrs. Sparkleton had been a
sincere*and vchement courtship! - In fact,
he began to suspect that ée liked her more
than'kve liad 1man1ned Some fecling more
than usually sttong “must ‘certainly have
animated the cautious viscount in the course
of policy he adopted. K

In thegfirstrplace, he managed, by dint of
erasures and cross writing, to render it im-
possible to decipher such pgrts of ‘the note
as were not necessary to produce the im®
pression that a regular assignation was
granted, of to leave it doubtful whether, if
80, it was the ﬁresé, or one of a series.

His lordship then despatched an apology
to a house where he had promised to dine,
and took a lelsurely stroll towards Madame
Millefleur’s establishment. That eminent
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-marthande ge modes, as she delighted to call
herself, resided in a hotise large enough for
a nobleman®yith a great retin®e, in a squgre
which had only lately descended to admit
the shadow of trade within its gristocratic.
limits. Nothing but a vast brass plate on
the door, and an opgn hall attended by a
porter in livery, announced that the man-
sion in question belonged to a milliner. Ma-
dame Millefleurs kerself and her husband
lived in great state and luxury on the
floor; the middle rooms “iispiuyed, in a long
suite, the most dclieate and ingenious pro-
ductions of her art, and the vagious personal
adornments in vhich she (le,alt Above
these toiled, night and day, in dense and
suffering throngsethe hapless young women
dedicated to thesproduction of these articles
of refined habiliment. .

. Lord Dqville made some inquiries in the
neighbourhood, and ascertained that Madame
Millefleurs was a most respectable woman—
wﬁich means that no coroner had as yet
returned a verdict against htr, though her

YOL. IIL ¢



82 'mn GOLD-WORSHIPPERS : /

young people had a great trick of dymg,
and that she paid her butcher’s and baker’s
bills pretty regularly. But he‘had formed
a theory of his own—that she must be a
woman of an obliging disposition, though of
course not professionally so. Whatever
Mrs. Sparkleton had ,done or meant to do,
she was a woman whom Deville himself
acknowledged was incapable of doing any-
thing wrong, in a flagrant manner, or with
%o understanding and determination of
doing it. Tevei@cs, the blotting-paper.
repéatedly declared that she only granted
this interview to convince Lord Fitzhauton
, of the folly and danger of their even meet-
ing at all; that when she saw him, she
meant to give him a thousand reasons why
she ought never to see hlm--and to demon-
strate that the only way to avoid tempta-
tion was vnever to venture neag it! And
. that was true enough
Society is beécoming rather a complex‘
game, it must be eonfessed. While Devide
was making his' inquiries without, Lord
Fitzhauton was effecting a satisfactory
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arradgement within, with his new ally,
Madame Millefleurs.

“Your #ccount, you knowis very long,
and, I daresay, pretty difficult to audit—
you must take caze we are not infgrrupted,”
he was saying, almost as Deville passed.

“ Ah, milor! whag will become of my
réputation?—One can do no ting in England6
without a caractére!”

“ But everything with one!” responded
his lordship. “ Bah! Millefleurs, vy, keere™
a character good enough to send you to glory,
if it js not too carefully investigated "But
who is going, o do the slightest possible
damage to your character ?”

¢ Eh, milor !—but mon honneur !

“ Pho, we are bld acquaintances.”

“ But now da.t M. Millefleurs make me
one honmest woman” — remonstrated the
modiste.

¢ More than heaven itself can, much less
a little Frenchman!” repiied Fitzhauton,
Iaighing heartily. ¢ How came you to
marry such & withered crab-apple

G2
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% Oh, he is so useful!” sighed Maaame
Millefleurs. “He mind de house, he
pack de good; keep de book, mfke de bill,
trim de lamp, and when no one pay me, he
go to prisgn for my debt!”

“Well, well—if you want me to pay
“Mrs. Sparkleton’s—and I really don’t think
ghe herself has much to spare at this
moment,—nor, indeed, have I, for I am as
much annoyed as any borly, and hold quite
Yrie¥ g, of people wanting money, every
mornmo'——you must- allow me an oppor-
tunity to examine the items of your account.
That's flat, so don’t bore we with your
honneur and caractdr e, and stuff of that
sort.”

It happened that a few moments after
the delivery of this dec1sxve opinion, Dewille
observed his friend sally forth, attended
to the «door by Madame Millefleurs,
curtseying, laughing, remonstrating, and
assenting, with' a million protests ang
entreaties to the contrary. He did rot.
hear what was $aid, for he was at some.
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distdnee; but he was skilled in interpreta-
tions, and went on “his way still more
exasperated and incited to his'own purposgs,
by what he.consideredthe intended treachery
of his friend.  Fitzhauton did ngt know, he
reasoned, that his addresses to Mrs. Sparkle-
ton were merely feigned, to cover a more sub-
stantial pursuit, and consequently he felt him;z
self injured and insulted, as if they had been
as much in earnest as they seemed to be!
He had a just motive for revenso,.it"ff
is astonishing what energy to commit great
wrongs, a little right in them glvgs one!
When Mannipg fractured O'Gonnor’s skuil
with as little rgmorse as hes could have
broken up a cocoa-nut, he declared himself
sustained by thi} great principle. But it
presented itself for adoption in a much
more polished and civilized form to Viscount
Deville. #e determined to commimicate
the result of his researches to Lady Fitz-
hauton, and to expect the best results from
her exasperated passions and imprudence.

" Deville had learned, by a somewhat
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perilous experience, the inexpedienc‘y’ of".
trusting her ladyship with secrets too long -
before it was advisable they should explode. R
He kept that of the %lotting-paper, there-
fore, untilthe morning of the day in which
the meeting at Madame Millefleurs was to-
‘take place. It happened to be the one for
which he had already issued cards to a
numerous company, inviting them to what
he called a Musical Brealfast. His lordship.
“Whas ¢igreat patron of the Opera, and could
at all times command the services of the
finest performers. His concerts were greatly
in vogue, and the delicious~repasts with
which he accompanied them, rendered them
quite the rage. THe knew Mrs. Sparkleton
would not come—for she hid sent him word,
in reply to a most flattering invitation, t#at
she wag previously engaged. He thought
it therefore probable that Fitzhatton would
not stay long, ag, besxdes he only admired
music on the stage.” At dll events, e
should have plenty of opportunity to make
a communication that he had one to make,
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andYleave it to Lady Fitzhauton's.better
judgment as to the wlien and the where—
Deville felt satisfied that it»would be jn
time to prevent his fuiend from reaping the
projected harvest of his hopes, axbd to do all
the necessary mischief.
It would perhaps have been a safer
method not to make the revelation until
it was too late to leave the injured pa.rtie.s
any satisfaction byt revenge. Nevertheless
the viscount could not bring himself, to.hwee
resolution. He either liked Mrs, Sparkle-
ton better than he had thought, or disliked
“his rival tog much, to contqmplafe with
any patience the .posmblhtles of his triumph.
After all, too, Mrs. Sparkleton might change
her mind; she Yas very changeable; and
some alibi mlght occur to destroy the credi-
bility of his blotting-paper. N
Fitzhauton and his wife were in 2 much
better temper than usual with each other
on this particular morning. ‘The young
paer was in the highest spirits, so full of
gaiety and good humour’ that even his wife
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came in for a share of it. It has beeti re-,
marked by a practical observer, that lovers,
arg apt to shew the greatest sigts of fond-
ness when they least feel it; and, at times,
husbands gnd wives may find it expedient
to work on the same principle. However
* that may be, Deville’s exasperation was
+ increased by the marks of fondness,
approaching to- folly, which her ladyship
thought proper to lavish,on her husband,
‘oroidchis face, and indeed before every
body’s that chose to look on. It offended
Lord Deville’s taste as well as his feelings ;
while Lady Fitzhauton greatly enjoyed
making him “]ealous, as she thought, and
at. the same time displaying to all the
world, how absolute was in reality her
hold on her husband’s affections. -

“ You see,” she said to Lord Deville,
privately, in triumph, “ You see! I have
only to show the least sort of kindness for
him, and he plays about me like a lapdog 1

¢ I cannot contain myself any longer
on witnessing ‘such perfidy!”. exclaimed
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Deville, in reply—and he had no occasion
to feign being out of patience; * T will
prove to °yeu that it is ‘all the vilgst
treachery, if you widl or can but grant me
half an hour's interview.”

“ Oh, nonsense, I know how itis. You
have often tried to make me bclieve you
were in love with nge, ad now you want
me to fancy you are jealous of me,—
because Fitzhauton and I are such good
friends,” replied Lady Fitzhauton. ~-quet®
tishly smiling, and flourishing her fan;
while the music made so good a n01se, she
ran little risk of being overheard “ Go,
you naufrhty mgn ! You ought not to try
and make mischief between man and wife.”

“You do ndt believe me—you always
mock me in¢this way,” said Deville,
warmly. “ But I have now proofs—proofs
impossible to be refuted—that he is deceiv-
ing you in the grossest manner.  Still, I
know you will not believe in any, though
they were glaring as the sun at noonday—
or rather asthe flames il theabyss! SoI
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shall depart to-morrow for the continent,
and leave you to find out fhings at your
leisure.” - “

“ But you have no proof —you only
talk because you do not like Fitzhauton,
and see that Mrs. Sparkleton is after

“him.” . ‘

“ Why, this very dey—this very after-
noon—I can give you the most convincing
proof in the World that he is only feigning
‘r.m;ﬂ;z‘t,\\glﬁr_f'ss the better to deceive you!”

“ How will you manage that?” said
Lady Fitzhauton, with mocking compla-
cency of incyedulity. .

“ I will show you a fac-simile of a note
from Mrs. Sparkleton to your husband—
if you will promise ihviola,ble secrecy |—
which contains some proof‘ at all events,
of a very extraordinary degree of con-
fidence iny and tenderness fory another
woman’s husband !”

¢ Let me see it now, and I will belieye
You,” said Lady Fltzhauton, with sudden
vivacity.
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“How can I before all this society?
But tell me when you will be at leisure,
for five miutes—alone.” ™ o

“T know it is impossible—quite impos-
sible—you cannot have any prqofs of such
nonsense,” said Lady Fitzhautdn, turning
pale. “I declare, Iercally ze tell Fitz-
hauton—and Mrs. &par Zton too—if you
annoy me in this way.”

“ You may, ifd do not establish what I
assert, on the firmest evidence,”, wepitelt®
the viscount.

“Idon't believe it. But I will drop
my braceletsin the acacia vase there, and
you can brmg it after me to my house.
Fitzhauton told me he was going from
here to his cluk; and should probably not
dine at home.”

“ Did he, indeed ?” replied Deville, with
a bitter Symile. = “ I shall not* forget to
bring the bracelet. But let us listen to
this overture: they are in the piano now,
aid we may be overheard.”

After this priming, Lady Fitzhauton
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was quite ready for the engineer to {oad,
when, about an holr after the concert-
party had broken up, Deville ‘arrived at
her residence witho the bracelet. He
found her at lunch, and she invited him to
partake ; Wwhich he accepted. Iirst, he
“ satisfied hi~<elf the footman thoroughly
comprehended the purpose of his visit was
to restore a bracelet accidentally dropped
—4T knew it must he yours, for I had often
“sassizg] the brilliancy of the rubies in the
snake 8 head ” he remarked. “And, as I
was coming this way,—" the servant
withdre ew, and he did not feel it necessary
to proceed with the legend, more especially
"as Lady Fitzhauton instantly and impera-
tively demanded what he meant by saying
he had proofs against her husband and
Mns. Sparkleton' _
¢ Judge yourself; I found thiscacsimile,
.as I said, of anote from Mrs, Sparkleton
to: him, on her desk, by the merest acci-
dent in the world. You know her han\(]-
writing very well. Hold it up to the light
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and"ead in the oriental style—from the
right fo the left.” *

- It would pot be easy to do4ustice to the
emotion with which Lady Fitzhauton
snatched the fatal blotting-pgper, with
which she gradually decipheredd its half
obliterated conténtss

¢ Oh, the wretcheg, thefnonsters! It is
a regular assignation! I will tell Mamma,
I will tell Papa! Dapa shall get me
divoreed ; I will have my money buck®
again, every halfpenny; he shall not ha,w
a farthing of mine! And then T'll marry
somebody alse — I'll marry, you, "Lord
Deville! I'll bging them both to justice
—the wretches! Poor, poor Mamma,
she little know§! What shall I do? I'lt
expose them tc*every one; I'll go with a
dozen policemen, and have them both.
taken to the station-house!” s

And then she fell into a passion of
wgeping. The violence of the resolutions
she hinted at, however, gave no satisfac-
tion to her informant.
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“ It may, after all, be merely on fat-
ters of business thej are to meet,” he ob-
sgrved, in the*first.pause of tht tempest.
“ThoughI own I do net quite perceive why
they could not transact it at Mrs. Spar-
kleton’s, %vere Lord Fitzhauton, I hear,

“is a constal.+ visitor—at least his groom
tells my valet sé% I have no other autho-
nty But Madame Millefleurs is a woman
of excellent character, gnd—"
q"'--“-Ygs she is Mamma’s dressmaker, but
Mrs. Sparkleton recommended her to us,
—and she knew her in Paris,—no doubt,
when That wicked man she writes to was
there,” excla.lmed Lady F'1t7f1auton

“ Well, but you cannot deny I have

given you due warnmg,” said Deville. “It
may be but suspicion, I gra.nt They havg
known each other long. Her husband
was a peevish old invalid—and a coquet-
tish young woman of her vivacious tem-
perament (not that ever I heard their fljr-
.tation in Paris was anything extraordmary
—for that capital), might be a dangerous
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"‘:
cor)i‘panion, might be in dangerou;‘ com-
pany with Lord Fitzha®ton. Powder
and spark .are best kept. asunder, ro-
doubt. For, with the very best mtentlons,
onereally does, sometimes, do anythmg but
the very best deeds. 1 shoul certainly
recommend your mgking one </ the sparty,
but in a quict orderly mediner, so that you
may not exhibit yourself to the world in
the ridiculous character of a jealous wife.
It will be quite sufficient, I should thinky
if you let Mrs. Sparkleton and his lord-
ship comprehend that you have thém in
your power, and that, conseguently, they.
must in futdre break off any acquaintance
that may at present exist. 1 have no
doubt Mrs. Sparkleton will continentalise,
and, unless yca have lost all regard for
Lord Fitzhauton,—you had better not
drive hire to despair,” p

“ I have—I hate hlm—-a.'wretch' After
all the money we have given him, to behave
86 to me,” wept Lady Fitzhauton. “Only,
let me have her in my power! Il let
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every body know what she is. Will {you
go with me, Bord Deville, and be my
~wtness?’ ‘.

“ Mydear Lady Fitzhauton, what witness
could I be?” replied his lordship, shrug-
ging his sltulders “ Do you think, if we
" goin a vioket manner, that they will allow
us an opportum?) of witnessing—anything
vcry remarkable? We shall find them
gravely at their accounts with Madame
sMillefleurs and half a dozen milliners in
the room. Besides, you have unfortunately
compromised me, by allowing Mrs. Spar-
Kleton to sce, and retain my pote to you!
What a figuze should I cut in'the transac-
tion! A cold-hearted world would not
take into calculation the frenzied warmth.
of my attachment to the loveliest of
women, and prejudices are already excited
against me! And besides, are eyou pres
pared to part'with Fitzhauton for ever?
to resign him altogether to the artful and
pernicious woman who has weaned A
affections from"ydu so completely ?”
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QgrtaiMy Lady Fitzhauton was mnot
prepared for this: f reality, she still
loved her Sgandering lord a¥§ much ass
nature so feebly organized could love.
Still she kept up a becoming spirit.

“] don’t carc for him the la‘ﬁt in the
world—still she shalk never, +wve him, if T
dic for it!” . .

“ Then, my dearest girl, I recommend,
you to act calmly and reasonably,” said
Deville. “By calmly and reasonably I
mean, don't let people see that you have
a human feeling, if possible. Speech may
have been given to man t¢ hide his
thoughts, but I dpubt very much if it was
given to woman for that purpose. Your
presence will be fuite sufficient, I should
think: perhaps they may be able to ex-
plain matters to your satisfaction, espe-
cially Mrs® Sparkleton—for men®aré apt
»to be dumbfoundered on these occasions.
Perhaps there is not much mischief done
—as yet. Ihave no doubt that this is
their first private meetmg, and it may be'

YoL. III. =
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simply an imprudence which we must
“deplore and—-pardon You can take your

gvenge in due season: you 'can worry
him nicely in turn! “We are both wronged
—bitterly wronged—but women of sensc
know ho{:;:fay in kind! and if the devo-
tion of onersor heart—of a heart wronged
dike your own,—if adove, vast indeed, but
pure as the heavens——"

“But what can I doeto find them out?”
interrupted Lady Fitzhauton.

“You must first promise me to do it
in a_quiet, lady-like manner,” responded
his lordship; “Mrs. Sparkleton thinks
she wrongs me, no doub#, but I would not
give her up to shame! There is nothing
I hate more than a scéne! Besides, the
world would think I oufght to challenge
him; and then I could no longer visit
here, and I should lose my offly hold on
hope!” -

“Well, I promise 1t—on1y tell me hqw?”

“ Madame Millefleurs is a most respect.
able woman,” observed his lordship,
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musingly; “I have ascertamed that. Ac-.
cordingly, you have only to present your-
self, as soow after the arrival of Mrs
Sparkleton and his Yordship as you can
make it convenient, inform Madame of
your certain knowledge of thei presence
in her house, and threatep iiér with im-
mediate exposure, unles§ she introduces
you instantly to their society — making
her comprehend that, on those conditions,
everything shall be quictly arranged; and’
I'have little doubt she will prudently ¢om-
ply. Iwill call about the same time— sacci-
dentally, to ¥pquire—no matber what,—I
will make myself an errand, #nd Madame
Milleflenrs will be additionally alarmed
by my propinquity, into anything which
may prevent an’ exposure.”

Admirably as this plan was combined,
Deville ha'd great difficulty jn pérsubding
» Lady Fitzhauton to acquiesce in it. But
thesprospect of still retaining her faithless
spouse, and of being able to visit Mrs.
Spaskleton at the same time with the

. H 2
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punishment of her offences, gradually
reconciled her to its exceution. Lady
“yitzhauton fiad a good stoek’ of vanity,
and she could not by any effort bring
herself to, believe that any woman could
permanextly rival her in the affections of
Fitzhautolts=She thought she had only to
appear, to dispel ‘the #lusions raised by the
artifices of the “infamous creature” who,
she was sure, must have thrown herself
“almost “at him” before he would even
think of her! Deville encouraged this
idea. by the most flattering assurances,
until he had brought her into what he
considered a safe frame.of mind for the
enterprise.  The artful viscount by no
means desired an explosipn which was so
likely to blacken all in its*neighbourhood.
He had no wish whatever to have Lady
Fitzltauton cast on his hand, and” to
destroy again that finely-pieced Portland,
vasc of a character of his which «was
almost as good as if it had never fallen
and been broken. Meanwhile, the hawr of
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the appointment approached, and it be-
came necessary to at. We have great
satisfactiorf, because we alsd* dislike thaw
species of private theatricals which fur-
nishes scenes for the public, to be able to
_record that, finally, the viscoun:’ prevailed
on Lady Fitzhauione to act, ~~ording to .
his tempcerate and Ju.dxcmas advice, latheg
than on the inspiration of her own rash
and hecadstrong temper.
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“HAPTER V.

WhaiLsT all these storme were brewing or
“bursting in the lofty region she had de-
serted, Charity Green pursued her blame-
less way, if not in peace, at least in quiet.
Punctual as the morning light, she ap-
peared in her allotted corner of the bazaar;
all day reversed the lily’s enviable exist-
cnce, for she both toileq and spun, and
at night returned to htr humble but
tranquil home, if not happy, not rgiser-
able. ° The consciousness of hdving done
what she ought—of having bravely vindi-,
cated the rights of nature and of woman-
hood—the sentiment of freedom and inde-
pendence, consoled her for every sad
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recolection, and sweetened the dry crusts
of poverty to her palate.

Neither,could Charity be said to suffer
very greatly, in a pecuniary sense. THe
beauty of her handiwork was appreciated
by some good judges, and her lace was
bought almost as fast as it was, produced.
%Fhe ladies who bo.lg'ht it did what the con-
scientious maker refused to do, and gavesit
value by giving it fine foreign designations
to critical friefds and chamber-maids.
Charity scemed likely to fall, by degrees,
into a similar state of resigned and.tran-
quil composure to that enjoyed ty her
friend, MissDishnap, but tit she conti-
nued, after a sktort interval, to be harassed
by the visits of Mr. Bagshawe.

The retired attorney made his re-ap-
pearance one day when least expected,
with an empty envelope in his  hand.
Charity was exceedingly fluttered to hear
h1m ask, in an angry tone, why she had
riot enclosed a receipt for the note he had
sent her, instead of forwarding him a
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blank cover? She assured him, ywith
great earnestness, that she had returned
_the valuable paper in it, havm,:r no occa-
‘sigh for it at the tlme, anl that she
thanked him just the same as if she had
accepted the fifty pounds. “So I believe
you do—nbt a spark of gratitude in your
whole composition! Mrs. Gullibull told
me so several times; but you must not
think to do me out of both note and
‘thanks! You have kept the money, no
doubt : confess the truth! It is numbered
and stopped at the bank.” And he con-
tinued to teasc Charity for some time in
this vein, until he shifted his ground, and
accused her warmly of pride and ingrati-
tude, in refusing to let him be of any
service to her. ¢

After this he began to make it a sort of
habit to stroll into the bazaar, ;at Meast
once a day, and spend some tlme in con-
versation at Miss Dishnap's stall.® Charity
ventured to remonstrate once or twm'%
but he told her the bazaar was as_free'to
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him as to anybody else; so long as he be-
haved himself with peopriety, and did not
steal anything. He took it iato his head ta
tell her that he was paying his addresscs to
a young lady, who was very fond of fine
lacework ; and he was alwayy buying
pieces of her manufacture to present to
this favoured fair one. Charity at first
very nigh believed him, and showed s0
much satisfaction, and zeal to oblige her
unknown customer, that Bagshawe could s
not prevent himself from laughing, and
so betraying his real purpose, though he
was vexed at, her indifference.. After that
he was obliged to buy what he wanted of
Miss Dishnap; Chanty would sell him no
more; but he -had a most perscvering
liking for whatever other people did not
purchase.

He hadl contrived, in some way or
_another, tq gain very rapidly on the latter
lady’s good opinion. Like most converts,
Miss Dishnap was benevolently anxious
to bring others into the ¥arhe saving pale
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of belief she had herself wandered into;
and Bagshawe maniged to persuade her
-that he was‘ “open to conviction.” He
listened with great respect to "her opinions
on religious subjects, and declared that
he had beéén brought up in so lax a set of
doctrines,‘ that the ground for any new
edifice might be consxdered as perfectly
_clear in his convictions. Gradually he
induced her to allow him to accompany
her and her young acolyte to their place
of devotion. He professed himself pleased
and edified by all he heard and saw there,
and bought a splendid missal for his own
use, which he prevailed on‘Miss Dishnap
to let him exchange with hers, a much
inferior one.. And thus-he won so fast
upon the esteem of her friend, that Charity
began to dread in her a dangerous glly to
pretensions which she somchow 6r another
felt herself not so much incliged to dis-_
courage as formerly, yet she thought was
a wrong to the suitor himself to.en-

courage. - @
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The inconstancy and unkindness of her
first loYe had left®wounds too deep in
Charity’s®soeul to be readily healed; gnd
the more she was.convinced of the sin-
cerity and devotion of her new lover, the
more it pained her to fecl unable to return
his affection,and tobe compelledl constantly
to repel its manifestations. Meanwhélc,
Bagshawe took care to keep her well in-
formed as to the progress of Midas in.his
aristocratic wooing, which, to outward®
seeming, was most prosperous. And
Charity’s heart was torn to its d‘gpglis;
but, like the Indian at the sjake, she gavé"
no outwa,rd.sig.n of anguish.. She came at
last to wish that the event was over, the
wrong consutfimated, so tediously did it
irk her soul in its progress.

Matters were in this state with Charity
Green, *when a momentous incident oc-
curred %o diversify her daily round of
epistence. She was one day busied, as
usual, in her stall nearly concealed—as
Mr. Bagshawe delighted to tell her—like
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a spider, among her exquisite looms, when
a lady entered the bfizaar, whose’appear-
=anee attracted very general attefition from
its elegance, and the peculiar gracefulness -
of her manner of walking. She had a
little noseday of rare and most beautiful
flowers in“her hand,-so that altogether
Charity had little difficulty in recognising
the honourable Mrs. Sparkleton. She
shrunk from the sight, and endcavoured
‘as much as possible to shun any danger
of being recognised in turn, by bending
over_her work until she was scarcely to
be seen at all.

Nevertheless a kind of fascination com-
pelled her to keep up a degree of observa-
tion, almost without the usé of her eyes, on
all Mrs. Sparkleton did. Orfee or twice she
passed so near to Charity’s stall that the lat-
ter coleured and turned pale with appre-
hension of being discovered, perhapstreated
-with contempt ; but she felt that.she could
as little endure to be treated with kind-
ness as with neglect by Mrs. Sparkleton.
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Her modest nature, indeed, suggested to
Charity\N that she #night have entirely
slipped ouft of the lady’s methory; but ghc
dared not run.any nisk to the contrary.
‘We know not how she managed it ; but,
in the course of this furtive espitil, Charity
imagined she discarned marks of much
agitation and irresqlution beneath all her
beautiful rival’s usual serenity of clegance.
She looked at things apparently without
seeing them—inquired the prices of arti-*
cles which she evidently had no desire to
know—for what could Mrs. Sparfdeton
want with g sklppmfr-rope and a speaking
doll? She wa.lked more rap;dly than her
wont, for her walk was in general a swan-
like, swimmin® movement, so unruffied
was the calmof its grace! Charity was
-forming a theory in her own mind to
account®for this. Is she won by the
wealth of Midas, thought she, and yet re-
pglied by his cruel, hard nature—for Mrs.
Sparkleton is not cruel, nor hard by na-
ture, herself? Do these thoughts make a
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struggle in her mind? And while mus-
ing over this probleta, and keeying the
“bject mysteriously in eyc withdut raising:
her head, Charity was startled from her
dreamy cogitation by the abrupt appa-
rition of Lérd Fitzhauton, who entered the
bazaar, and scemed to join Mrs. Sparkle-
ton, as if by appointment.

Charity was shocked at this—she
scarcely well knew why—=she thought she
‘vould perccive there was something un-
usual, besides the mere circumstance of an
evidently pre-arranged meeting between
‘them. Mrs. Sparkleton’s comnlexion sud-
denly flushed. as deeply as the hues of the
rich flowers she carried; and Lord Fitz-
hauton’s countenance and: eyes were lit
up like a young vulture’sswhen he dis--
cerns his prey. Charity saw that &% first
Mrs. Sparkleton seemed to refude taking
his arm, and that he seized her hand and
linked it in his own with a degree of
violence. As if to avoid attention, Mrs.-
Sparkleton appeared then to. resume her:
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promenade in the bazaar; but evidently:
the pair \yere quite ghsorbed in conversa-
tion, and foticed little but themselves in
the place.. .

Once ‘or twice they disappeared among
the mazes of glittering warces, a1td Charity
imagined they werq gone—but whither,
or wherefore, she dreaded to conjecture.
Why this privatc and special mecting ?—
Much as she feared to be recognised,
Charity felt it a relief when, on one of
these occasions, she suddenly heard the
voice of Lord Fitzhauton close behmd the
stall at which she sat. :

We have mentloned that, Miss Dish-
nap’s. stall, like the Test of her appurte-
nances, was a fetired and almost secluded
one—not unsmited therefore as a halt-
ing place for a private confabulation.
Miss Di¢hnap was absent on somg busi-

_ness, and Charity ‘had cowered out of
sight like a fawn among the fern. The
conversationists had therefore no reason
to dread listeners; and certainly, although.
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they spoke in low tones, they had no
reason to desire theqn for the,subject-
matter of their talk, Against, er will —
at first through timidity, and then from
“surprise and anxiety to know the worst—
Charity Green remained an unseen audi-
tor. ! .

She heard Mrs. Sparkleton declare—
but in irresolute, trcmulous tones—
that she had altered her mind—that she

“would not meet Lord Fitzhauton at
Madame Millefleurs’ under any pretext;
that if he sincerely desired to be of service

"o her in a momentary exigeney, he could
go and discharge the “imnpertinent crea-
ture’s” . demands alone. What need was
there of her presence? She-fully admitted
the items of the amount—shat is to say,
she had no doubt it was quite cerrect,
though she had not yet had time %o run it
over, Besides, she kept no memorandums
about such trash as one’s dress; so itwgas
no use if she had.

. To all which’ Lord Fitzhauton replied, .
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in #n earnest and passionate- manner,
which s&med not dflittle superfluous on
such a polnt. He pleaded Her promise;
he upbraided her with changeablencss;
he declared that it would look quite ab-
surd in a man inspecting such ‘accounts.
Moreover, it was she who was to pay, and
not he: he only wanted to witness the
transaction for her, and to make certain
that Madame Millefleurs behaved to her
with due respect ! ‘

“ But it might be liable to misconstruc-
tion!” said Mrs. Sparkleton, colomr;i,ng;M
again with simost a country wench’s pro-
fusion of hue, yhen first honoured with
the attentions of a redcoat.

“ Quite impgssible!—Are you not to
marry my brother-in-law ?—from whom I
may very naturqlly and kindly conceal any
little pr 00f of mconsideration on $our part,

wil money matters?”’ said Tord Fitzhati-
tore®and they both laughed a little.

“ Well, but—you are yougself so impru-
dent!—You will promise not to speak to

o VOL, IIL I L.
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me on—on a subject which you know 1
have forbidden you tdmention— ‘nd which
I am forbidden to listen to;, I belicve?”
replied Mrs. Sparkleton, with a sigh.

“T was born to obey you—and I will, in
all things,” said the young pecr, who cer-
tainly did not hesitate to make promises.
“ But, then, you must promise me to look
less bewitching !—Dearest Geraldine, I
will pledge myself only *o worship you in

‘my soul and in my cyes! The severest
moralist will allow that—at least, let him
see you, and he will absolve me if he

“blames.”

“TFolly, folly '—VVeH T Wﬂl go, then,

if you will promise not to trench on this
forbidden subject,” said Mrs. Sparkleton
—in accents meant to be¢ rebuking and
severe, but full of melting tones.

Lord Fitzhauton’s rapture, his pledges
of eternal love and gratitude, were again,,
very considerably out of place. ‘Mrs.
Sparkleton herself perceived it.

'“ Do not burst into these acclamations,
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or we shall be overheard—and people will
wonder ¥ see so mpch thankfulness dis-
played fof the privilege of *paying ope
a bill!—1I shall be at Millefleurs’ at half-
past five—I wish meanwhile you would
leave me. I do not wish to bt seen by
any one in your company!” °

Charity was condemned to hear anothgr
effusion of passionate love and gratitude,
which compelled, even her innocent and
guileless simplicity to conceive the most
terrible suspicions of the nature of the
interview in contemplation ! Terriﬁlg%tg
her; for Ch‘u'lty, among her jnnumerable’
old-fashioned’ notions, had some of the
most anthuated possible on the sacredness
of the marrlage:phght and on female pro-
priety in general.

Mrs. Sparkleton rephed with rebuke,
but of thht tender and gentle kind which
Jather encourages than abashes the orators
“of passion.  In short, before they parted,
the conviction was fully established in
poor Charity’s mind, that her own success-

. 12 '
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ful rival was in almost inevitable damger
of becoming also hé cousin, I/ndy Flt/-
hauton’s guilty one! .

To increase here pertur batxon Mus.
Sparkleton remained, after Lord Fitzhau-
ton, at Her earnest cntreaty, had with-
drawn—very likely to establish an alibi.
She even commenced a survey of the lace-
work on the stall with the curiosity of an
amateur. Horrified and.confused, Charity
still kept her visage out of-sight, and Mrs.
Sparkleton had twice inquired the price of

“afine lacé veil, without receiving any reply,
“when luckily Miss Dishnap rzturned.

“ Miss Gzeen, don’t you hear?—A lady
is inquiring the price of that veil—the
one with the open roses.”!

Charity was never veryc good at acting;
yet she managed to give a starf on this
occasion,” as if her attention was roused
for the first time; and, rising with somg,
murmured apology about a coldiushe
named a price which rather surprised
Miss Dishnap.
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“Ten guineas!” she whispered; “ why,
you onlstked five yesterday!”

Mrs. Spankleton also se¢med a litgle
surprised; for she glanced at the vender
inquiringly. The innocent Charity trem-
bled and blushed scarlet beteath the
observation of her by no meats equally
innocent rival—moye ashamed, perhaps,
of her involuntary detection than the par-
ties themselves would have been, but for
fear of consequences. Nevertheless, even
Charity was surprised at the haughtiness
of superiority with which the aristocratic
customer exsmined the plebeian shop-gn:l,‘
apparently strucL by some 1ec.ollect10n of
her features.

“ Ten guineas is a great deal for such a
thing as that, thouoh it is pretty I—But
have I not seen you before—I cannot
remembef where?” said Mrs. Sparkleton,
2t last, in her most condekcending and
melbﬂuous tones.

“She is mostly here, ma’am, and per-
haps you may have seeh her before, or
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been a purchaser. Miss Green’s custo-
mers are sure to com? back,” rep.ed Miss
Djshnap, okserving that Charity visibly
hesitated. . |

“Miss Green!—Green—Green ?—Can
it really be? I must surely be mistaken!
—Have you a sister, or any relation called
Patience, I believe, that lives with a lady
of the name of Gullibull, at Putney ?”

“ My name is Charity—but I have left
Mrs. Gullibull's some time!” faltered the

young girl.
“Indeed!—Why, I thought you were

'E.“I‘{lece, or some relation of that sort!”
observed Mrs. Sparkleton, "with evident
surprise and some trepidation. “Do you
remember me?—And how strange it is
that Lord Fitzhauton—I accldenta]ly met
his lordship as I was making some plir-
chases in the bazaar——should ‘not have
known of your being here?”

“ Miss Green is not at present onrg;ery
good terms with her relations, madam,”
said Miss Dishnap.
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“Ah! that is the reason why you did
not spe%—or were,you not in the stall
returned Wirs. Sparkleton, with very con-
siderable an'x1ety “You heard his lord-
ship’s voice, did you not ?”

Charity felt excessively confused—al
most dizzy. DBut the kindness, and timi-
dity of her character would not suffer her
to inflict any pain on others which she
could possibly p1 event. She replied, in &
quivering tone—* I heard a voice, but I
did not like to look round, because the
whole family have discarded me on ac-
count—on account—because the son #nd
I—because Mr. Midas and Iisagreed.”

“T will see ybu reconciled some day—1I
am told I have, some influence there,” said
Mrs. Sparkletch, playfully—but with con-
siderable anxiety. “ Yet we spoke in
whispers—we hardly spoke above our
breath,” shethought, “a.ndthlsgxrfseems

I'ha; deaf—and very simple, almost to
stupidity. Besides, she could only cons
clude, if she heard anythirrg, that we were
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discussing some matter of business—and

she is at variance with all that sgt.”
Nevertheless, it octurred to dier that it

would be as well to conciliate the goodwill

“of the young lacewoman. It would be

amusing also to wear a veil which she
could tell pvery one was bought by her in
a bazsar, of Lady Fitzhauton’s cousin.

~ I remember you asked me something
about the value of lace at Mrs. Gulli-
bull’s,” she said in the swecetest tones of
her winning voice. “I had no idea that
you had any dispute with the family at

~the time; but I really do not think the

lace dear at ten guineas. Send it to my
house this evening, if you please; and I
shall be very happy if you will also make
me a blonde lace veil, threg times as long,
with lilies and myrtle in the pattern) for
& wedding T am to be at, very shortly.”
Chanty bowed with peculiar stiffness,
and mechanically took out herlittle podtet-

- book,—which was her whole machmery

of bookkeeping;—as if to enter the order.
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But her hand trembled so, that she feared
to attem’at pencilling, the words. Luckily
Miss Di }map mistdok the cause of her
hesitation. .

“ What name and address, madam?”

“ Mrs. Sparkleton — the Ienourable
Mrs. Sparkleton, Street,» Belgrave-
square,” replied the la(ly, delighted to find
she was forgotten; and w 1th an affable
smile and nod she took her departure.

Goethe likens “the tremendous office
imposed on the kindly and inactive nature
of Hamlet, to an oak planted in a fidwer-
pot, which jt splits and rends in the
growth. A bad comparison yvith regard
to the vasty mind of the phildsophic prince,
but a good 1llustmt10n of poor Charity’s
—with such a secret as the one she had
unwillingly acquired at work within it.
Miss Dishnap—herself given tq long re-
venes—-—wondered at the profound thought
T hich she continued buried for a con-
siderable time after Mrs. Sparkleton’s dis-
appearance. Her featurls” also were
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agitated, and, at times, tcars strained
through the lids which vainly endeavoured
to suppress them. A% first, Mids Dlshnap
1magmed that the apparition of the fine
lady whom she had known in her uncle’s
house had forced upon her more painfully
than usual the change in her circum-
stanices. But at last she remembered that
Mr. Midas Gullibull's new intended was
called Sparkleton, and thought she could
account for the disturbance visible in her
young friend’s demeanour. Still she was
too delicate to make any observation.

By and by Charity began to grow more
composed ; "the drops ceased"to distil from
her eyes; and'some feeling of an unwont-
edly earnest and resolved character im-
pressed itself upon her countenance. sts
Dishnap silently bemused what it could
be; and.she was altogether ufiprepared
for what—with all her partiality—she
could not help considering a display of
meanness of spirit, when Charity suddenly
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rose; and said she felt tired of work, and
would taie the veil home before tea.

“ But ydyrhave had no dinher yet, and
it is four o’clock!”*said Miss Dishnap,
glancing at the great dial of the bazaar.
“ And you really intend to Pfake Mrs.
Sparkleton’s moneyy though that fellow,
Midas—" . .
~ “She has bought the veil, and has a
right to it; and J have such a dreadful
headache, I cannot eat, or work,” replied
Charity; and hastily arranging the lacein
a parcel, and putting on her bonnet and
shawl, she made her way frorg the bazaar
into the street.
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CHAPTER VI

WE have often been obliged indirectly to
.apologise to people who know the world
for Miss Green’s singular demecanour in it.
But how shall we excuse the ridiculous
romance of the project which had now
taken posscssion of her ideas, or even make
a reader of sense believe in the probability
of so foolish a piece of gencrosity as she
was about to perpetrate? < What regenge
more complete could any woman have de-
sired on & faithless lover than that which
apparently awhited Midas Gullibull?—on,
arival, than that which she should haxe it
in her power to inflict on Mrs. Sparkleton !
—on a whole family which had treated her_
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with., such neglect and contumely, than to
permit The disgrace and anguish pretty
certain to Yollow to afl the pasties involved
in the gullty intrigue she should have it
in her powento divulge?

Yet Charity Green was now txking her
deliberate way—not,to Mrs. Sparkleton’s
house—but to Madgme Millefleurs’, deter-
mined to use the lace veil as a pretext for
an interview with the former lady, in
which she might confess what she had
overheard, and exhort her to shun the
dangerous interview projected, under a
solemn promjse of secrecy in case she re-
linquished alt future correspondence with
the young noblefan, her cofisin’s husband.
She had little doubt that Mrs. Sparkleton
would then, at once, cither resolve to quit
the scene of her danger, or marry Midas;
in whose® guardian care there was,little

fear that she could go astray) or that much
'ﬁtepcourse -would continue with the Fitz-
hautons. At all events a great sin would
he prevented, in Charity’s’ unfashionable
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apprehension; and her tedious sacrifice
might at length be consummated.
_Charity conducted! herself. ia{ the affair
“with a coolness and resolution which she
did not often display in others of more
directly personal moment ; she took up her
station with her parcgl in a doorway which

commanded the front of Madamc,,Mllle-
Aéurs’ house, and waited unul sue saw

Mrs. Sparkleton’s carriage drive up. Her
heart, it ‘is true, a little failed her when
she beheld her splendid rival alight, ex-
quisitely dressed, enter the house, and
order her vehicle to return, gg she said she
meant to walk home throdgh the Park.-
Charity gave Her only just time to mount
the stairs, when she. follswed, and rung
the bell at the just-closed door. -
A porter, full as proud as the “ proud
portéy” of the dolorous ballad of the Lord
Bateman, opetied it. He regarded Charity
with a nose turned up by nature, butgti
farther elevated by a supercilious leer, and
inquired her business. She was told, she
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said, .to bring a veil to the lady who had
just entel d, and desn'ed to be allowed to
follow her®p stairs. The proud portér
stared at herratherineredulously, motioned
to a hall chair, whispered something up a
pipe, and resumed his own seat Y wicker
sedan, and a morningsjournal which he had
just laid down. .

Charity had hopes that Lord F 1tzhauton
had not yet arrivgd; and being no great
proficient in intrigue, she was also im-
pressed with the innocent conviction that
he would be sure to enter at the front
door, where she sate sentry., Neverthe-
less, she felt %he value of every instant of
time, and was fretted with the most
anxious desire$to obtain admittance to
Mrs. Sparkleton; and, after waiting about
ten minutes in the utmost impatience, she
renewed Der request to the porter, and de-
Slared that she must see the lady imme-
dlatdy

“ Must is for the king, or the queen, T
should say; and you an't qmte everythmg
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yourself, I suppose?” said the porti,r, with
mocking gravity. If your busmess is
8q hot, you must walt till 1tccbols at all
events, I can’t give-an answer till I get
one.” And he resumed, with much relish,
the perushl of a leading article, comment-
ing with ‘great scvority on the foreign
pOh 5 of the moment, in which, it seemed,
“he falsified the general complaint of jour-
nalists, and took great interest.

Twenty minutes elapsed, and then
Charity’s anxiety could no loniger be con-
trolled. She remembered to have heard
or read of the efficacy of a peculiar oint-
ment appllal to the palms o} servitors, of
high and low degree ahke, and trembling
lest it should be cons1gler¢d an insult by
the grandly liveried functionary, she put

.a half-crown into his hand, and begged so
earnestly he would procure her admit-
tance to the Iady, that he was surprised.

'« Who is she? If she hasn’t got- the
goods, you needn t be afraid! Andif she
has, and is one of our customers, she is



OR, THE DAYS WE LIVE IN. 129

sure not to be a bilk—a regular one, at
least, you g woman,” he said, accepting
the half-créwn with the dignity’ of a minis-
ter recexvmg on a treasury-warrant.

“No, I don’t think that at all! Idon’t
think I'mto be cheated. It is the Monour-
able Mrs. Sparkletony but I must sce her
about—about another piece of lace—ig-
mediately.” '

“ Ob, if it's kery—I don’t wonder you
would like ready money. Between you
and me and the wall, Miss, most people
would rather have her money than her
note, and as you ‘seem a scnsible young
woman—"" he'mgved again to his pipe of
communication, and called the message
louder up it—*‘A, young woman with some
lace had been ortlered to call and see the
Honourable Mrs. Sparkleton immediately.”
Then listening for a brief pause, he turned,
apd witha bland smile repeated the reply.
% Mre. Sparkleton is not in the Magazin,
and is not at all expected to.day.”

. % But she must be—I saw her myself

- YOL. IIL - K
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go in,” said Charity, with vehemence.
¢ She is in the house, and I x}mst and I
will see her.”

¢ s there anything up? It an't shop-
lifting, is it?” exclaimed the porter, in
astonisliment.

“ Mrs. Sparkletons—steal !” said Charity,
half bewildered. # But perhaps they
think she don’t want to sec me. Say that
I was to come by appoirtment,—say that I
know she is here !—say anything, so that I
may get to see her.”

This second message duly transmitted
up theleaden telegraph, ‘produced the per-
sonal descent of a messenger from the
upper regions, in the shape of a young
French girl, who seemed glad of any pre-
tence to descend, she trlpped dowa so
cheerfully. “ Madame desires to inform
la jeune personne dat sheis a mistake. Dere
is no Madame Spark—Spark—I cannot

.spik de word. Nobody of de name-at all
ever come here.” And with a smile and
a curtsy she: was about to trip up again,
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after-the delivery of this clear notification,
when Charity exclaimed—* Let me see
Madame Mlﬂeﬁeurs herself thén. Iinsist
upon it! Tell her that I will else expose
—say, I must see Mrs. Sparklegon, or it
will be the worse for you all!” ™

“ Goodness!—these fine ladies have
taken to prigging in style now-a-days! dt
may be worth all our whiles to hold our
tongues—I'll go vp myself and deliver the
message,” said the porter, aghast, but not
insensible to the views of interest opgned.
“ What is the name of the shop?—What
has she pmgged?" . *»

“ Let me see JMadame Millefleurs, that
is all,” replied Chamty, and the proud
porter, laying afide the stately stiffness of
his customary “manner, rushed up the
stairs. The young French girl instantly
‘began a babble about the weather, and the

k, and the new fashions from Paris, in
broken English, to entertain her visitor
But Charity took no manner of notice of

what she said, and the porter returned so
. K2
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fast, that there was no occasion to-feign
much. Perrmssmn was g1v n to the
strange young woman to vo up stairs.
“ But mind what ydu say,” he observed;
“ There’s a gentleman there, and Madame
looked Sexed because I mentioned the
lady’s name before bim.”
-« The French milliner guided Charity up-
stairs, into one of the rooms of the first
great suite in which Madame Millefleurs
displayed her manufactures. An _ele-
gantly carpeted drawing-room, furnished
& la Louis Quatorze,ina rich and profusely
gilded style, was the apattment into which
Charity was ushered. It was here that
Madame Millefleurs stored her treasures
of costumes and authoriti&s for fancy balls,
which were, at that time, ‘the vogue.®And
here Charity found the great Modiste
engsged in a pleasant chit-chat on the
subject of some fancy dresses which some
ladies “had done him the honour to re-
quest him to choose fgr them,” with no
less refined and tasteful a personage than
—Viscount Deville. .
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His lqrdship’s rank and business were
of themselves the most powerful recom-
mendat10n§’3o favour with the vnarchande
de modes. But in addition, he was a noble-
man of so insinuating an address, seemed
to have so little of the English aristocratic
morgue, spoke ‘ French of Paris” so
fluently, was sothoroughly well acquainted
with all the sayings and doings, and re-
markabilities of that capital, that Madame
Millefleurs was in positive ecstasies with
him. He had already spent a considerable
time at his task, and meant to spend a
good deal longer,when Charity Green was
ushered in. * ' -

Charity instantly recolleCted the name
and rank of thepersonage before her, and
her embarrassment increased, until she
perceived,—or thought she perceived,— .
that he aid not recognise her «in turn.
Perhaps his lordship had forgotten her;
‘but whether he had or not, he was equally
certain not to regpgnise her, even with his
eyes, until he had satisfied himself that it
wguld be convenient to do so.
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“ What is dat you say? I tell you dere
is no Madame Sparkleton here! She was
ogce buy of me, but ‘not nov‘ir./ You are
tmportune. 1 sell my dentelles myself.
Why do you bring wood to de forest?”
said Ma€ame Millefleurs, eycing the appli-
cant with‘extreme anxiety.

K1 know Mrs. Sparkleton is in your
“house, ma’am, I saw her come in with my
own eyes,—and I must speak with her, to
prevent—I want to speak to her on the
most important and urgent business!” re-
turned Charity Green, very firmly.

“ Mrs. Sparkleton!” rtpeated his lord-
shiz. “TIawas not quite cértain when I
heard the name a few moments ago. It
is a lady who, I am pr¢ad to say, is a
most particular friend of mine. My natie
is' Deville—Viscount Devﬂle,—a.nd if the
young woman is charged with any parcel
for Mrs. Sparkleton, she may conﬂde it
without scruple.”

“ Entendez-vous? hig, lordship is your
acution!” said Mademe Millefleurs, with a
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wave of the hand, signifying that the case
was dismissed.

% No; Iymust see Mrs. Sparkleton her-
self—I must, and I will!” returned the’
applicant.

“ Is she écervelée? Is she oy of her
scentses 2 exclmmed Madame Millefleurs.
“ Allez-vous-en—go dis moment—or I
send for a police that take you to prisofi.”

“Ttwill be better for you not,—better for
every one. Only Yet me see Mrs. Sparkle-
ton for an instant,—let me save her; let me
speak to you, Madame Millefleurs, only one
moment, by yougself!” implored Charity,
so passionately, that Madameé"Millefleurs
was very much¢alarmed, and the viscount
was also struclg with an apprehensmn that
some foil to his gcheme was in preparation.

“T should cerfainly recommend you,
Madame,"—this young person seems very
extraordinarily excited—Is should” cer-
tdnly not recommend you to introduce her
to an interview, even if Mrs. Sparkleton
should accidentally be in the house,” he
said.
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“ But she is not, I assure — on my
honneur!” replied Madame Millefleurs,
with vehemence. ¢ o

* T know no reason why she should not
be. 'What could be more simple than that
a lady sheald be at her milliner’s ?” replied
his lordship. “ But from the excited man-
ner of this young woman—and I have

,some indistinct recollection to have seen
her in a family, for the amiable heir of
which she may possibly f'lave formed some
attachment—and I am but too well aware
that ke is an aspirant to Mrs. Sparkleton’s
notice,—it might not be ;altqgether expe-
dient to admit her to the interview she so
peremptorily demands.”

“ You hear! Leave my house imme-
diately, or I give you into keep of de
police for a nuisance, to take care of;”
said Ma,dame Millefleurs, with 'violence,
finding herself so efficiently supported.

“ Then you will cause her ruin, and tHe’
ruin of a whole family, and the destruc-
tion of their souls, perhaps! Don’t be so
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wicked, Madame!” exclaimed Charity.
« T cannot explain my meaning before this
gentlemany ‘but do Yet me sp-ak to yqu
alone, Madame.”

- “ What is the meaning of this, Madame
Millefleurs? This does seecm a™ttle sin-
gular,” said the viscpunt, modulating his
voice to a very strogg expression of sus-
picion. * Excuse me, Madame, but I have -
relations with Mr%. Sparkleton, which per-
haps authorise me to demand an explana-
tion of these words.”

“ What explication, when she is mad?
Send for a gepdarme—I will give her into
custody, if ¢he goes not tlns momendy’ .
said the marfhande, stathping on the
ground with rage. ¢ Robert! Robert! some
one go for a gendarme.”

Charity was greatly alarmed at this
menace. The dreadful idea of Keing
dragged along the streets as®a malefactor,
o statlon-house, was alone sufficient to
strike her with dismay. And she felt,
moreover, that she could offer no excuse
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for her extraordinary conduct, but what
would defeat its purpose, or seem like a
libellous exaggeratiort of her gffonce. But
a thought occurred to her, and we almost
wonder how it did, to endeavour, in an in-
direct mefiner, to excite the apprehensions
of Madame Millefleuys. :

“ Let me see Lord_Fitzhauton, then—

- Mz. Gullibull’s brother-in-law—-I know he
is' here,”- she exclaimed; and in realit,
Madame Millefleurs was thrown into a
state of indescribable agitation by the
words.

“ Lord Fitzhauton here! —1It is one
great—one great—what you call un cha-
peron fouz—atfalse hood?* What for his
lordsheep come to my housu? Suis-je per-
sonne de la sorte? 1willnot be insult—
chez moi—in my own house. Robem!”
and she hawled with all the forde of her
sharp-edged Parisian voice down the
pipe. “ Robert,—come and rid me of &%
eréature infame qui weut déshonmerer ta.
maitresse!” :
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" The proud portér would no doubt have
responded with zeal to the summons,—
Lord Devitld had judt got into-the middle
of a suggestion, that perhaps his lordship
had arranged to meet Lady Fitzhauton at
Madame Millefleurs’ establishméhs—when
a thundering knock ghook the house, and
announced an arrival of importance. “Ah,
she wishes to make me infame /—to showe
policemen in my house. Who is dis?—
Let her wait till’ I speak with Madame
Rat-tat-tat-tat! But no, non,—Robert,—I
am abroad ;” but almost as this order was
telegraphed, s Madame Rat-taj-tat-tat en-
tered the pr¥sehce which she was {n.he
denied, having $ushed past’the porter and
flown up the siairs, in the space occupied
to prohibit her edmission.

The cgnsternation of Charity Green was
perhaps not much less thane that of
Madame Millefleurs herself, when she re-

Oymnised the infuriated countenance of
Lady Fitzhauton, who was undoubtedly
out of what little reason’ she ever 'pos-
sgssed, with passion!
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She took no notice apparently of any
one present but Madame Millefleurs, to
whom she exclaimed, ih tones $h&t quivered
with rage, “ Where is Mrs. Spa.lkleton‘
where is my husband, you vile woman;
you! Sh6w me where they are, or I will
—I will call in the police! I will have
them up before the Lord Mayor! Let me

-see them this moment, you wretch, you!
—you wicked Frenchwoman!—you dis-
graceful creature, you! You deserve to
be indicted, and you shall be, for harbour-
ing such monsters!”

Madame Millefleurs’ Wetter judgment
and cclf possessmv almost deserted her in
this dreadful ekigency; for, coupling the
apparition of the jealous wile with that of
Charity Green, she had little doubt_that
the interview between Lord Fl@zhauton
and Mrs. Sparkleton, under her roof, was
discovered, and viewed in a very unplea-
sant light. But her genius only deserted
her for a moment. ¢ Ah, miladi!—what
for tant de colire? They scrutinise my



OB, THE DAYS WE LIVE IN. 141

accoynts together in the Salon de Coiffure!
—milor pay me; and they demand of
me,—* Dos ot mention it, beeause Ma-
damc wishes no one ¢o know she is forced
to borrow of milor!”

“Show me to them—TI'll aclount with
them!” returned Lady Fitzhauton.

“I strongly advisg you, Madame, to let
her ladyship witness, with her own e_;.res,—
the perfectly harmless nature of this in-
terview,” said Devﬂle, in his calm, mock-
ing tones.

“ Dis young personne can witness!" Ah,
miss, do you, nqt bring lace to show. to
Madame Spatk at dis momen?” said. the,
modiste, turnthg with 4 very altered
visage, to Chasity Green.

“To save her, as you said, from ruin
and degradation?” chimed in the viscount.

“She !—who are you, woman ?«—Clarity
Green!” exclaimed Lady Fitzhauton, in
edreme surprise. “ Why, you told me
yourself about them! You told me they
meant to behave to me as they have done
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—to cheat me, to make a fool of me!
And I know what you want now with
your falsevevidence i her fevéur! You
want her to marry Midas, that you may
bring your action against him! But I
know thé- Salon de Coiffure,—I'll find
them, if they kill me/”
And Lady Fitzhauton flew out of the
wroom in a deliriom of rage, which gave
every reason to apprehend the worst con-
sequences, if not to herself, from herself.
Madame Millefleurs stood petrified; Lord
Deville did not offer to move; and only
Charity Green darted outafter the furious
JEifp to endeavour to prevertt the tragical
consequences Which might well be appre-
hended. But she only reaglied the bottom
of the stairs, down whick Lady Fitzhau-
ton had rushed, with, apparently, a good
knowJedge of the topography of the house,
at the instant' when her ladyship dashed
open the door of the Salon de Coiffure ; #fid
there, indeed, at a central table of many,
all covered with bonnets and caps, and
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artificial flowers innumerable, sate Mrs.

Sparkleton—the books of the firm open
before hes,'and het own very’long ac-
counts scattcred ovey the board. And that
would have been all very well, only Lord
Fitzhauton was kneeling quite* closely at
her feet, with both Jrer handss clasped in
his—one of his arms around her waist—

and pouring forth some wild rhapsadyw
intermingled with still wilder kisses, to

which Mrs. Sparﬁlcton, who was weeping

profusely, seemed to have resigned her-

self! Lady Fitzhauton had the pléasure

to catch the fojlowing words, for the ac-

countants were too much sgbsazhed .t
noticc her emtry at thes first moment,

violent as itswas:—“Nay, you cannot,

you shall not,eny longer deny that you

love me] Love dimples all your smiles—

sparkles in your eyes—waves in, your

tresses—makes all your moYements music

—Mnakes an atmosphere of roses wherever

you are! Only say it,—only confess it,

—say, * Charles, I love you!”
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“Yes, Charles, I do love you! But
leave me; you will destroy me! Do you
not loveme too? It isall F ask!—love
me better than all the world ?

“ A million, million times! I would
say so héfore the universe with pride;
and—-""¢

“ Will you say so before me, you wicked,

.owicked wretch! you traitor! you vile
man !” said a voice, half inarticulate with
passion; and a form appeared, infinitely
little expected, and infinitely less desired,
at this moment. As was but polite, both
parties arose to receive. the visitor, but
Mith an. .instantaneous start,’and a ﬁmty
of position and ook, when %hey had risen,
not usually remarked in«good society.
We really do not think thet Mrs. Sparkle-
ton’s bust of fine Carrara marble, Which
her enamqured spouse caused to be exe-
cuted, looked much whiter or more rigid.
than herself on this memorable occasidn,
which she would by no means have
selected to sit Yor her likeness in.
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Something vulgar would have followed ;
—yes, Lady Fitzhauton, without any-smin-
ner of doubty would® have flow#i at Mus.
Sparkleton ; she would have scratched her,
torn her bonnet, and, in fact, bemauled her
—as if she had not been the Honturable
Mrs. Sparkleton—as if she hersélf had not
been the Right Honourable Lady Fitzhgu-
ton—but simply a jealous woman and her<
rival, in that inferior class of society which
takes its name from the merchandise it
sells, which merchandise is fish. Some-
thing vulgar would most decidedly have
happened, on oney side at least; for Mrs.
Sparkleton mi¥ht be considered-eeass Je
combat in onc séhse, with t€rror and sur-
prise—if LordpFitzhauton had not re-
covered his self-possession in time to rush
between ghe belligerents—this attacking
England, and this defenceless* Groece!
He managed to catch Lady Fitzhauton
in Ms arms in her onward rush, and to
hold her. My dear Lady Fitzhauton,
listen to reason! What is the matter?

YOL. 11T L '
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We are only lookmg over some long ac-

. u Yes',"‘from the time youswere in Paris,
from the time you* were in Paris! Let
mego! Papa!—Mamma!—Lord Deville!
—let the go!” shrieked Lady Fitzhauton.

“ My dearest, I do assure you, on my
hpnour as a gentleman—"

“(, madame,belicve me—on my konneur,
you may believe me,~I am most respect-
able” said Madame Millefleurs, who had
now rushed in.

“I will believe nobody. I will believe
my ownh eyes and myf{ owa ears! I will

e 10 . ¢

“Mrs. Sparkleton, make your escape,
pray ; leave me to explaittmatters, or this
violent woman will be at you!” said Fitz-
hauton, excessively agitated, g2d obliged
to cexett all his strength to restrain his
wife’s fury.”

% QOh, yes, yes; let there be+no ffacas
in 'my hopse—rio combat!” implored
Madame Millefleurs.
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“Lady, Fitzhauton, in the name of
heaven! . . .” faltered Mrs. Sparlr stuh,
“Do not cvrdemn the because” "appeat-
ances. ... It was imprudent indeed to
borrow money of your husband_—but my
" railway speculations—T can make it elearly
appear—it was neceseary to explain for
what rcasons S
“You had better go, Geraldine!” inter- -
rupted Lord Fitzhauton.  “This mad
woman ncver had a particle of reason in
her quietest moments—and now—I rea]ly
-can’t hold her if you don’t go!”
“I will explainyall, the moment Lady
Fitzhauton——=" Legan Nrs. Spatkdston. -
“ For God’s s#ke go, ma’dm, or she will
kill herself in Apis paroxysm of fury,”
implored Charitys
“ No, she will not kill herself—no, she
'will not oblige her husband and frtends so
‘much!” returned Lady FitzRauton, with
ironi®al fury. “Don’t. fancy it, Miss
‘Green! She will live to take her revenge!
—to expose ‘this fine lady--thls duke’s
L2

o”*
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granddaughter —to the .scorn of the
woild) Tl be divorced in the House of
Lords, and everybolly will ¥e-sure to read
that in the papers,<—so be sure and take
in the. dorning Post the day after to-
MOrréw, “Mrs. Sparkleton!” '
“Don't drive them to desperation!—
Lady Fitzhauton, consider!” said Charity
Green. “Do go, Mrs. Sparkleton, and
Tll try and soothe her, and reason with
her, to forgive you, if you will promise
never to speak to him again.”
4 will—I do—best of creatures! I'll
give you g thousand pgunds—anything—
»if yowswil!” said Mrs. ‘Spirkleton, almost
out of her setises with fésr and confusion;
and, finding that therq<gas no hope of
obtaining a hearing, she complied with
the very general desire of thg company,
and, with a look of speechless despair and
entreaty at ‘Lady Fitzhauton, which might
have moved to mercy any fury but’that
of jealousy, clasping her hands, wringing
them, and bursting into a frenzy of hys-
teric grief, she made her exit. &



OR, THE DAYS WE LIVE IN. 149

She . believed afterwards—her senses
were so disordered—that she was f:Liy
lunatic for 8cme montents, durinfgr which
she thought she distinetly heard the voice
of Lord Deville as she passed an gpen door
in her flight, saying, in an equabi and
calm tone, to the youmg French %irl who
had remained in attendance on himo—
“Yes, that oriental garb will admirably
suit the dark and somewhat Hebrew
character of the lady Jemima’s beauty,
who wishes to personate the late Sir
Walter Scott’s Rebecca. Her younger
sister will go as tze Morning Star; her
mother——" bit the rest of the-sswace
was not heard by’ Mrs. SparKleton.

Meanwhile l):. escape had added to
Lady Fitzhauton’s exasperation, and she
burst intod such a torrent of positively
abusive words and epithets at her husband,
that, culpable as he was, his own naturally
viole® and headstrong spirit was roused
to equal exasperation. Iy vain did
Charity Green and Madame Millefleurs
endgavour, by interposing all sorts of




150 THE GOLD-WORSHIPPERS ;

arguments and entreaties, to cajm, them.
Huskapd and wife were alike deaf to
counsel or implorafion; and *Fitzhauton,
who had at first errdeavoured to appease
his consort with apologies and promises,
now #iswered her reproaches and threats
with deffance and seorn. And as soon as
hg felt assured of M»s. Sparkleton’s safety,
he lost all regard for decency or command
over his temper; and telling her ladyship
—entering into the spirit of one of her
menaces—that the sooncr she released
him from bonds he detested, by procuring
a divorce,.the better, he flang out of the
=roor#ird out of the housé.  Then, find-
ing no object left on which to wreak her
wrath, and overcome by.&‘:e passions thus
deprived of vent, Lady Fitzhauton fatnted
away in the arms of Charity Gtcen.
Mad#me Millefleurs protesting, in ac-
cents of despair, that she was ruined for
ever—that her réputation was destfoyed
—that no lady would dare ever again set
foot in her house—rendered but very little
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assistance. Nevertheless Charity managed

to get Lady Fitzhauton to a sofa, where

she sunk back insensible, and then apphed

herself to give her all the assistance pos- -
sible. She knew that Lady Fitzhauton

always carried a smelling-Wottlg, and

sought for it in hey pocket; and, while

rummaging, an unexpected and undesired

ally appeared in the person of Tord”
Deville. But he set himself to work with

such activity and judgment, in reviving

Lady Fitzhauton, that Charity could not

well express any dissatisfaction. Only,

when her ladyship revived, she was both

disgusted and ghrprised with *the, Jprofu-

sion and caregfing ffumhar)ty of the vis-

count’s kind ghtentions.

“ Thank od., she revives! her beautiful
eyes beagn once more upon me !'—Dearest,
live, if for no other reason thay that you
may not kill me too!” he excl:nmed seat-
iny himself beside her, and supporting her
with his arm, so that her head rested on
his shoulder. “ Believe nie, there is still




152 THE 'GOLD-WORSHIPPERS :

one heart wholly yours, wholly devoted to
youl,  Sweetest, keis unworthy of a single
one of these-precious tears—tcease, then,
to.weep, I bescech yeu!”

“ 0, Lord Deville, was ever any person

treatedas I am?” sobbed Lady Fitzhauton.
“ And now, very like]ly he is gone to run
away with her!”
.. “Not if you will take my advice—if
you will recal him to you by moderation,
by kindness, by forgiveness!” interposed
Charity. “Only go home, dear Lady I'itz-
hauton, and send me to him with some
message of the sort, and, I kiow he will
return_tovou very gladly,”

“You are invthe conspracy, too, you
ungrateful creature, youl', retorted the
wrongheaded peeress. “And it is hor-
rible of you, after all we have gor® for
you; after feeding, and clothing, and
sheltering you‘for 1 don’t know how many
years, to turn like a scrpent and stmig
one cousin, in order that you may rob the
other! But Midas shall never marry her;
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I will ipake her infamous wherever she
goes!”

Charity RS silent; but Madame Mille-
flers made amends. Ah, of what
consequence is it to be nnocente in this
culpable world?” she exclaimed. o It is
all onc grande mépgise—for dere is no
affaive with milor and Madame.” = _

“You do not know her; you are verye
innocent, l\hdame Millefleurs, and Judﬂe
from the innocente of your own hea
replied his lordship, ironically. “ You can-
not tell how deceitful women are, being
onc yourself®

“To spik s8 off Madame—so ~sod.to all
the world!” wefit Milleflevers.

“ Too good Jgr me, then,” said Deville,
with a bittefsmile. '

“ Nongmilor! she is no better den she
should be!” replied the marchgade, yvith:
zealous vivacity. :

“Ha, ha, your random bolt has, I be-
lieve, hit the mark,” said his lordship,
with a studied air of gloom “Dut F
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have a right, Madame Millefleurs—mark
you, a right!—to obtain a confirmation
of the dreadful suspicions whish.this scene
has forced upon me!, 1 had'some reason
to believe myself an acceptable suitor to
Mrs. Sparkleton—as all the world is
aware—and I request to be allowed a few
minutes private audience with Lady Fitz-
“hauton, to ascertain the reason of her con-
duct, and decide upon my own.”

“But lu jalousie wear always ycllow
spectacles—show all things yellow!—Do
not 1ook through them, milor!” entreated
the modlste o

“ Lg;aw* me to form ' ‘ny: own conclu-
sions, or I shall imagine you have some
culpable collusion in thls\,‘xtmordmary
affair!” said Deville, witl® vehemence.
“ Leave me to compare notes with Lord
Fitzhauten’s wife, and no longer torment
me with your*presence!”

“ Come, mademoiselle!—you can k.ar
téinoignage all was right—andyou will take
a glass of wine with me! T render homage
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to de iptegrité of your motifs!” exclaimed
Madame Millefleurs, gracefully offering
her handetd Charity Green, as if to esgort
her honourably from the apartment. But
Charity did not so readily accept the olive
branch. w

“My motives age my owr—I do not
ask any one to bear witness to their right-_
fulness. But I will not leave this la,dy,
my cousin, untll I see her in some safe
protection !” she’said, with an energy and
determination of which she did not usua]ly
exhibit any signs.

“J umn im safe protection]—Lord De-
ville will pfotget me;, will y.cu not, my
lord?” said Jlady Fitzkauton, with the
implicit confidence of the sheep .in the
oefeeds to devour it.
£ my life, dearest one!”

“And I am not your cousin at glt! I
told you so when you disgrbced the family
bp going to that bazaar; and although:
your mother was mammus sister, it is
nothing te me,” said Lady Fitzhauton.
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¢ So, go; for I want nothing with yon—
and I want to speak with Lord Deville,
that T may know Mow to ‘bting the
.wretches to punishment.”

“ Cousin or none, I declare before
Heaven-cnd all who hear me, that I will
not leave you for a sirgle instant until 1

_have placed you under your father's care!”
returned Charity, with surprising firm-
ness. ‘“Then, you can hold what confe-

' rence you please with Lotd Deville; but,
until then, I will not stir an inch from
your side, and I will scream murder if any
one attempts to make me!” -

“What is your, reasonkfor this very
singular resoluticn, madam” said Lord
Deville, drawing himself to h# full height,
and putting all the terrors of a ¥ randplum
Magnatum into his aristocratic HBkysio-
gnomy, But the attempt to overawe only
roused Charity’s indignation to a.less
governable heat. &

“ What is my reason!—Dare you ask
it, sir, when I have scen youfrom the
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very beginning of your acquaintance doing
all you possibly could to set Lady Fitz-
hauton adamst ker husband—with no
good intention, I am sure, to herself! P

Lord Deville was considerably struck,
as well with the words, as‘witkesthe im-
moveable determipation wlhich charac-
terized the look gnd attitude of C‘hari.t_y_
Green. His lordship’s knowledge of man-
kind was too profound for him not to
conclude, that now this seemingly soft and *
wavering character had stiffened, like
water into ice, its impressions, whatever
they wereqswould not easily, be removed.

“ Yes, this goung woman “is most de-
cidedly in tlf conspiracy against you—
but she is fight, in onc sense,” he ob-
served, af#r a,pause. * It may, perhaps,
er, my dearest Lady Fitzhauton,
that our explanation should tgke place in
your kind mother’s presenge. She, at least,
saspects no ill of me! I will not even
hand you to your carﬁage, lest a breath
should countenance this unfeeling woman'’s




. . e
158 THE . GOLD~WORSHIPPERS :

aspersions! But in the afternoon, I will
do myself the very great honour 'and hap-
pingss of secing you at Putney.™

“Yes, for | wﬂl never go home again,
until he begs me on his knees to do so!—
And I-will"expose her everywhere this
very instant—Dbut Misg Green shall not go

_with me!” ‘

«“But I wir, Lady Fitzhanton! you
shall not hinder me! If you will not let
me go home with you, 1 will take a cab
and follow your carriage until I see you
fairly 'in! What might people say or
think if you were left in this~house with
this wicked man?”, return{1 Charity.

“ Hélas! ma »2putation N sighed Ma-
dame Millefleurs. “ No ong\shall stay in
it!—leave my house, all de woild!”

Finding at last that Charity waddnflex-
ibly bent o seeing her cousin safely home,
thueviscount thought it best to seem to
aid in her purpose; and, with much pés-
suasion, he finally prevailed on Lady
Fitzhauton, though with very great re-
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luctancg, to accept the proposed .escort,
and even to allow Charity a place in her
carriage. * This confession had the uspal
effect on the simple goodness of the lat-
ter’s heart, and made her almost doubt
whether her suspicions had not wronged
Lord Deville. The cautious 'peer even
refrained, as he had said, from handing
Lady Fitzhauton to her carriage—into
which Charity Green followed her in pro-
found silence, after witnessing a parting
which restored her apprehensions to their
fullest strength.
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CHLATLER VII,

«

Durmvg a considerable portion of the
. journey, Lady Fitzhauton took no notice
of her companion, who modestly sat with
her back to the horses, and as much out
of her sight as possible, inithe opposite
corner of the vehicle. ﬁ{:r Jadyship spent
the time chiefly in ejac\ations against
“ the wretch,” and in terrikle menaces of
how she would *“do her trickgfor heg’ at
court, so that she should never agnin dare
to show .her face at a drawing-room—
eover get andther invitation to a state-
" ball—to the royal theatricals, or reyal
concerts—or anything respectable of any
sort, anywheré! or clse she recmained in a
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sullen. fi€ of silence—which was 'greatly
preferred by Chanty Green, who feared
the coachmhn, and footman were auditors
of much that was said.

At last it occurred to her lgdyshi
inquire by what means Miss Green had
made one in the recént scene, and how
she dared pretend to bear witness,«as~
Madame Millefleurs had said, to the pro-*
priety of the intgrview between Lord
Fitzhauton and * that wretch?’ Charity
calmly replied, that she had borne no such
testimony, and thought it was on the con-
trary a very Wrong and foolish thing for
them to meet. * }ﬂzt, unwilling to enrage
Lady Fitzhautof farther agfinst her rival,
she quietly, btt‘t-resolutely, persisted in
refusing t to, 4 ay how she happened to be
in at the*detection.

This refusal obtained her an inVitation
into the Gullibull ymansion, which sh®
would probably nof\ otherwise have re-
ceived. “Then I ar\ determined, since
you have come,so far, whether I will or

YOL, IIL M
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not, that you shall go in, and we shall soon
see whether you will dare to hide the truth
from mamma!” - b
Charity would fdin have declined; she
feared, in the delicacy of her sentiments,
that it would secm as if she came to enjoy
the humiiliation and discomfiture of the
«elatives who had treated herso ill. But
* the obstinacy of Lady Fitzhauton, and her
own dislike to exciting observation, forced
her to comply; and, with a throbbing
heart, she once more mounted those

grandly carpeted stairs to Mrs. Gullibull’s
presence, . .

No other personage? would have had
much chance'of obtainifg adwittance to
it on thisday. Mrs. Gulébull was super-
intending the most exténsivdinreparations
for a ball which she mcant to g in cele-
bratiort of the first anniversary of her

~daughter's wedding-day. Her drawing-
rooms were in the Kands of upholsterers,
‘who were epgaged,n re-gilding the orna-
mental cornices, and in fixing some arti-
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cles of splendid luxury in the shape of
mirror-blinds of the finest plate-glass,
which, being drawn ¥ip at night, would
multiply the illuminations and coup-d’eil
in every direction. Assisted by a com-
petent staff of housemaids, Mrs. Guiibull
was personally engaged in trying the effect
of various patterns of satin-damask on_the,
furniture it was to cover. ‘

“ Inwkamelcy, Ann, is that you? and,
goodness rvl.n,louq me! ¢s that Charity
with you?” exclaimed Mrs. Gullibull, in
very great surprise. “ Well, I thought
she'd come tiwher senses, by and by, on
bread and witey! It's kind cnough of
you to take her,gtrt, howgwver; and as she
may be useful yo,me just at present, if she
will proms#’ toebe a good girl hence-
forth—&” .

“ O, mamma, do let me speale to you
by yourself! I hgve something to te#*
you,¥ interrupted L\dy Fltzha.uton, gasp-
ingly.

“ Well, but the min’s waiting, and- I

M
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want to decide. Give me your.candid
opinion on these damasks, Ann, for it's for
& feete on your weddmv-day, ‘and I want
something that will'suit Mrs. Sparkleton’s
complexign, too, as she’s to have it all by
ana oy.”

“ Don’t speak ofther, mamma; it makes
~me sick to hear her mentioned. Oh, she
* has turned out such a wretch that——"

“But do go with your mamma into the
next room before you tell her anything!”
interposed Charity.

“ Why, lawkadaisy, what can it be?”
ejaculated Mrs. Gullibully getting much
alarmed, as she obsefved the agitation -
and paleness uf the tw( young women.
“ What's the matter? Dén’t break it to
me too suddenly—but wha\f'\:q it® Is his
lordship pitched off that vicioi¥~brute of
his tha¢ he will ride in spite of every

7‘:'U,ne ?n

Lady Fitzhauton /ﬁade no replyPuntil
they walked into ‘the next chamber—
once the loft ove’ a stable, now trans-



OR, THE DAYS WE LIVE IN. 165

formed -into a magnificent boudoir. But
the moment they had entered, almost be-
fore Charity &uld cldse the door on the
marvelling upholstereYs, she burst into a
renewed hysterical flood of tears, exclaim-
ing, * O, mamma, mamma, you caiihot
tell how I have been served; and after all
papa has done for him ! - =

“ Do tell me what's the matter! tell me,
Charity, for I do feel as if I'should have
a ’plexy or the rheumatis’ in my back, if
you don't speak out at once!” evclalmed
Mzrs. Gullibull.

“It is sometldng about Lord Kitzhauton
and Mrs. SparRletOn,” said the charitable
Charity, soothingly. “ Theysmet to arrange
some affairs ratheg privately, at your dress-
maker’s, ma’in, and Lady Fitzhauton did
not like&\!’.’; .

“ 0, mamma, she is as bad as they ave,
to want to gloss oveg things in that way
; and largely inter-
mingling her narrave with invective
against her cousin, sheygave a broken, but
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sufficiently intelligiblé and highly-coloured
account of the whole affair.

« The painter who covered the face of
Agamemnon assistihg at the sacrifice of
Iphigenia,, from despair of expressing its
agony, took a very convenient way to
escape trouble, which we should be happy
40 .imitate in Mrs. Gullibull’s case. In-
“deed, it would scarcely be in the power of
colours—much less of pen and ink—to de-
pict the varicty of emotions which rent
her maternal bosom during the whole
course of the narrative. The comparison
of the ligness robbed of Ifer young, is a
little trite, perkaps, buy, might else have
nicely served the purposy of illustration.
“ And now, mamma!” iconcluded Lady
Fitzhauton, “ I only waht y%q to htlp me
in ome thing; I wart you to™Save me

[ I
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Mrs. Sparkleton, indeed !—And to do us
all so—my poor boy, too!—he'll die of a
broken hegré!” sobbid Mrs, Gullibull, as
if she herself were in danger of a simifar
“catastrophe.

“ But things arc not so véry. bad.yet,
ma’am,” said Charity, gently. * Nogood
could be done by blasting Mrs. Sparkle-
ton’s character. There is no great harm
done yet, and perhaps if—if Mr. Midas
would marry Mre. Sparkleton——"

“How dare you talk of my brother
marrying such a creature?”’ interrupted
Lady Fitzhepton, furiously. “Do you
think he is such a mean-spiritéd creature
as yourself, that will take up with cevery-
body’s leaving§?——Slwéﬂy comes to in-
sult us, mecama, and to make fun of our
miserys=-She only wants Midas to marry
that she may bring her action—and that is
why she puts herself forwerd as a cqyery
sl for Mrs. S)arkleton!—I tell you,
mamma, that, besiogs, Mrs. Sparklcton was
always making a fopl of you behind your
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back, and laughing and mimicking you,
even when I was there!” '

“ Law, my dear, what could the woman
ﬁfl’d to mimic in me ? said Mrs. Gullibull,
with much increased indignation. “But’
if thare’s justice to be had for love or
money, you shall have it '—And as for the
person there, that hag the conscience to
§péak up for a creature of that sort, it
convinces me that she is very little better
herself! And so I should like to know,
miss, what business you have in my | house,
after «J had p'rumptory bid you never
darken my doorstone again

 She fotced herself upoy me, mamma—
I could not posmbly get mk of her!” eja-
culated Lady Fitzuouton.

“It is true—I would .ot leave Jyou
until I saw you safe from the snate of ~¢f the
wicked man who intends to make you as
bod, or a good deal wotse, than Mrs.
Sparkleton!” said Chafity, with mugh
emotion. “I am goinf: now, Mrs. Gulli-
bull; but, before I g’, I solemnly warn
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you not,to suffer that Lord Deville to
have any access to your daughter—ever
to see hemfor T am more convincgd
than ever that he has a bad design upon
her!”

“ 0, mamma! do you hear ‘that ?—-she
will sell herself to those wretches to bear
false witness againsteme, that I may never
get a divorce, or marry again!”

“It's all of a piece with the rest of her
scandalous behavidur!” shouted Mrs. Gul-
libull.  “ She set that old fool, Bagshawe,
against the whole family, and poor Midas
in particular.s She’s the artfullest slut
that ever lived—I'll say it—though it was
my folly encouraged her ip her poisonous
doings so long; for Bag(ﬁwe himself had
the 1mpudeme tostell me that he proposed
to her, ;:nd that she rejected him—I have
no doubt, purely to insult us, beeause he
was a friend of ougs, and to Set us all s
the aars; for wouldi any poor girl in her
senses———Quit my "‘ use thi§ instant, you
wicked girl, for it wﬁyou that caused the

[
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whole quarrel! And if ever you dare to
enter it again-

., Heyday! what’§ all this~blustering
about?” interrupted a personage, who
entered the apartment at this moment,
rath®r hastily, hearing the voice of Mrs.
Gullibull raised to se excited a pitch. It
w2, Alderman Gullibull; and, agitated as
whe was, Charity could not help noticing,
with surprise and sorrow, the careworn,
haggard look of her usually jolly and
cheerful uncle. “ What! are you pegging
into Charity Green, if she has had the
goodness to» come home again?” he con-
tinued—* Never mind the old woman.
Charity, my lacs, I am heartily glad to
see you home to us—for home henceforth
you shall find it in reality—at Jeast as
long as I have a home-to offer any, one!”

Charity was deeply touched with the
“#idness of this welcome, and yet struck
ominously with the /concluding wwrds.
But shewas saved thy(necessityof replying.
“Then, all I can 51y, father,” said Midas,
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who followed up, only delayed a few mo-
ments at the bottom of the stairs to have
his boots duyted—all I can say is, thaj if
she stays in the house, I'll leave it.”

“ You can do just as you please, sir; I
am tired of yourdictation—I willbe master
in my own house, as long as I have one!”
said the aldermangy in a high and eyen
fierce tont. “ Who the deuce are yow,
that you should take upon you to order
who shall De in .my house and who shall
be out? It is quitc sufficient, I should
think, to be annoyed with your perpetual
poking, and *prying, and interference in
the business] without submitting to your
impertinence here!”

Disputes, nat unfﬂfq/uently amounting
to the dignity *of quarrels, were of late
prettg-common between the father and son ;
but Midas had not yet heardehis father
speak in so decMed and deeply angered
a fone to him! 1His own lowered very
perceptibly; and, thuc to'hjs character, he
turned his baffled ‘nsolence on Charity



172 THE GOLD-WORSHIPPERS :

Green. ‘It is all that mischief-mgker ! —
she is never happy but when she has
caused people to quarrel one way or
another about her!—You can do as you
like, sir, of course, in your own house;
but Mrs. Sparkleton shall marry me
directly, or I'll cut her; and then I'll have
one of my own, where-only people 1 like
skall come!”

“You will never marry Mrs. Sparkle-
ton, Midas, or you will prove yourself the
meanest fellow that ever lived!” said
Lady Fitzhauton. “Papa, you shall have
all my money back again, if you will only
get me a divorce—unless I should ever
marry again!”

“ Get your money back ggain, indeed !”
repeated the alderman, with a mos¢ un-
wonted degree of scornful gloom— Get
your money back again!—when the fine
gostleman you have ma131ed told me the
other day he did not knoiv ‘where to lay his
hands on a thousand ounds, if it would
save his soul! T wanteg to borrow that, and
he hadn’t it—or pret{nded he hadn’t!”
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“ Bué he could find as much money as
Mrs. Sparkleton wamted!—no, that must
have beem % fib—a dreadful fib—alto-
gether!” exclaimed ‘Lady Fitzhauton.

“It must be a lie!” thundered Midas.
¢ Mrs. Sparkleton can’t want‘money, for I
lent her six thousand pounds the other
day to buy someeland, that made_her
cstate worth at least ten thousand more#’

“ She has swindled you out of it, per-
haps, then, Midds, for she is capable of
anything,” said Lady Fitzhauton.

“ Mother, why don’t you speak for
Mrs. Sparkleton? Why do you let your
daughter bewalways abuging m).r intended ?
Is she everything, and Lnothing to you?”
exclaimed Midgs, fmioél‘y.

“ Never think of her again, my dear
boy, for she’s the horridest, the wickedest,
the most dreadful woman I ever heard
of; and I'd rathey you martied a crossang?®
sweeper, or a scullion—1I would !” returned
the mother; and she and, her daughter
both rushed into a simultancous explana-
tion of this seemingly harsh judgment of
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the intended bride, which for some time
rendered it an incoherent rhapsody of aé-
cusation and vengeful resolvés: Enough
was, however, sufficiéntly clear to strike
both the new auditors with profound
dismay; and they stared at one another
in silent amazement—while Charity en-
.deayoured, by softening, explaining, and
&xcusing, to put things in the mildest
light of which they were still capable.

The effect of the intelligence was even
more rcmarkable on the father than on
the bridegroom-elect. He turned ghastly
pale, and, staggering back*into a chair,
exclaimed—*Then the ganfe is up with
me, too! I depcuded on Mrs. Sparkleton
to take up some™bills avhich fall im-
mediately due—and I cannot obtain a
single farthing in any “other direction!
Midas, I um afraid, if this is true, I shall
*be=obliged to stop payﬂnent in less than
three days, for she won't, of course, lend
me any further assist,dnce I

‘Midas stared, as (& man that beholds
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the firsy heavings of an earthquake, and
knows not whither to fly—while Mrs.
Gullibull axd her daughter looked at the
husband and father«with an cxpression ) of
utter incredulity, more painful to his
feelings than any cbullition of anger or
surprise. .

“You don’t maean for to say, John!
—you can’t mean for to say, John ly-
that you arc in any danger of turning
bankrupt ?” gaSped Mrs. Gullibull, at
last.

“ My banker refuses to lend me another
stiver on all she railway scrip, in his pos*
session—scventy thousand pdunds—and
will not lend me a barg five thousand!”
returned the aldermpi, in agony; “and
that is known all over the city. Lawless
bhas gold me t¢ pay his court to a man
that would have lent me mongy but for
him, and whom ke keeps for his ownase!
Awd that's the reason, Betsy, why I re-
fused the cheque this morning for the new
chandeliers. You must make up your
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minds to endure it all as you car—but I
am a ruined man!” -

o But you needn’t ruin me, loo, father;
you might let me have a chance to save
myself, at least. DPerhaps I might get
you out of the hobble, too!” exclaimed
Midas.

“ How could you do that?—I want
three thousand pounds this week!” re-
turned the father.

“ Well, if I could only get her to marry
me—and if you would not let out as long
as you could, I think she would, now,—I
*would—1I might try and raise money on

her property,” said Midas; “or I could
get my own six thousand back, at least!”

“ Pho!—she borrowed jt to give me to
pay for her railway shares—in mo®t ex-
cellent lines—not thoge® that are going
dowp!” said the alderman, in broken

‘tonss, ashamed to own, aven yet, the full
measure of his defalcations. )

“What a cheat she must be, then!”

returned Mldas, after a pause of utter

3
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amazement. “ And you, sir, too, what a
—what; a—what a—you are a cheat, too,
father; to hive encouraged her to rob me
of my. money! I'll bring an action against
you both! T won’t be robhed of my
money !—or else you can give me a lien
over the Baltic wheat in the warchouse,
and sign a dissolufion of partnerskip,

which we'll date six months ago, if you’

think you really must go. It will save
something from the wreck!”

“T will not, I will not; I have wronged
my creditors sufficiently,—they shall have
cvery halfpenny I have in the, world—
every vestige &f propertyd” returned the
old man, in a high tone” “Detsy, you
and I spent oum carly”years in poverty
together, and so e must the close; but
we willrnot disgracé ourselves by a paltry
roguery, to keeR a heartless fellow like
‘this son of yours ir? affluence! f *

“ @h, then, now I see the recason of it!

‘It is you that have set Mrs. Sparkleton -

against me, by continually draining money
VOL. 111, N
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from her!” said Midgs, in a bretally de-
fiant tone. “But she has a good landed
property left yet, and I'll spend the last
farthing of it but Tll make you refund
your shameful rogueries, old gentleman !”

“ What! Midas, do you mean to say
you will ' marry a wuman who has tried to
sednce your sister’s husband ?” exclaimed
“Lady Fitzhauton.

“T don’t believe a word of it !” returned
the brother. It is all your own stupidity
and invention; you are always talking

+ against her, because you know she is
partial to me, and because’she is so hand-

. some, and beats-you hollow on the piano!
I will believe hev before any of you; and,
if she denies it, I'l' marry her as soon as
ever I can get a licence?” v

“And she has a food witness ready
provided—here’s Charity Green will swear .
off’ the Bible that shefwas to have been
with Mrs. Sparkleton all the time, with
some lace!” said Lady Fitzhauton, point-
ing, with ironical bitterness, to the young
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girl, whe kept herself retired as much as
possible during this disastrous series of ex-
planationsg ®and when you have married
that first-rate lady, the witness will bring
her action against you, and recover what
little you have left!”

“Never!” said Charity Green, with
vehemence; “ your *brother knows that I
could not if I would.” .

“But can you really witness you were
to have been with Mrs. Sparkleton at
Madame Millefleurs, with some lace,
Charity?” said Midas. ¢ Only say that!.
I know I cart believe you, and so will
other people *too,—every, one will believe
what you say, and know,that it is all my
sister’s mad jealpusy about the rest.”

All the actors in this stormy scene
turnegl simultanecusly towards Charity
Green, one imploringly, one defyingly, one
scornfully, one iN intense Curiosity, #nd

‘expectation. But with all the goodness
and compassion of her nature, Charity
felt that she ought not and could not utter

. . N2
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this falsechood. She did, howevey, what
she could to varnish and cover Mrs. Spar-
kleton’s indiscretion.  “ I knuw very well,
at least,” she said, “ that they were to
meet about some money matters. Madame
Millefleurs declared that Lord Fitzhauton
paid her bill—so he must have money;
and, why should he not lend it to his father-
in-law? Let Lady Fitzhauton allow me to
make peace between them, and get him to
lend the three thousand pounds the alder-
man wants.” ,

“ Do you think it would be possible,
Charity, there’s a dear girl?” exclaimed
Mrs. Guilibull,, and even the .almost
despairing merchant raised his hcad, and
looked at her with oyvakened interest and
hope. “ -

« No, it is not possible, mamma, pnless
he cpmes $o me of his own accord, and on
histbended kriees! He wifl be wanting me.
to promise to forgive Mrs. Sparkleton,end
not expose her, --whxch I will to the
utmost. Besides, he” "hes no money,—I
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know that very well: he is always com-
plaining of want of money; and why
ought I todeprive myself and my husband
of our money to kecp up a grand business
for Midas? DPapa don’t care about it—I
am sure he must be tired of working now
—and let Midas make a fortune for him-
self, as he did!”

“I am bankrupt indeed now.- 1 did
not know the meanness of my children’s
hearts, and how %ittle they cared for me.
until now!” said the alderman, folding
his arms in a mood of absolute despéir.

¢ Oh, cousins, you ought to try and do
- something for him, sincg he has done so
much for you,” ejaculaged Charity, no
longer able to rgpresgher feelings.

“ And why den’t you do something for
him?) returned Midas, snceringly. “ I am
sure you have a precious sight more rgason
than any of us, for you wete no relmion
of &is, and he took you in a complete beg-
gar. I know you have the power,—for you
could easily get Mr:' Bagshawe to do any-
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thing—at least, so I hear! And i my
father had three thousand pounds, he
cquld meet his bills, a.nd we $hould-all be
saved.”

“ Do you think you could, Charity, get .
me this loan, in God’s name?” exclaimed
the alderman, starting up with the utmost
vivacity of hope. “ It would save me, if

bu could! I have hundreds of thousands
df pounds locked up in railways, and if I
could only get time, I tould do wonders!
I will pay you twenty per cent., thirty per
cent., anything you like to charge, and 1
will always consider that Isowed my pre-
servation to the kind little orphan I took
into my house, pever dreaming it would
one day prove the angel of it!”

“ And hasn’t your unele always beeh as
kind to you as kind can be, whateyer we
may, have done?” sobbed Mrs. Gullibull;
and rising, sife threw heself with all her
weight and a mighty torrent of tears,énto
poor Charity’y arms, who had great diffi-
culty in supporting the burden, -but who
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most fe\lzvently joined in the manifestation
of emation.

¢ But hg will not lend me the money—
I should not ‘dare ewen to mention such a
sum to him—and Mr. Bagshawe don’t
think anything of me now—I*nave refused
his kind offer,” said Charity, in a voice
interrupted by sobs,

“ Then he is the more likely to It you
have it, because he will think there is a
chance for him—sand tell him my father
will pay him seven per cent.,” exclaimed
Midas. Charity turned from him. with
speechless congempt—but her eye fell then
upon the werking and Wo-begone visage
of her uncle.

Charity had always loved her uncle, and
honoured him in a thh degree. He alone
had been almost yniformly kind and con-
sidefate towards her; she had felt the
least keenly fréng him the-mlsfortuqe of
her, dependent condition. She honoured
him : his enormous wealth had surrounded
him to the imagination of her infancy
wjth a species of mythic grandeur. And
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now this great and kind relative was
almost knecling at her feet, imploring her
to exert a power which she yaguely felt
she possessed, to save him and the magni-
ficent structure of his fortunes from ruin!
Her aunt joined in, with lamentations and
intreaties, in which Charity was too much
affected to discern tilf: large admixture of
the “ludicrous. Even Lady Fitzhauton
deigned to join her cloquence. “ 1 am
quite sure, Charity, thal if you don't, you
will be the most ungrateful wretch that
cever-lived, and every one will think you
sol!” -

What follies poor Charity Green com-
‘mitted in her time!  'We blush to record
that, in spite of every conviction of her
better reason—in spite of the extreyge in-
convenience she foresgw to herself from
making any cffort in such a behalf, with
such a personage, she was finally so far
overcome by the despair and intreatigs of
her relatives, that she promised to make
‘an attempt to obtain the required redemp-
tion-money.
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CHAPT.ER VIIL

It must be confessed that Charity had
no great hopes of® success in the embassy
on which, duly primed with every specics
of promisc and assurance from the alder-
man, she set forth on the afternoon of this
memorable day. Time was of consequence,
and so she consented, though with reluc-
tance, to go on her mission in Mrs. Gulli-
bull’s carriage. »

(Jh(mty had refused numerous invita-
tions to go with Miss Dishnap to.Mr. Bag-
shawe’s house, ‘though the* former &ad
twiqe consented to go to tea, and once to
dinner, won by his importunities. Dut
now she went of her own accord, unasked,
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/
without any very exact knowledge of the
locality, and in a flutter of agitation which
seemed likely to deprive her of- the power
to perform her task very efficiently.

She arrived in the beautiful suburban
villa, which~ Bagshawe had lately taken,
always “for the benefit of his health,”
but - which he had ‘fitted up as if he
certainly did expect it should at some
time be occupied by a young bride, rather
than a middle-aged valetudinary. The
Gullibull coachman found it at last, after
wandering for some time among green
lanes. In: spite of her nervous trepida-
tion, Charity was pleased with the beauty
of the situation, the neatness and elegance
of the little mansion—the trim luxuriance
of the gardens. It was well, hewever,
that she dared not hesitate under the
eyez of the coachman and groom; else
shé€ might have wandertd for a long time
about the house before she would have
ventured to solicit the attention of its
inmates. Her voice did tremble, and
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audibly;. when she inquired at the gate if
Mr. Bagshawe was at home; and when
she heard sthat he was, her heart gave a
violent throb. :

“ What name, ma’am?” asked in return
the staid, respectable, elderly, widow-
looking woman, who, escorted her into a
snug little parlour, handsomely furnished,
with verandahs opening on a charming
view, completely overspread with flower-
ing honeysuckles.®

“Charity Green—Miss Green, if you
please.” The housckeeper disappeared,
with a slightly puzzled look, and Charity
seated herself§ quivering with expectation,
at the window. We do not believe that
she saw the landscapg, although she gazed
over it very atteatively; but she listened,
as 1f yer whole soul was in her ears, to any
sound of approaching footsteps.» Bup the
list slippers of the housek&eper left® no
echges, and she only it was who re-entered
the apartment. -The woythy woman’s
countenance was changed in a few minutes,
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and there was a very marked ex’pression
of severity and propriety in it, which did
not escape Charity’s notice. *

“ Master says he is busy reading, Miss,
and can’t be disturbed. He don’t seem
to know much of you,” said the house-
keeper, in a tone as glry as if she had the
remainder biscuit after a voyage sticking,
in her throat.

“Qh, then, I'd better—go,” said Charity,
rising, in the utmost confusion; and the
housekeeper stood with the door in her
hand, as if she thought so too, when Mr. -
Bagshawe’s voice was awdible, calling
down the stairs—*“1 say, ¢Elizabeth! if
it’s a Miss Greep that wouldn’t come to
tea with me the other day, I know her—
you can let her come up+t” -

“ Yes,I'm the Miss Green—that wouldn’s
comg to tea the other day,” said Charity,
eagerly ; and theastonishied matron, looking
as if she thought all was not right—looking
almost as if she meant to give warning the
next day, on account of the impropriety—
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led the yay to Mr. Bagshawe’s drawing-
room—still snugger—still prettier!—only
that Charity Was in too much trepidation to
obscrve anything but the master himself.

“Oh, so you have shaken off the old
woman, and come by yourself? That's
right | —Elizabeth; we, don’t want you!—
dont be frightencds this lady might at
one time have been mistress both of you
and me, in an honest way—so put your
virtue by for the#resent,” was Mr. Bag-
shawe’s greeting. “ Well, Charity, what
were you looking for in those flelds
yonder? Hadeyou dropped a, pin there
in the grasselast midsymmer? I was
watching you all the time from this
* window, and I gaw how sorry you were
when you found I was not at home!”

“ Y‘es I was very sorry, sir; I had
business of the greatest importance,—I
wanted to borrow* some mohey of yom,”
saidharity, with hesitation.—Bagshawe’s
whole face brightened up.

- “How much?—a shilling?” he said,
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drawing out his purse, and producing the
coin; “or is that toomuch ?—is it oneof the
new threepenny bits, as they' call them?”

“No, sir; I come” to borrow—I want
to borrow—I am sent to borrow—three
thousand pbunds !” said Charity, herself
starting at the sound of the words.

“ Three thousand pounds!—well done!
Make it the whole seventeen thousand at
once,—but then you must take me into
the bargain,” replied" Mr.. Bagshawe,
without, however, discomposing a muscle.
“ But, of course, that is what you mean;
and I am quite ready on iy part. Iam
sick of a bachelor life, ard this house
wants a mistress wonderfully !”

“Pray do not joke with me, sir—I am
quitc in earnest; I want three thotisand
pounds—to save alderman Gullibu]l, my
poor uncle, from destruction !” said Charity,
with great eafmestness.* « He only wants
that in ready money to save all his enor-
mous fortune! Do lend it to him!”

“Who told you so?” said Bagshawe,
still quite calmly. .
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“ He $old me so himbelf, and I—believe
him!” said Charity, bursting into tcars.

“ Then d *don’t, my good girl; if he
sent you on this errand to me, it is all up
with him,” replied Bagshawe. “But I
don’t like to see you cry, neither, unless
through some fault,of my own,—and I
should like to malie you cry to prove
that I could affect you in any mannen!
Don't cry, Charity—for I tell you the
game is re"ularly up with old Gullibull.
There is a complete panic in the share
market,—it is in a fever, which in 4 few
days will reaclt a crisis most likely to end
in the death of the patiegt!”

“ But he says himself, three thousand
pounds will saye him—and he ought to
know,” said Chazity Green.

“ I know his affairs, then, better than he
does h1mse1f for I know that nejther
three thousand, “nor five thousand,enor
evey twenty thousand,-can save him! It
could only protract his rpin for a few
weeks,” replied Bagshawe; and in proof
of,this statement he described to Charity
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the sudden and endrmous fall which had
taken place in the railway markets, in-
volving what were well knowws to be the
alderman’s favourite speculations. Ru-
mours of defalcations—of unfair dealings
with stock—of false dividends, were rife,
he said, which betokened the speedy
bursting of the great bubble of the nine-
ieenth century.

But Charity, faithful to her mission
and her promises, contitiued to plead the
alderman’s assurances, and to urge his
great prospects in the grain market, if he
could only meet his immediate exigencies.
Bagshawe overrpled this argument, by
‘4patching up a paper, and reading the
last Mark-lane quotationg, which proved
a certain decline in that<produce, cven to
Charity’s unbusiness-like comprehéhsion.

“ And what have they done for you that
yous should be so muth concerned for
them?” he said at last. “Turned gou
out; encouraged their son to maltreat you
in the most shameful manner; and now—
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is there wot a drop of gall.in your whole
composition to make ¢ oppression bitter,’
and revenge Sweet ?”

He looked with so much tenderness and
admiration at Charity as he_spoke, that
the poor girl herself half unconsciously
perceived and used her power. = She re-
minded Bagshawe of his former friendship
to the Gullibull family—of all he had
taught Midas to expect from him—and

urged upon him the great percentage the
alderman was willing to give for a sum to
relieve him from his difficultics. * That
only makes it the more certaih he don't
mean to pay;’ he replied, shortly and
snappishly. “ But, I suppose, you think -
me the most maercenary old wretch pos-
sible?—And so I %m, in general !—still, if
I thought he could tepay me, I should not
hesitate a moment. But mmk 1y words
—he never can—if will only'be a pailof
wateg thrown into a bottomless gulph.”

“ Oh, yes, he will—he will pay you; I
am certain of it!” responded Charity.

VOL. IIL 0 )
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“ Will you be his bondswoman?” said
Bagshawe, suddenly. “T'll tell you -what
I'll do; and if you believe yoarself, you
can’t hesitate. Promise you will marry
me if old Gullibull don’t pay me in six
months, and I'll lend you the moncy.”

Charity felt at onse ashamed to assent,
and ashamed to refuse assent, to this pro-
position. It would look as if she did not
believe herself, on the one hand; as if she
were endeavouring to lire a man who had
behaved so generously and kindly to her,
into a snare. On the other, to engage
hersclf to *marry as a splcics of forfeit,
shocked all her feelings; but then, again,
the cvents of the day—his insensibility to
disgrace—had completed the ruin of Midas
in her good opinion ; while, on the contrary,
Mr.Bagshawe never losked solittlé ugly—
in fact, sb amiable, and even attractive, as
on‘this occasion, when “he warmth of the
passion which animated him had /n a
manner transfigured his whole appearance.
The most powerful motives urged her to
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consenty—and, after a brief, internal hesi-
tation; consent she did.

“ Then J *hope he will never pay me,
and I will set about lending it as fast as
possible,” said Bagshawe, quite joyfully.
“ Fourteen thousand pounds!—We can
live very well upon that, for we shall not
have a very large family. Charity!” he
continued, with great animation, “1 shall
consider you very cheap at threc thousand
pounds! You céhmot think how lonely I
am without you; I never found myself
lonely before, though I have been ndiser-
able all my life! In the firstsplace, they
made me ansattorney against my will;
and necessity, and then greediness, com-
pelled me to practice my trade. Imagine
what my sufferings must have been, for I
had always a degree of conscience even at
the ﬁcight of my practice! And it gave
me such a confodnded ill dpinion of*all
mankind—and womankind to boot—that
until I saw you, I did not, belicve there
was anything honest or natural left under

. 02
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the sun!—Let me have you, and I wish
Midas joy of his Mrs. Sparkleton!”
* Charity coloured decply; ‘ske had not
mentioned a word about the recent dis-
covery; but she was at the moment too
much affected with her singular lover's
generosity, to attempt dlssuadmg him
from, indulging in his hopes. Moreover,
she so carnestly longed to preserve her
uncle from ruin, that she did not venture
to put the means again‘in jeopardy. ~
“Elizabeth!” shouted Mr. Bagshawe,
after a pause—* Elizabeth! bring up the
tea-things+ Miss Green hds come to tea
with me at last
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CHAPTER IX.

It was night when Charity arrived in
town again. Mr? Bagshawe imagined she
was going to Putney, in the carriage; but
she felt an extreme reluctance to appear
there, as if t¢ receive the thanks of her
rvelatives, oreto meet with Midas again.
She therefore scribbled a hasty note, an-
nouncing her specess, which she sent on
to Mrs. Gullibul by the footman, while
she herself made ¢he best of her way to
the Bazaar.

It was almost®closing titne, and ¥iss
Dighnap reccived her young friend with a
coldness, the cause of which she could not
well divine, but soon learned.
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“There’s a fine flourishing Frenchwoman
been after you, I don’t know how many
times, since you went; but I den’t advise
you to keep such acquaintances, Miss
Green! She calls herself Millefleurs, and
seems to make it quite a life and death
affair to sec you to-night. I did not
know_where you had gone; but if I had
known, I should not

As she spoke the words, Madame Mille-
fleurs appeared bustlinig, in a state of
great perturbation, through the stalls,
until she reached the one occup1ed by the
friends.

“ Ah, I see you at last—I hold you!”
she exclaimed, literally seizing Charity as
if to take her prisgner., * Come with
me this moment; I will not relinguish
you again till you come with me!”

¢ Then; madam, whoever you are, I-
shali advise ‘Miss Greeh to do no such
thing,” said Miss Dishnap, stexuly.
“ What do ypu want with her, and who
are you—at this time of night?”
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“Ehequoi! you would kill miladi—
dame de la plus grande qualité I” exclaimed .
Madame Millefleurs, breathlessly. ¢ Come,
Mademoiselle, or Mddame Sparkleton will
kill herself in an access of despair!” '

“Tt is the lady who bought the lace,
Miss Dishnap—but I had much rather not
see her—what can ¥ do?” said Charjty, in
great distress. .

“Ifit is anything about business, Chary,
you had certainfy better not keep the
lady waiting,” said Miss Dishnap. ¢TI
go with you, and Mrs. Grocock will put the
things by for ds to-night.”

“1f she come at all, she come by her-
self!” exclaimed Madame Milleflcurs. “If
she come not, she commit the suicide of
the most beautiest lady in dis world!”

“I will go, them, by myself, though I
can do no good,” sald Charity, yieldipg as
usual to the belevolent ithpulse of her
temper.

“T shall mention it to Mr Bagshawe—
if you do, Miss Green—for I don’t like it !”
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said Miss Dishnap, pettishly; for she was
not pleased at the rejection of her counte-
nance and company. e
- “Twill explain it ail to you by and by,”
replied Chanty, in some dismay.
¢ Oh, non, you must not, you cannot!”
returned Madame Millefleurs; and, having
thus increased Miss Dishnap’s suspicions,
she hurried off Charity, exclaiming, “ Dere
is not time at all to lose everythings!”
Charity scarccly knetv where she was
going, until she found herself in a cab, and
hear Madame Millefleurs direct the driver
to the street wherc Mrs. Sparkleton lived.
Nor could she obtain any very satisfactory
information from the wmodiste for what
purpose she was wanted, during their
transit. . .
~ On arriving, they rwere imnmediately
shown into Mrs. Sparkleton’s drawing-
‘roomx. Charity, who hafl learned to asso-
ciate this lady’s idea only with thoughts
of triumaph and gaicty, was, indeed, power-
fully struck when she first beheld her on
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this interview. She was lying on a sofa,
vainly affecting the unconcern of reading
a novel which was in her hand, by the
light of a moon-shaped lamp extended by
an alabaster Diana over the reading desk.
But the derangement of her usually per-
fect coiffure—her swellen, red-tinged eyes
—her unchanged nforning costumez—con-
fessed the distracted state of her mind.
Charity’s mild and merciful nature was
even painfully afftcted by the humiliation
and shame visible in her once brilliant
rival's whole demeanour—in the sudden
fever that visifed her complexion—in the
almost abjectacaressiveness of manner with
which she received herself! How changed
from the Mrs. Sparkleton who ordered the
lace veils in the thorning!

Charity was soon, however, admitted
into the secret of her own presence in this
fashionable - residence.  Mr3. Sparki®ton
hady heard from Madame Millefleurs the
particulars of Charity’s extraordinary con-
duct immediately before the discovery of
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her interview with Lord Fitzhauton. Her
anxious desire to see her—her intimations
that she came to save her from impending
ruin—had now acquired a weighty signi-
ficance. Mrs. Sparkleton knew not how
to explain this mystery, nor the circums-
stance of Lord Deville’s presence in the
house, which she also learned at the same
time to be a veritable fact. In vain did
Madame Millefleurs assure her that it was
entirely accidental—hef own conscience
and observation suggested otherwise.
Neither could she imagine by what means
Lady Fitzhauton had effetted the detec-
tion. That was obviously not accidental,
since her ladyship had entered Madame
Millefleurs’ house with rage and inquiry
on her lips.

It was equally the interest of both 1ad1es
to ascertain the facts of the dlscovery
Mre Sparkleton was almost in despair for
her own reputation—Madame Milleflgurs
for that of hex house; and the only inter-
rogatible being among this obscure cloud
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of witmesses, appeared to be Charity
Green.

“ Miss Gréen, I am exceedingly glad to
see you. This is excessively kind of you!
but I always saw and thought that you
were of the sweetest disposition,” ex-
claimed Mrs. Sparkleton, clasping Charity’s
hand in both hers, with unfashionable fer-
vour. “You are aware—I wished to sae
you most particularly. You must have
observed the extriordinary and ridiculous
notion Lady Fitzhauton has taken into her
head ?—the most unfounded possible—buat
which really ihight be exaggerated into
some story svhich would make Aer the
laughter and butt of the town. Madame
Millefleurs tells,me—in fact you know,—
you were to havebeen at her house, at that
very time, to show me some laces? I

e the appomtment with yow! I {rust
I may depena upon you —1I bep it
of youas a favour, which I can never suf-
ficiently repay, but which Iwill endeavour
~—that you will satisfy Lady Fitzhauton
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and her family on that point. Tam sure
that in case—in case—that in case of any
public investigation,—for I ‘mey think it
necessary to refutc the scandal publicly—
I can depend upon your doing me the
justice—the Tare justice—which I will re-
pay by ecvery mcams in mry power—to
satisfy all the world—that is, any one who'
may have a right to ask questions on the
subject—of the perfect innocence and
mere business nature of iny interview with
Lord Fitzhauton ?”
A dreadful vision, of the most astute of
modern lawyers “ asking qtiestions” on the
subject—which he does in all such cases,
with such infinite unction and point—
made Mrs. Sparkleton’s last words quiver,
and brought a shower of* tears to heg.eyes.
Charlty was silent. She was affected, it
is tyue, for tears also stzuted to her eyes.
But'the appalling vision of & court of j jus-
tice—of a false oath to be taken in itsgpre-
sence—a false,testimony to be borne—even
the possible injustice to Midas Gullibull—
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rendered it an impossibility for her to
assent to Mrs. Sparkleton’s insinuated
intreaty. oAhd yet she felt most keenly,
that compassion aitd generosity should
have induced her to save her imploring
rival, if it could have been at a less sacri-
fice,—at a sacrifice pf anything but her
own good faith and*conscience. She had
besides a real liking and almost tenderness
for Mrs. Sparkleton, springing from the
mingled goodnessand tendency to admira-
tion of the beautiful and exalted, which
pervaded her character. Still she “ae-
silent. . .

“ Why do you not ansyer, Miss Green?
At least, don’t torture one with this sta-
tuesque silence,” smd Mrs. Sparkleton,
vehemently. “ Wit have they ever done
for you, that yousshould take part with
them? Nothing to what I wilk do, at all
events! Besides, you can bt forced t&say
whgt you know; and you know very well,
you told Madame Millefleurs so—that you
were to wait on me with some lace—at
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the very time when Lord Fitzhayton was
there, looking over my accounts.”

“ I am testimony,” said Mudame Mille-
fleurs, with dignity. - '

“ How else should you know I was
there at all? How clse could you say—
how in the world did. you take it into your
head that to see me then, was—might be
-—to preserve me from ruin!” continued
Mrs. Sparkleton, with cxcessive anxiety.
“ You will be perhaps put on your oath—
you will be obliged to tell people.  Lord
Dasille, surcly—surely, Lord Deville—did
not put tha notion into your head ?”

* No, ma'am, don’t be afpraid of that,”
said Charity, with her peculiar simplicity.
“I will tell you how I knew, and why I
came,—and then you avill see,—that I
cannot bear the testimeny you require.” -

And Charity, very briefly, and as ten-
derly as possible—to spaYe the shame of
her listener, related how she had involun-
tarily overheard the intreaties on one part,
and the final assent on the other, to the
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fatal asgignation. She did not give it that
name, and we doubt if she was even ac-
quainted with the word; but Mrs. Spar-
kleton’s fine complexion burned with
shame, in her perfect conviction that even
the innocent Charity construed the meet-
ing in that light. Charity, indeed, com-
passionately stated,.that she heard it was
to investigate Madame Millefleurs’ ag-
counts; but at the same time, she said, she
was so convincedsof the bad intentions of
Lord Fitzhauton, and that he was a man
who would not: hesitate to take any advan-..
tage to gratifyshimself, that she thought it
was really a, point of duty with her to
follow and endeavour to prevent the in-
terview. .

“ Oh, why did.y6u not tell me all that,
when I spoke to you afterwards? Why
did $ou not put me on my guaxd, then, if
you knew FitzHauton to be so wicked a
man?” exclaimed Mrs. Sparkleton, without
ven%uring to raise her eyes to her lowly
judge,and almost overwhelmed with shame
ang despair.
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“T was too confused—for a long time
1 did not know what to do—for a long
time I thought that perhaps.I had no
tight to interferc,” replied Charity, with
grave reflectiveness of look.  “ I thought
it most probdble that you would feel in-
sulted, 'and deny—I could not myself be-
lieve—until I saw you cnter Madame
Millefleurs.”

“ How I grieve that cver I did,” said
_Mrs. Sparkleton. ¢ Believe me I had the
very best intentions. I meant to remon-
- strege with his lordship—to come to a deci-
sive explanation with him— for I must con-
fess,” sheadded,with something of reviving
triumph in her expression which strangely
saddened Charity, “ I must confess—that
he quite persecuted me with what he
calls his love—his pasgion—and stuff of
that sort.. But, believe me, I never in' the
sllghtest de«rtec encourfged him. And
yet, I can’t believe, dear Miss Green, that
you are one of those “stern path-of-duty’
‘women, who sacrificeeverybody and every-
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thing, to do what they call ‘right? I
really quite throw myself on your merey,
—and besides I will give you a nundred
pounds, if you will ‘convince people,—if
you will only say you were to have been
there at the same time with me.”

“If I will only perjure myself? No,
Mrs. Sparkleton, not for a millionwnot
to save my own existence!” exclaimed
Charity.

“Then I am ufterly lost! What will
the world say to Lady Fitzhauton’s scan-
dalous ravings?’ said Mrs. Sparkleton;
wringing her hahds in despair. °®

“T'll tell you what yow can do to save
yourself—to refute whatever the world or
Lady Fitzhauton gan say,” replied Charity,
in g’n equable tofio—* ¢ youP can mflrl?’y
Mr. Mndas Gullibul! He is willing to
have You still, fow;he has hea,rd the worst
she can say against you, and Says he ddes
mot believe a word of it, and that he will
malry you, if you will marry him !”

“Then I never will,—I never il marry

sYOL, III - P
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the man that could marry me ainder so
degrading an accusation !” exclaimed Mrs.
Sparkleton, with a gleam of. higher and
nobler feeling, to ‘which she was not
‘altogether a stranger. * Miss Green, I
always despised that fellow unutterably
in my heart—Dbut since he is the miserable
scamp you say he is, I would rather die
cthan marry such a wretch! I will defy
everything. I will have my money out
of those detestable Yailways, and that
grasping old Gullibull’s hands, at what-
“sgver loss to myself or to him!”

“Do ot think of Such a thing at
present, madem,” said Charity, much
alarmed, and, singularly enough, deeply
wounded with this contemptuous estimate

_ of the man who had*so greatlp-wronged
her. “You will be sure to ruin both
yoursel{ and him! Iknow he car’t pay
the money-—at least, ‘not so much at
once.”

“Ruin him!—pho, nonsense!'—why,
the alderman is the richest merchant in
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London !—it is only his inordinate greedi-
ness—he has only to sell out,” said Mrs.
Sparkletons ¢ It is absolutely necessary I
should get money just now.—Look, Miss
Green !—as if I were not made sufficiently
uncomfortable by Lady Fitzhauton’s extra-
ordinary behaviour—sjust hear a letter
which I found awaiting me on my re-
turn.” .
And Mrs. Sparkleton took one from the
table, and read tle following document
aloud. ‘
“ Mrs. Skinflintz’s compliments to The
Hon. Mrs. Spafkleton, and will wait no
longer. Mrs. S. has a duty that she owes
to her children, and won’t be humbugged
no more,—has hgard she deals with other
houses, which is ¢tftain ruin, and there-
fore has no compassion, and sees no reason
why “she should, considering her ewn
family is nearest and dea.rest to cvdry-
body, ‘high or low, rich and poor. Be-
sides,, has heard, from pagticular good
authority, that a certain great house is on
. . P2
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the go; and, as the Hon. Mrs. S. would
take her own advice, and never listened
to nobody about sccuritgr *in lending
moneys—and so is' rightly served;—for
its paper iy at a complete discount, and
railroads are certain to go down, and to
be worse than notking for a long time.
Therefore, would fcel much obliged by
Settlement of her little account, as for-
warded—now nearly three dozen times.
And Mrs. Skinflintz wants the money on
mortgage of Longacres—eldest son being
' zﬁ;(‘)ut for to go for to be settled in hfe'
This is t3 give duc notice,—and unless
the other loosevcash is patl over within
three days, Mrs. 8. will be obliged—very
much against her will«-to put iy force
the Bill of Sale, and fake out an execu-
tion against you——qdite contrary fo my
disposition.—But it mgy as well be me as
anybody else,—-and so many bills of yours
being out, there can’t be a doubt qn the
subject. Amd Mrs. S. begs leave to re-
mind the Hon. Mrs. S. that, unless Aer
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promissory note is taken up this very day,
it is an act of bankruptey;—for, as for her
to say she 4s a lady—not a trader, is all
nonsense, even under the new law—it
being quite certain that peoplg are traders,
howeyer grand they may be, that deal in
railway shares,—whieh would be very
unpleasant for a lady to go to prisony and
have her accounts overhauled by a come
missioner—and most likely refused a
certificate, for reckless trading; which
nobody can deny who looks at Mrs.
Sparkleton’s bOOkS—lf she keeps any. So
is obliged to proceed at once.
“ Yeurs respectéully,
“(For Abraham Skinflintz & Co.)
. /“ SARAH SKINFLINTZ.”

“ What is a bill of sale, ma’am? What
does 1t mean ?”’ .%ald Charity, duite sbe-
wildered with this revelation. “And"do
you jeally mean me to understand, ma’am,
that you are embarrassed, too?” ‘

%] am quite ruined, unless I get my
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money back immediately from cld Gulli-
bull—so you sece I must,” replied Mrs.
Sparkleton. “I don’t exactly’know what
a bill of sale can do—but I believe she
has one,—and: cvery onc knows what an
execution is!” .

“But you canndt have the money,—
you must not try, or you will drive them
to despair, and they will not mind what
they say of you then!” said Charity, quite
bewildered with this new gulph of ruin,

_opening beneath the tottering pile of her
uncle’s fortunes.

“ They will not dare to say anything—
since Lord Deville knows* nothing—was
there by accident—I can manage them
finely!” said Mrs. Sparkleton, resuming
much of her wonted animation of $pirits.
“I will let Lady Fitzhauton know that,
if she says anything about me, I will tell
all' T know about Lord Deville and her!
I know they were carrying on a jmost
desperate fliftation together!—I have a

'letter that will prove it. I daresay I
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might perhaps turn the tables upon them
—and with perfect truth! Perhaps Lord
Deville wgs® not quite so accidentally
at Madame Millefleurs, when her ladyship
arrived, as he would have us to think!
Most likely not! Don't looK so petrified,
Miss Green!—you dgn’t half know what
I know; and if they drive me to despair,
.—and I have your evidence besides, that
you overheard us, and that it was a
strictly business affair—a meeting strictly
about an account!”

“I can witness no such thing, Mrs.
Sparkleton, unless I perjure myself—un-
less I palter with my _conscience, and
affect to believe that the words only
meant what they sounded,” returned
Charity, with indignation. “ And for a
lady, too, who intgnds, out of revenge, to
beaf false witness agamst the woman she
has injured!” * .

“ It is not false!” replied Mrs. Sparkle-
ton; with animation; and really there was
so much that was blamesble in Lady
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Fitzhauton’s demeanour—so much that
was certain in Lord Deville’s character
and pursuits, that she madé qut’a very
palpable case against her rival, even in
the reluctant Judglnent of Charity Green.
Mrs. Sparklefon was easily carried away
“by her own ideas; and once in speech, she
hesitated little on what she said or re-
vealed to carry conviction to an auditor.
Chfulty found, with silent but deep
emotion, almost akin to “horror, that Mrs.
Sparkleton had never entertained much
.doubt of the viscount’s unlawful views on
his friend’s .wife, even while affecting to
pay his court to herself.

“It was a mere trick to deceive Fitz-
hauton—I am convinced of it—and always
suspected it,” continuécz Mrs. Sparkleton.
#So I will have my money in—I*have
seventy thousand pounds worth of fail-
waycshares—and I'll give'you a little for-
tune, Miss Green—and if anybody dares
to speak a word against me, they shall fot
do it with 1mpumty' I want you to tell
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Lady Fitzhauton that /—Stupid as she is,
I suppose she will not yet have let her
abusive topgle loose!”

“Oh, what a noise she make in my
house! I would rather set it on fire in-~
stead!” cjaculated Madome Millefleurs.
But this fine fabric of hope, raised in an
instant by the calenture of a warm jmagi-
nation, was destined to suffer as sudden gn
overthrow.

Mrs. Sparklcton was yet uttering these
words of self-consolation, when the voice
of Miss Scurmucheon was heard on the
stairs. * Oh, XMrs. Sparkleton is always
at home to mg—and I copne on most par-
ticular business!”

“ What can she want ?—Madame Mille-
fleurs, I will see y6u again early to-mor-
row about this foolish business,” said Mrs.
Spafikleton; “I_have no doubt I ghall
prevail on Mish Green—what can sthe
horrid old creature want?’ -

“MWell, dear Mrs. Sparkleton !—I am
80 glad to sec you still herc!” exclaimed:
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the “ horrid old creature” as she came in,
. and Madame Millefleurs ghded out. “I
‘really am!” .

“You surprise me, Miss Scurmucheon,
this is my usual residence in town,” re-
plied Mrs. Sparkleton, resuming her com-
posure. “I have a headache, it is true—
and that is why I desired to be excused
from company—and why I am still in a
morning dress.” '

“ Well, then, it can’t--it can’t be true!”
exclalmed Miss Scurmucheon, apparently
much astonished.

« Very likely—if you hdve any news'
that is, there arg such foolish stories told
now-a-days !—They have nothing else to-
put in the papers,” replied Mrs. Sparkle-
ton, very calmly—andVerymuch agitated.

* “Oh, you are so severe—and it'is un-
kind of you—for I left my tea scafcely
tasted, to corfie off and lgarn all about it
—for if it is true, or thought so, Jou
know—one won’t be able to see you again,
perhaps for some time!” replied Miss
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Scurmucheon, with an excessively prim
look. “I hope, of course, it is not true, -
for my néphew’s sake—in fact, I cannot
believe it!”

“What is the matter?-—Am I to be
invisible, or you to go blind, Miss Scur-
mucheon?”’ said Mes. Sparkleton. “I
really can’t make oiit what you mean.”

“Both, perhaps! But I am glad, in-
deed, my dear, you don’t understand me,”
replied Miss Scufmucheon, seating herself
with an affectionate look. “I am so
glad !—Pray, who is that young person
with you? I have been so agitated ever
since !—May onc speak before her?”

“ Certainly—it is Miss Green, Alderman
Gullibull’s niece !” :

“ Alderman G@ilibull’s niece '—Thank
goodness, I feel so relieved!” exclaimed
Miss Scurmucheon, but without at all
communicating the feeling. * « Mrs. (lack-
mapnan was kind enough to bring me the
paper, though she is scarcely ever able to
leave her house, she is such an invalid!
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It is one of the evening papers—she takes
«in the evening papers as well—(poor thing,
she has so little to amuse her,")-'—as if she
were a gentleman. Initials, of course—
I knew it could not be you—only it is
so pointed. Do look—I brought it with
me. Do look: it is headed, ‘ Extraordi-
nary Affair in High Life!”
¢ Do you mean to—to insult me, Miss
Scurmucheon!” exclaimed Mrs. Sparkle-
ton, losing all her excited complexion.
The fearful rapidity with which the press
-catches scent, and rattles after its prey,
was not unknown to her; and with about
similar emotions to those of a deer in the
folds of a boa-constrictor, the conviction
rushed upon her that her case had actually
already got into the papés! -
“Oh, no, my dear; it is not you, you
know.—it is only somebody clse—do hear,
though—and sée if I was not reasonably
alarmed!” replied Miss Scurmucheon,
eagerly. ‘Here is the paper—Dear me!
where is it? And I underlined it, too!—
Extraordinary Affair in High Life—"
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“ Pho, pho; an old maid’s charity to
some orphan or another found out to
be very natiiral ?” interrupted Mrs. Spark-
leton, desperately. °

“¢An affair, Mrs. Sparkleton, ‘an
affair,’ ” read Miss Scurmuchcon, no way
naoved to mercy by this innuendo. “*¢An
affair likely to create a sensation,in the
highest circles, and to come under the cqg-
nisance of our ecclesiastical courts, is said
to have met witlt an unlucky dénouement
this afternoon. A fair widow of gay
notoriety——'"

“ No, it is hot notoriety!—it is cele-
brity!” inteprupted Mrs, Sparkleton, who
was also most anxiously perusing.

“Yes, yes; but it makes no difference
—*residing not a'flundred miles from dash
—street, dash—square, is said (Zs said,
thahk Heaven, jt don’t speak positively!)
18 said—to be’ very disagheeably impli-
cat:ed! The Lothario is a military noble-
man more famous for his schievements in
the fields of Venus than in those of Mars.
It ds said that the discovery has happened
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very inopportunely to prevent a mar-
* riage which was on the tapis between the

fashionable widow and a distinguished

viscount. The injured wife—-'"

“ Miss Scurmucheon !” interrupted Mrs.
Sparkleton, with passionate vehemence.
“Miss Scurmucheond if you come to my
own heuse to insult me—-"

4 ¢ The injured wife’ ” persisted Miss
Scurmucheon, in an exalted tone. * ¢ The
injured wife ! —has retired to the bosom
of her family, who are, we learn, of the
highest monetary importance, so that-the
services of the gentlemen of the long robe,
which we hear are already, engaged, are,
likely to receive a liberal recompence!
There now! did you eveg! Did you ever
know anything so like? Was I not justi-
fied in entertaining the most serious eppre-
hensions ?”

«q don’t kow—but what has all this
got to do with me?” replied Mrs. Spar-
kleton, resolutely hindering herself

fainting away:
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“ Why, really, my dear, whether it is
you or not, you ought to bring your action ,
against the*paper,” returned Miss Scur-
mucheon. “ I never saw such a shame ;—
of course there can’t be any truth in it. But
at least, if I were you, I reaﬂy would write
to the editor that it is not you—else every
body will cut youpand—I shall be very
sorry, but I shall be obliged to do as ot}er
people do.”

“ If one brought actions against all the
people who talk scandalously of one, you
would be the most litigious woman living,
Miss Scurmucieon !” returned Mrs. Spaxr-
kleton. “ But if I bring any action at
all, it shall be against you, for having the
1mpertmence even to imagine that this
paragraph in any Svay relates to me.”

“ Well, don’t be ‘angry, my dear, dear
créature—I really did it entively tp put
you on your kuard,” said Miss Scur-
mucheon. “T would advise you to be seen
evérywhere arm-in-arm with Lady Fitz-
hauton but I am sorry to say I positively
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have ascertained she has guarrelled with
her husband and gone home to her
friends. 1 dare say it will all clear up
satisfactorily. I dare say itis Lady Fitz-
hauton’s fault somehow or another—there
is such a total want of judgment in that
set. You remember what age her foolish
cousin quessed me to be'!—and indeed, the
whole family, if they had not half a million
of money, are little better than brutes.
Do go to the Opera with: her ladyship this
very evening—do, pray.”

“ Tl sce about it—yes, I think I will,”"
said Mrs. Sparkleton, somewhat dreamily.

“ Do, there’s g dear creatyye, and don’t
look so gloomy. I'll go and tell every one
it is not you—the brutes), I felt certain,
directly I read it, it coitld not be you; and
so. I told Mrs. Clackmannan, but ghe is
such an obstinate woman. I often warned
my rephew (Le'll do me the justice to own
that!) he ought not to show such very
pointed attentjons to people in public.
Not that there was any harm in them—but
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for his own sake as well as yours. I sup-

.pose if the truth were known, Lady Fitz-
hauton kashag some foolish fit of jealousy,
and caused all this disturbance ?”

“I don’t know—it is very likely—I
think she did do something very foolish,”
murmured poor Mrs: Sparkleton.

“ Well, but really’ my dear. Mrs.« Spar-
kleton, if you will allow me as an oM
friend to mention it,” observed Miss Scur-
mucheon, in a very kind and confidential
tone—* people do say—1I tell it you all for
your own good—that you do lead an ex-
ceedingly vivacious life, for an tnprotected
woman; and ,the frightful multitude of
visitors to your house——"

“ Does not cause the frightful solitude
in yours, Miss Scufmucheon!—you have
no right to compkin of them!” inter-
rupt®d Mrs. Spagkleton, her spirit reviv-
ing with indignation and despair.

“But if you will give me authority
—1I Rnow that people will be scandalous—
bu " returned Miss Scurmucheon.

VOL. 1L Q
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“ How can I hope to escape, when even
your perfections do not?”’ again inter-
rupted Mrs. Sparldeton. .

“ Why, what does ‘anybody say of me?
—1I defy anybody to say of me what they
do of you, Mrs. Sparkleton !” replied the
old maid, vehemently.

. “Well, merely for>your good, I'll tell
you!” said Mrs. Sparkleton. “ They say
that you always win at cards—are a judge
of cordials—that your charity is only
decent swindling—and if you were not a
lady, by birth at least, would have taken
you to the treadmill long" ago I’

“You honour me, madam!” exclaimed
Miss Scurmucheon, turning very yellow.

“Not in the least, I do assure you!—
I have no respect whitever for you, nor
has anybody else that ever knevwg you "
replied Mrs. Sparkleton.

“Well, I lave certamly no great desire,
to-be an object of respect with ladies in
your position, Mrs. Sparkleton!” “said
Miss Scurmucheon, rising.  * Still, Imust
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say, I don’t think it very good policy to
quarrel with persons who might other- «
wise, for the sake of their own relatives,
have given a certain gloss to the affair!
But you are the best judge!—and, how-
ever matters turn out, I hope Lord Deville
won’t hear of it, or,I should fear—men
are such undistingttishing brutes——"

“ That Miss Scurmucheon has remained
so the greater part of a century!” inter-
rupted Mrs. Sparkleton.

“ There must be a great deal in it, or
you would not be so much out of temper,”
returned Miss® Scurmucheon, fiercely.
‘ All 1 hope js, that my ,poor nephew—1I
must go and see him now directly !”

“ Lose no time, then—I do not desire
to detain you in niy house, nor ever again
to see you in it!"s said Mrs. Sparkleton,
whé had now cqmpletely lost her temper.

“I don’t know that it will be Yery
respectable to visit you in it, at any
future period,” replied Miss Scurmucheon;
“and I must now say, that I have mno

. Q2
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doubt this unhappy paragraph is entirely
founded on fact—for people never get
.into such passions about lies]" «

“ Leave my house ! was all Mrs. Spar-
kleton could utter; but the words, pro-
nounced in the highest tones of female
passion, rcached ears.for which they were
not intended—Kkilled two birds with one
stene.

“T shall not leave your house, as you
call it!” replied anothér voice—also a
female one—on the exterior. “I shall
not leave your house, mum, or, perhaps, I
shall not find it so easy to enter it again!”

The door flew. open, and «admitted the
widow of the late Abraham Skinflintz and
Co., with another personage who might be
considered the embodiment of the vaguely
grand ideal contained <n that mysterious
abbreviatton—Dbeing a sheriff’s officer.
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CIIAPTER X.

“ Mrs. SkiNFLINTZ !—and you will 5ot
leave my house !—what is the meaning of
this insolence?® exclaimed Mrs. Spar-
kleton, retreating at once in tones and
attitude before this new apparition.

“ Mrs. Skinffintz—and I will not leave
this house uptil I have put somebody in
to keep it, what's perhaps quite as able
as the finest Jady in the world. M.
Girdiron, take pdssession in the Queen’s
name, and show the lady the hexecution,
that she may e certain all's wight,)’ re-
plied the money-lender. **It’s for rather
a sizeable sort of a debt; rather over than
under weight, I should thjnk, and [ am
only a acting, mum, as I told you I
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should, on the Bill of Sale, though I

+ didn’t quite say when, for fear you should
make a moonlight bolt of jt.. My poor
late husband had two' cases of it, and mis-
fortunes makes one cautious.”

“ T don’t want to give no more trouble
than I can help,—don’t put yourself in
a fluster on my account. I like always
to, make myself agreeable wherever I go,
and I've been in very good houses before

_this—ha, ha!” said the fegal functionary
appealed to. He was a tall, baldheaded
man, with a famished, undertaker look,
in a shabby-genteel suit' of black, cloth
boots, and with. a peculiar. mouth, cut
down deeply on both sides, so as to ex-
press a habitude of misery, not at all con-
tradicted by the short, self-derisive laugh

with which he concluded most of hw sen-
tences. -

“Dear me! whai is the matter?” ex-
claimed Mi1ss Scurmucheon. “ You don't
mean to say, pcople, whoever you ‘are,
that you are levying an execution %ere?”

“ I do, indeed, mum; I've stood it
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long eénough ; I gave Mrs. Sparkleton due
notice. I never do nuffin harsh; but I
can’t stary¢ my own flesh and blood te
keep grand people.in pomp and pride!”
returned Mrs. Skinflintz. “ Now, Mr.
Girdiron, if you please, slr, we'll com-
mence the hinvéntory!” 4

I shan't be long about it, ma’am; so
don’t let my presence be any hindrance.
Ilike always to make myself agreea.ble,
—ha, ha!—If you've company, ma’am,
'l begin at the bed-rooms, ha, ha !”—said
Mr.. Girdiron, very politely, while Mrs.
Sparkleton stated at the group in un-
uttered and unutterable consternation.
“No fear of one of them nasty accom-
modations, here; that’s the beauty of
being in a lady s house, or a gent’s!”

“ Why, dear me, Mrs. Sparkleton -1
always understood you had a vyhole mint
of money in mﬁways ?—Almost a hundred
thousand pounds!” exclaimed Miss Scur-
micheon, turning in amazement, mingled
with triumph, to that la,dy .

& And they are not worth a hundred
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thousand snaps of my finger!” returned
Mrs. Skinflintz, doing her best to express
the value of the commodity’ bv a multi-
plication of the sounds indicated. “IT
wouldn’t make my fingers ache for them,
if I could get them at the price !—Look at
the market this morning—and look what’s
coming into it! All old Gullibull’s, I'l
be sworn, in a few hours—and there’ll be
a.regular panic and smash-up everywhere
—and shares won't be avorth the paper
they are printed on!”

“You don’t mean that!—You must be
mistaken,—the woman is surely raving!”
said Miss Scurmucheon, turmng yellower
still. 1t is only a momentary fluctua-
tion in the market—Mr. Lawless told me
's0, and he is corifidential agent to cvery-
body, I do belicve!” |,

“ Mr. Jawless!—why, everybody that
don’#: live laid up in lavender knows that -
he bolted this very morning, and that his
name’s up as a Lame Duck!” said Mrs.
Skinflintz, with inexpressible scorn at this
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ignorance. “ Where do you live, mum,
not to know that?”

“ ‘Bolt@d.’" a ‘lame duck?’” repea.ted
Miss Scurmucheon,.vacantly. “ Why, he
had all my money out of the three-per-
cents to invest for me!—"

“Then he’ll invest;it for you in dancing-
girls and loo, over the water, in Ameriky,
if they've got any,” replicd Mrs. Skin-
flintz. “ But you don’t mean, mum,
acshally for to say, that you was so grassy-
green, at your age, as to trust a fellow
that hadn’t anything in the whole world
to trade upon But his own brass?”

Mrs. Skmﬂmtz was mjstaken. Lawless
had an unbounded and inexhaustible stock
in trade—the credulity of mankind!

“I'l go to his office directly!—You
must be mistaken ly—He was recommended
to ‘me by Alderman Gullibull—and he is
on terms of the greatest intimacy avith
Mr. Humson himself !”

® Well, and haven't yoy heard what s
come out about Mr. Humson himsclf?”
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returned Mrs. Skinflintz, with a tart laugh.
. He ma.y well be worth a million of
money, if he buys everything, ard pays for
nuffin!—If you’re ir Ais lines, mum, I
ghould think you are as thoroughly done
as this poor lady here herself!”

“ I must go and see Mr. Lawless—it is
quite impossible ! said Miss Scurmucheon,
bewilderedly.

% It is rather late to go and sce a gentle-
man, Miss Scurmucheor., for a woman of
your.infinite propriety,” said Mrs. Sparkle-
ton, speaking for the first time since the
entry of her distinguished 'guests— espe-
cially a man of Mr. Lawless's character—
which I have heard very lately—and I
certify to you, he is a fellow not worth a
straw! And believe me—notwithstanding
Mrs. Skinflintz’s extraordinary pgecipit-
ance—I do not imagine myself in so Hes-
perste a position as you are!—In fact,
I am positive that I have only to write to
Alderman Gullibull—to relieve myself of
the presence of these people! And as to
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the alderman being in any danger—the
bare idea of a man of his enormous wealth .
failing—is tqo preposterous to be enter-
tained for a moment!” 4

“ Two of his bills was dishonoured this
afternoon!” replicd Mrs. Skinflintz, whose
connexions with the tribe of Israel enabled
her to obtain very® early intclligence on
such matters. ,

“But a gentleman has lent him the
money—I know, 1 saw—he will have three
thousand pounds to-morrow morning!”
interposed Lharlty Green, with energy.

“ Why, if he has backers, for what I
know, %e mgy get over it,” replied Mrs.
Skinflintz, eyeing the speaker with infinite
suspicion and doubt in the cxpression of
her countenance. ¢ But Lawless's game
is up, and no misteke!”

% T must go.and see him, late or cagly!”
exclaimed Miss Scurmuchedn. “ Car? any
one get me a cab?—or, ‘dear Mrs. Sparkle-
ton, could you,—would you lend me your .
carriage?”
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“No I couldn’t, wouldn’t—will not,
will not!” returned dear Mrs. Sparkleton,
passionately. “ Go as you came, and
tell what lies you please of me every-
where!” S

“ T have only to tcll the-truth of you,
madam, everywhere, and—I will!” re-
turned, Miss Scurmucheon, with revenge-
ful fury, while Mrs. Sparkleton, quite as
vengefully, rung the bell for a servant
to show her out. .

A footman answered much more quickly
than might have been expected. In fact,
he was just at the door, hstening—as was
his duty,—to himself—for things looked
very suspicious, and he was owed about
two years wages, not to mention that he
had found himself in bouquets and gloves
for the last month. It is truc e was
alloyed, .in recompence, fo neglect ‘nalf
his dusiness, and plunder everything but
the plate-chest, without his mistress daring
to complain., The careless, impullent
manner in which he now entered, showed
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that he had overheard something germane
to the matter.

¢ Show Migs Scurmucheon out!”

“ Yes, ma'am—and I'll be obliged by
-your having the goodness to pay my
flower-man tlus little bill—the fellow’s
below—and is become quite "portunate!”
said John, with dighity, and producing a
dirty, greasy slip of paper from a pocket
which, at other seasons, he would not
have dared to seem to possess,—but still,
unable quite to overcome the instinct
of flunkeyism, handing it on a silver
salver. )

“ Even my, footman!”,cxclaimed Mrs.
Sparkleton, yielding to this last anguish of
degradation, and throwing herself in an
hysteric passion of grief on one of her

beautifully-embroidered ottomans, after
~ dashing away hpoth paper and salver. ,

“ Good silver’—and good weight,” said
Mrs. Skinflintz, deliberately -raising the
picct of plate, and biting one of its rich
ornaments with her vice-like tecth, to
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ascertain, by an assay of her own, the
quality of the metal.

“ Poor creature I must go this instant
and see Lawless!” said Miss Scurmucheon,
seizing her gown-tail with an air of deter-
mined resolution, and stalking out of the
room. But John made no cffort to attend
upon the departure, or facilitate the exit
even of so distinguished a visitor.

Now John, in reality, almost loved his
mistress. Ie was proud—almost senti-
mentally proud—to wear the livery of so
beautiful and brilliant, and high-born a
lady. He held his head high among foot-
men, and had had two severe boxing-bouts
on his mistress’s account, in consequence
of the arrogance of demeanour, which he
thought her station authorized him to
assume among the vulgar mass ofghis fel-
lows. ITut he loved himself better &till,
better than all mankind and womankind
to boot, as a true flunkey should; and

‘though much disturbed, and alnost
affected, with his lady’s display of emotion,
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his own dignity was too much ruffled by .
the attendant circumstances to yield to
any such human weakness.

“D—mnn it, if I'l’stand it any longer !—
if 'm not even to be treated like a christen
creature, and yet to be cheated out of my
wages |—if people give themselves such
airfs they should at least be able.to pay
people their wages! SolI give you notize,
ma’am, I'm going to go immediately, the
moment you suft yourself with another
gentleman in my place; and I shall ex-
pect to be paid my wages beforc I quit the
house.” ) :

“ Go this instant!—Let me never see
your impudent face again,” returned
Mrs. Sparkleton, and as she spoke a thun-
dering knock necarly battered down the
street-door, and mestored all the footman
to *the soul of, John, who else 'most de-
cidedly intend€d to treat hi§ mistress $vith
a specimen of native and unadorned
British eloquence. He vanished to answer
the summons, like an unwilling spirit
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compelled to obey some potent magician’s
eevocation.

“ That is either a duke or 2 parvenu,
and I am in no condition to see either!
In heaven’s name, Miss Green, call out
that I am not at home,” ¢jaculated Mrs.
Sparkleton, and Charity ran to the stair-
head to executc the ’command, feeli.ng
indeed that she conscicntiously could.
She returned almost- instantly, looking
rather paler than before."

“I did not say so; it is Mr. Midas
Gullibull,” she observcd in a slightly
faltering tone.

“ Midas!—Is it Midas Gullibull?” re-
sponded Mrs. Sparkleton, raising herself
with a sudden expression.of wender and
hope. “ Mrs. Skinflintz, let me implore
you to leave the room with your'man for
a few minates, and I do not doubt—I'do
not Goubt in the least—that I shall obtain
the moncy to satisfy your nnmedlate
demand.”

Mrs. Skinflintz shook her head incre-
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dulously} but glancing around as if taking
an inventpry with her eye, to satisfy her-
self that n ti).ing could be surreptitiously
rerhoved, she beckoned to Girdiron, and
both withdr&w. .

# Miss Grelen, 1 think, I am sure, I may
confide in you? You will not mention
the circumstatnce of my momentary em-
barrassments tio Mr. Gullibull ?” said Mrs.
Sparkleton; thken, rising, and with a re-
animated look{ &f hope—* The family
have not treatedl you well, T know—1I may
confide in you, ‘é;may I not?—You see the
desperation of m*y affairs—1I declare, 1 do
believe, T heay t*hat abominable bailiff’s
footsfep in my" dressing-room—and 1
hgve made up »°y mind! I must marry
Midas Gullibull—t Shough I would almost
rather die—but if P don’t, I am positively
ruited !” o pz‘-, v -

Charity could oﬁn.ly stare’ for some”in-
stants in utter bewi Jderment, and when
she Ywas about to give vent.to some stag- ,
gering words of remdonstrance, Girdiron
sudtlenly made his re-¢ %nppearance.

VOL. IIL R
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“Tve left my pencil on the sofy, I
think, ma’am,” said the lean long phan-
tom coming quite closes up to Mrs.
Sparkleton, and suddenly stooping as if
he meant to give her a kiss—at least she
—the ﬂattcred beauty and belle of some
seasons, shrunk back, as if s{he dreaded so
unweleome a profanaflon—-he whispered,
“ I an't hard! Thate to be hard on people
as is in misfortune, for I’ve/known what it
is be misfortinate to my own cheek, ha, ha!
—and if T was you, ma’am,—I'm only
giving you advice for yoyr own good, for
in course, it’s no busiyess of mine—I
wouldn’t have much plate jor §nen !—That's
all—I shan’t inquire

‘woman don’t!” and hef glided out again
on tiptoc with a signiffcant wink, and one
of his sardonic inteymal laughs, which
meant to say to eary:;hat could have un-

defstood, “If you like to filch anything
from your credltors, I shall allow you—
for & consideration!"’

“What does thg‘ man mean ?—that I
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should steal my own things?” said the
lady in great surprise ; and before the
question goild be answered, Mr. Midas
Gullibull entered.

Let us do justice to the philosophical
equanimity of temperament Which enabled
Midas to present himself in a costume as
carefully elaborated as in his palmiest
and securest hours' of courtship. The
scent of musk perfumed the air the mo-
ment he drewoutdis handkerchief—which
he did the moment he cntered—his hair
shone with the glossiest profusion of
Kalydors and béarsgredse—the redness of
his whiskers was subdugd with a leaden
comb to a fine purple tint—his waisteoat
and gloves wepe as white as even the
Opera or House of Commons boast in
their snowiest mongents. He had even his
customary flower of rich tints in & button-
hole! He looked like a bridegroom sven
more than & suitor.

But he looked a great deal more asto-
nished and confounded, than became either

R 2
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character—even at the end of the honey-
. moon—when his glance fell, among the
first objects in the room, an Charity
Green.  The suspicien instantly ripened
to certainty in his shabby nature, that
Charity had soucrht an interview with
Mrs. Sparkleton to reveal the desperate
state of his father’s affairs, and perhaps
his own conduct totwards herself. All
Mus. Sparkleton’s confusion of conscious
eulpability—her exaggorated cordiality
of reception—Charity’s cast-down eyes—
were not sufficient to vanquish this
idea. |

“I've come tosce you, Mrs. Sparkleton,
to say that I don’t believe anythmg my
fool of a sister has inventegd against you—
but there’s another of them, I suppose,
has been at me on the.other sidé,” began
thg worthy. “But if that's the case, I
hope you wili not believé /Zer any more
than I do Lady Fitzhauton! And if she
says a word against my father, or tries to
assail his credit in any way, it's actionable,
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—and if he hasn't the spirit to bring
his action "

“T have,nlot mentioned a word against
your father, Midasy nor—against your-
self,” said Charity, in a low sad tone, for
it really grieved her—it “was mnot any
other sentiment now—to see how mean
humanity can be. ¢ And as to hig credit
—if what he told me be true—it is quite
restored : Mr Bagshawe will lend him
the money.” o

“ Lend him the money—and by your
means!—I have been most roguishly
treated, Mrs. Sparkleton, by that old
fellow and this woman—and I don’t care
if I let you know the reason, to put you
on your guard ggainst believing anything
they may invent against me!” said Midas,
greatly irritated with this last signal
beflefit—for he, was satisfied the aid would
be in vain, and felt it as mo much taken
from a hoard he ought to have possessed.

®Do not, Midas!—do ngt at least tell
Mrs. . Sparkleton!” remongtrated Charity '
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—infinitely more for her cousin’s sake than
, her own.

“But I will—I always do what people
I know dislike me wouldn’t like me to
do!—You think to keep a rod in pickle
for me, and to extort money perhaps
every now and then, by shaking it at
me!—Before I fell in love with you,
Mrs. Sparkleton, this artful girl got me
entrapped into a regular promise of mar-
riage! But she has no power to do me
any harm in consequence, for I have
bought her off, and have the papers back,
and presents and everything of that sort,
and am a free ynan to marry whom 1
like: soif you'll marry me, m marry you
as soon as ever you like, and the sooner
_the better; for I want, above all thi‘ngs,
to spite my stupid, greedy sister, and that,
profligaterascal, Fitzhauton, and show‘my
father that I ¢an do without him!”

Mrs. Sparkleton turned, almost with
abhorr&ncebfrgm the utterer of this pas-
" sionate proposal, and with an expression
of very great wonder, to Charity Green. -
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“ Do you admit~—can it really be true
—that your cousin once promised you
ma.rrmge——that he has broken his pro-
mise on my dccount?” she exclaimed.

 He has said so himself—else I should
never have mentioned it; { intended the
secret to have gone into the grave with
myself,” replied Charity, very calmly.

“You are a sublime creature, then !—
the most generous woman I ever met with
—the only gengrous woman I ever met
with—that is, if you care anything at
all about him, or ever did!” said Mrs.
Sparkleton—almost with enthusiasm; for
though not much given to the practice
of the exploded christian virtues, she was
not insensible to the divinity of their
beauty when sfie encountered them.

“ I still wish him to be happy—happy
angd prosperous,” " replied Cha.nty, with a
stifled sigh—ghe deepest, thouglr the
most suppressed, of all the many she had
heaved on Midas’s account. “I wish
the same to you, Mrs, Spa®kleton, and,
therefore”—she intended to have added,
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“and therefore I should wish you to
marry Midas Gullibull,” but the words
stuck in her throat, or rather in her
conscience !

Charity knew, or feared with strong
cause, that ai this moment these two
parties, whose motives to form the most
intimate of human relationships were
chiefly ‘pecuniary—wwere both in a state
of insolvency and ruin. She was con-
vinced in her own mind of the guilty
tenderness entertained for each other by
Lord Fitzhauton and Mrs. Sparkleton;
she knew the certainty: of that actual
culpability—which Midas affected to dis-
believe! Oh, yes, she knew but too well
that she had only to connive at their
mutual ignorance of each other’s true
position to ensure the heawest vengéince
which the most bitter reveries of hatrad
coul«%‘ devise! _She felt it—-and her com-
passionate and tender nature arose in
arms against her, like the serpents of a
guilty cops@ence! She could not utter
the words—but Midas could.
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“ Yes, dear, sweet Mrs. Sparkleton! we
shall both be happy and prosperous all
the rest of dur lives, if you will marry
me dxrectly—-befom my sister can say
anything against you to people!”

Mirs. Sparkleton did not reply—for a
brief but really dreadful pause—to all
expecting her answer. The man she dis-
liked and despised perhaps more than all
other men collectively, offered her, as we
have said, the mest tender and intimate
of human relationships—and she felt that-
she must accept hiin, or prepare to en-
counter the horfors of shame, desertion,
and poverty, in forms which her educa-
tion and habifs rendered the most terrible
of all! .

Charity looked in Mrs. Sparkleton’s
face with a recally, wild earnestness, not
as o the old mournful ballad, 11 * her
heart was like o break,” bu¢ till her WD
seemed very like to undergo that grand,
releasing snap! She earnestly hoped
that Mrs. Sparkleton would pronounce ar=
“ No,” which might spare her further
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conflict, of a strange but rending nature,

_in herself. But, alas! Mrs. Sparkleton
was in too desperate a condition to hesi-
tate long. '

“ Well, sir, since you have the gene-
rosity—I mean, since you do me the
justice, to put an entirely right construc-
tion on an affair which—in short, I am
going immediately to Longacres, and if
you please to follow me to-morrow with
a licence, I'll—” she. paused in very
great confusion, but not quite of the
“ soft-consenting” sort. *

“ Won't I just ! —if I patned the shirt off
my back to get it!” exclaimed the bride-
groom elect, frisking about tvith rapture;
and darting an ireful look at Charity, he
added, in triumph, “ You haven’t done it,
you see, after all, Miss Mischief-maker!”

“But I must do it!” ejaculated poor
Charity, yielding to the-suggestions of
her conscience, after a long effort to with-
stand them—Dbut she had no expericnce

%in the propér means to do it effectually.
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“ Unless you really are fond of each
other, I am sure—I am afraid—it is
almost cegtdip—you will be so enraged
with one another—you will lead a dreadfal
life—and perhaps do wicked things to
spite each other, and go to a bad place
when you die!—And it will be all my
fault if I don’t owrt—if I don’t tell you,
Mrs. Sparkleton,—that my uncle is very
likely to turn bankrupt, and then Midas
will have next tenothing—"

“You wicked creature, how can you
state such a falschobd !—But I have told
you, Mrs. Sparkleton, her reason,” inter-
rupted Midas. Mrs. Sparkleton looked
curiously agﬁa,st. ‘

“ And if T dgn’t tell you, Midas,” con-
tinued Charity, in excessive distress,
“that Mrs. Sparkleton cannot pay her
debts—would be a bankrupt, tqo, if she
were not a lady—that there is an execu-
tion in the house, and that the woman
thdt has put it in says, that Longacres is
all mortgaged to her!”
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It was now Midas's turn to look thunder-
struck—which he did with almost as strik-
_ing an cffect as ever won the acclamations
of the gods in a public theatre, and cer-
tainly with a great deal more fidelity to
nature than ever was witnessed onaprivate
stage before. Charity’s character for
truthfulness and integrity was so power-
fully impressed even upon those who
most affected to doubt both, that Midas,
in spite of a most resolute effort, could
not bring himself to doubt the evi-
dence of what he heard from her lips.
Mrs. Sparkleton’s dismayed and corifused -
silence was in itself a sufficient attes-
tation. )

“Is it true?—can it possibly be true,
Mrs. Sparkleton?” at last he gasped
forth.

“ A temporary—quite a temporary in-
convenience, ‘Mr. Gullibuil,”—responded
Mrs. Sparkleton, not very collectedly.
“But I trust your motives for honoufing

“¥iue with the proposal you have—"




OR, THE DAYS WE LIVE IN. 253

“And is there a mortgage on Long-
acres —Didn’t you borrow six thousand
pounds of ,iie to buy more land to it?”
vociferated Midas, growing frantic with
the accumulation of his wrongs.

“T borrowed six thousand pounds—
but your father, sir,—your father appro-
priated it, I believe, to the payment of a
call upon his shares and on mine—which
would elsc have been forfeit,” said Mrs.
Sparkleton, exceedingly frightened with
his tone and manner. .

“Then you arc a pair of the most
consummute, chéats that ever disgraced
humanity, and you ought to be put in
the pillory side by side!” shouted Midas
—and he had ggod strong lungs. “ You
are the most infamous woman, I do
believe, that evey breathed; the most
heartless, unfeeling, vain, unpﬁncil)led,
worthless coquette in all England, oy in
all the world! And I now thoroughly
belitve all that my sister says about you
and that vile scamp of au aristocratie™
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swell she has married, except that I
believe you are the worse of the two,
and she thinks her husband is; and
sooner than marry you I will marry a
woman off the streets,—or this great,
staring simpleton, Charity Green!”

“ (0, God'!—that I had at least some
one left in the world, with a sufficient
respect for me, to kick this insolent scoun-
drel out of my house!” exclaimed Mrs.
Sparkleton, in a paroxysm of rage and
despair; and lo, as if passion possessed
some spell to summon its ministers, Lord
Fitzhauton entered the chamber on the
words, with a look and manner already
sufficiently gloomy, but quickening under
the influence of the sounds which saluted
his ears, as if with the forked dartings of
a tgmpest.

“ Insolent scoundrel, indeed! Does this
fellow dare to offer you auy affront, Mrs.
Sparkleton, on my account?” exclaimed
his lordship, considerably mistaking" the

““6ause of the quarrel, but not the less
irritated on that account. - '
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“ In the vilest, the most unspeakable
manner! —and yourself, too, Fitzhau-«
ton!—He®calls you a ‘base scamp,” ‘an
aristocratic ruffian!”” said Mrs. Sparkle-
ton, who had lost all comgand over her -
temper, all dread of conscquences, in the
madness of passion.

« He shall account to me for it !-~Mean-
while, fellow, leave the house!” shouted
Lord Fitzhauton.

“ Oh, have yoli turncd regular bully to
the establishment, my noble lord?” re
turned Midas, ;mockingly. “ I suppose
you did not expect to find me here; but
it is not the, first time,*by a good many,
I should imagine, that you have been here

" quite as late, or a little later! My sister
says you don’t keep very good hours at
home; but I suppose you know where to
spend your tlme pleasanter! Weéli, Iewish
you joy of the article, and I give u} all
my share in it without much regret. But
don’t imagine I'Il' raise @ finger on her,
account, or fight one of your stylish mili-
taty duels with you, to be shot like a crow!
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Tl give you as much as you like with
< these ninepins,” and he flourished his
fists with remarkable vigour in“the air,—
“ and she shall pay me my money, or re-
ceive company in the Bench, for the rest
of her days, but—"

He was interrupted at this point by an
event which, in spite of his tone of defiance,
he had not probably calculated upon. He
had confided in the plebcian character of
the conflict he proffered, in the superiority
of his plebeirn strength and muscles, that
he should stand no risk of being called
upon to sustain thosc words of challenge
with co-efficient”deeds. Byt among his
other manly accomplishments, Lord Fitz-
hauton had carefully cultivated a know-
ledge of the “ gaye science” of boxing—
which he had found very needful n the
couree 6 some of his advontures, Per-
sonflly, he was a “ plucky” fellow, as was
to be expected from a descendant of the
old Norman blood—and that generous '
blood of his was now all on fire with rage
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and long-suppressed passions of various
kinds. Midas Teceived a knock-down
. blow, which the great Tom Crib himself—
he, whose strokes were held by the judi-
cious fully equivalent to the kicks of a
horse—might have envied to have given!
Bendigo, famous for his magnanimous
endurance of the like, would not, however,
have gloried in receiving this one; but
could not have surpassed the agility with
which Midas arqse again, his hair and
forehead streaming with blood,—his brain
maddened with fury,—his $sts darting
like cannon-balld, recalled incessantly by
some mighty magician, as they hurtled
forth from the*deadly machine! But Fitz-
hauton was a master of his science. The
brutal strength and fury of Midas availed
him, indeed, to inflict some bruises of no
light stamp on the peer, and to beat his
wardmg fist alnaost to pieces; but not, to
win the victory. Thrice Midas fell, over-
thrasving furniture, mirrors, tastcful pick-
nacks of unnumbered varieties—many o
VOL. 1L 8
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them his own and his mother’s presents—
and finally dashing down the admired
portrait of the late Colonel Sparkleton .
from its proper elevation on the mantel-
piece, and forcing it open, for the first
time for now a pretty long seclusion.

What a sight was this for Mrs. Sparkle-
ton !—with all her irritation and passion-
ate wish to wreak vengeance on her in-
sulting visitor, certainly not a pleasant
one! Accordingly, dnring the whole
violent performance (it only took a few
moments, huwever, to enact,) she filled
the air with shrieks, and rung the bell so
furiously- for assistance, that about the
third fall, when Midas lay* bleeding and
almost insensible on a corner of the fender,
John, the footman, dexgned to make his
appearance, and become a witness of the
catastrgnhe of the scene. Charlty Green
had, meanwhéle, silently, but assiduously,
endeavoured to mollify the frenzy of the
combat by interposing herself andc her
-.ntfesties at’ every point of concussion,
—alike disregarded.
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“ John, throw this impudent huckster
out of window, and I'll give you a sove-
reign!” shouted the victorious peer.

“ Oh, pray, let him go away, and send
for a doctor !” wept Chanty Green, wring-
ing her hands.

“ Do 'you want any more, or will you
leave the house quietly, sir?” said Fitz-
hauton, still quivering with passion, a.nd
shakmg his fists.

“I'll leave the house quietly—at pre-
sent!” said Midas, rising, like the blood-
boltered Banquo from his b"a.ve. “ And
T'll go just as I"am to the nearest station
house, and let them see how I am treated
—and To-MORROW,” he continued, turning
a deadlier white than the colourlessness of
physical exhaustion—* To-MORROW—it is
too late to-nitrhf,—I will go before a
nwtrlstrate and procure a wam&nt for a
brutal assaults on me, when I cange to
remonstrate with you on your shameful
behaviour to my sister, and treacherous
intrigue with your paramour here; amé

. 52
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Il have this man, your footman, madam,
up for a witness!”

And without awaiting the effect of his
words on either auditgr, Midas Gullibull
disappeared from the apartment, leaving
all who remairied overwhelmed with con-
sternation at the threatened exposure.
Nor was this all; Mrs« Clackmannan sent
in a message at this moment, apparently
pahic-stricken, to inquire what was the
matter in Mrs. Sparkleton’s house, at that
hour of the night!—* It really seemed as
if somebody “was being murdered !”
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, CHAPTER XI.

Ix fact, it was midnight! This fact was
forced upon the startled conviction®of
Charity Green, ¢in the first lull of the
tempest, almost immediately after Midas’s
departure,—for a chronométer took the
opportunity to strike the solitary stroke
which announces that hgur to ghosts who
frequent welt-furnished mansions—if any
such there are., Choked with grief, with
indignation, and pity, she was about to
follow his steps opt of the house—when
the sound arrested her progress., She was
surprised and sdismayed ablmost equelly:

the thought of Miss Dishnap’s alarm, and
peshaps anger,—the passage through the
streets - at that untimely hour, struei
appallingly on her imagination. More-
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over, the intérval suggested a new reflec-
tion: she saw Mrs. Sparkleton abandon-
ing herself to an agony of despair and
tears—and Lord Fitzhauton gazing at
her in almost equal agitation, and she felt
that she ought not to leave them alone, to
the promptings of passion and desperation.
Accordingly, she halted ‘at the door, turned,
and then walked back to Mrs. Sparkleton.

“ Itis very late to-night— had better
not go home to Bromptun, perhaps, to-
night—I had. better stay with you, per-
haps, Mrs. Sparkleton ?” said she, in a very
gentle, soothing tone.

“ No, leave me; let everybody leave
me; let all the world forsake me!—I can
die alone!” wept Mrs. Sparkleton.

“ But it is so late ! —I will stay for my
own sake, if you will let me, and %end
some pne-to tell Miss Dishnap not to be
alarmeed,” said Charity.  ©

“ My very footman scorns to obey me
now—how can I send any one? Miss
Green, I am much obliged to you, but
pray don’t stay with me/—I want to feel
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utterly deserted—utterly alone—and then,
perhaps, I may do something that—that
people doy't’expect!” And Mrs. Sparkle-’
ton glanced wildlys and inquiringly at
Lord Fitzhauton, to mark what effect this
ominous threat might have upon him.,

¢ Miss Green can have my carriage—it
is waiting at the cérner of the street—I
wish to speak with you a few words alone,
Geraldine!” said his lordship, with much

“agitation. .

“Tt is too late for me to go at all—Miss
Dishnap "has probably gofle to-bed—I
would rather stdy to-night, if Mrs. Spar-
kleton will let me,” sajd Charity, with
some vehemehce,

“Oh, yes, stay by all means !——You.
can help me to pack—perhaps Florine
will not—I shall go to Paris the first
thing in the morning!” exclanped Mrs.
Sparkleton, ashamed to persist in xvha.t
was really her very anxious desire at this
jurcture—to get rid of the society, or
rather, as she felt it, espxonago, of Charby-
Green.
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“ Ishall stay here then, ma'am, till you

want me to help you,” replied Charity,
“seating hersclf, with an air of determina-

tion. .

“ Well, be it so! I do not care who
hears what 1 ‘am going to say—you can
report every word to everybody, Miss
Green !” said the young peer, passionately,
but without producing the least effect in
removing a part of his audience which he
considered superfluous. ,,* Mrs. Sparkle-
ton,.I came to warn you of the designs of
that bankrup: tallow-fellow—and to ask
an explanation, which—1I have no doubt—
you can give me. Lady Fitzhauton has
written me a lettel a model ‘of her family
impertinence; but cven I doubt if she
would have sent at all, but that she finds
she cannot help herself, and imagines she
has only to whistle to brmg me back like
a begten spanlel to her feet !”

His lordship produced a letter, which
Le read aloud, listened to, it may«be

«4hought with gonsiderable interest.
“Lady Fitzhauton’scomplimentsto Lord
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Fitzhauton, and wants to know what he
really intends to do—whether it is hisin-_
tention to jnhke himself and the vile woman
infamous in the eyes of every one? Or
whether he will come home again and be
reconciled, ih case she should make up her
mind to forgive him? Lady Fitzhauton
might be“induced tb do so, her catechism
teaching her to do as we would be done
unto, if his lordship would promise most
solemnly, on theeBible, to confess all that
Mrs. Sparkleton has ever done o him,
and how she coaxed him fo go to that
wicked Frenchwoman’s house to meet him?
Lady Fitzhauton is quige convinced that
it was chiefly the vile woman's fault, and
that she must have almost forced him to
come—and she knows it, both by what
she fias seen herself, and what she has heard
frem other people, of Mrs. Sp@rkleton s
shameful behaviour to his lor dshu) —_
Viscount Deville has often told her of
thimgs himself, -and Lady Fitzhauton has
now in her possession the very blottomy



266 THE GOLD-WORSHIPPERS :

paper his lordship found on the wicked
creature’s desk, which is almost a copy of
her note; and though it is smudged, and
scarcely readable in many places, there is
quite enough remaining to satisfy the
Lord Chancellor, or Lord Brbugham, or
anybody, how her husband was entrapped
into a regular snare, under prétence of
looking over an account, which he had no
business whatever with—much less to pay
with Lady Fitzhauton's money, as it must
have been. And Lady Fitzhauton won-
ders how his lordship could have done
so, if ke lad known all, and how much
worse she might. have served him! To
show what kind of a person Mrs. Sparkle-
ton is, and whether everybody prefers her
to Lady Fitzhauton or not, Lady F. is
now firmly convinced that the wicked
creatyre Jmew very well all along that Vis-
comzt Deville was not at all after her, but
was courting Lady Fitzhauton—which he
was, as much as ever a man possibly
“tould—and Mrs. Sparkleton has a letter
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which proves it, if she would only show
it. "All this is to be in strict confidence ;
but Mrs. Sparkleton has a letter Lord
Deville wrote to Lady Fitzhauton, which
shows very clearly who he was really
after, and how Lady Fitzhauton might
‘have run away with him, if she had
chosen, she has no ‘doubt. He wgs only
making fun of Mrs. Sparklcton, and Mrs '
Sparkleton knows it; but he was despe-
rately in love with Lady Fitzhauton, and
even if he was asked, would most likely
not deny it. ¢

“ Howecver, to "make peace, and out of
Christian goodness, Lady Fitzhauton is
willing to cothe to terms, if his lordship
will come home o Fitzhauton House, and
promise, upon his word and honour, never
to speak to Mrs. Sparkleton again, and
never to go where she is, or sit,in her
company again ®s long as he lives, and to
lend Papa four or five thousand pounds
to phy for some corn next month. And
Lady Fitzhauton will agree to forgime
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Mrs. Sparkleton, and not to expose her,
_as she intended, if she will immediately
marry her brother, Mr. Midas, and promise
never to come anywhere where Lady
Fitzhauton is, and never to speak to Lord
Fitzhauton again, or look at him even; or
else she will consider the arrangement
broken, and tell every one of her shock-
mg behaviour.

" Lord Fitzhauton must reply directly,
or proceedings will commence for a di-
vorce the moment Papa can spare the
money.”

“ Well, Mrs. Sparkleton?” said the said
lord, at the conclusion of this judicious
overture of reconciliation. *

“ Well, Lord F 1t&hautop ?” replied Mrs.
Sparkleton.

“Is there a letter of the kind® Did
you reglly know that Lord Deville was
cow'tmg her ladyship ( asche calls it) and
help to betray me?’ exclaimed Fitzhau-
ton, fiercely. v

2Tt may be thought that Mrs. Sparkle-‘
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ton was not very likely to answer such
a question in the affirmative, at any time.
But now spe was irritated to the highest
possible pitch against her accuser; en-
raged at the thought of being represented
in a light at once so secondary and so
base; cxasperated with the triumph af-
forded t8 Lady ‘Fitzhauton’s yanity;
afraid of its effects on one so easily led
away by dazzle and effect as Lord Fifz-
hauton; irritated, to excess with the pros-
pect of his abandonment, held out as
the condition of reconciliatfon, after she
had lost—she had too much reason to
fear—her position in sogiety, on his ac-
count. Besides, the desperation of her
pecuniary affairg—love, jealousy, and re-
venge—spoke so powerfully to the con-
trary, that we really should have thought
it o infinitely more surprising |if Mrs
Sparkleton had answered with the. trgith,
than with a denial of that generally
incenvenient goddess’s statements. And
then it was no# the truth, this flagroms



270 THE GOLD-WORSHIPPERS :

and positive accusation of conspiracy and
complicity against Mrs. Sparkleton! We
have very clearly seen that ali the time she
had never once formed a clear intention
or idea on the subject, or even on that of
her own conduct or purposes! We de-
clare our belief that she would have been
as much startled, ac any stige of the
affair but the last, as anybody, to have
perceived to what kind of catastrophe it
was tending. u
“Did I really know that Lord Deville
was ‘courtiag’ your wife, sir? Did I
really aid him in that notable project ?—
And is there a letter from him to her
ladyship, in my possession; which proves
-the same?” she said, with an astonish-
-ment which no actress could have sur-
passed. *Ileave you to judge yburself,
8ir; ;_ contenting myself with informing
yop—as I think I formerly did—that
there is no foundation for Lady Fitz-
hauton’s insinuation, other than her .own
“tipsurd vanity and absurd attempts to
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force Lord Deville into a flirtation with
her, because she thought it fashionable
to have g lortejo, or cavaliere servente,
1 suppose, as they have in Spain and Italy!
—As to my aiding him!—I think, most
people will admit I was not very likely
to do so! and in fact I assure you that at
this monfent I belitve Lord Deville would
give his right hand for mine—and under
the circumstances I shall perhaps ‘be
compelled to pyove so, by accepting it!
Lady Fitzhauton surely wants to get
rid of you by an casier psocess' than a
false accusation™she wants to urge you
into a duel with Lord Deville! And as
to any lettes in my possession—the only
one I know anything about, from his
lordship to Lady Fitzhauton, is an in-
vitation to a Strawberry Feast, or some-
thing of that sort, which was so elegantly
written that Ysinclosed it,es a modgl of
good taste, to a friend in Paris—where
you may see it if you should happen to
go there this summer.”
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“1 shall go there, doubtless, if you go,
Mrs. Sparkleton!—I pledge my soul to
‘that!—And promise me you will go to
Paris, and that you .will not stay and
marry that pragmatical old coxcomb,
with his Strawberry Feasts!” exclaimed
Lord Fitzhauton, with vehemence.

“ Well, I am not exc¢essively ificlined to
do so—at least, not at present—for I know
he tried to annoy me by affecting to pay
some attentions to Lady Fitzhauton,” said
Mrs. Sparkleton, and yet seeming to hesi-
'tate, as if any choice remained to her.

“ Did he, indeed ?”” repeated Lord Fitz-
hauton, with a vivacity which excited
Mrs. Sparkleton’s alarm still:more vividly,
on another score. * Then, by Heaven, I
will have his real motives and purposes
more clearly ascertained! I am supposed,
I imagine, to have wronged him in this
receglt affair; but if he donlt challen«e me,
I shall conclude he has wronged me, and
challenge him!” " 0
"« My dear Fitzhauton, how can you
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talk so !—You would utterly ruin’ me with
society !”, exglaimed the lady. “I repeat
again—I atm going to Paris to-morrow—
where I have no doibt Lord Deville will
follow me, while you—at she price of a
few submissions and humiliations, no
doubt, your wife wil} be graciously pleased
to receive you home again, and restore you
to your usual allowances and perquisites
in her household !”

“If you will Promise to go to Paris
to-morrow, and not to let Devxlle follow:
you, I' will leavg her for ever—money,
and mother, and all!” rcturned the young
nobleman, W’lth a side, but most emphatic
glance at Charity Green, as much as to
say, “If she were not here, I would say,
that henceforth, on those terms, I dedicate
the remainder of my life to you—and you
alofle ! . > .

“ But what secunty havé' I of that®—

I confess I should not like to be without
a friénd Whom I liked, in the whole world
—though one can do as well without

YOL. IIL T
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things of the sort in Paris, as anywhere
in the world!” replied Mrs. Sparkleton,
with an answering glance, which seemed
to say, “ Never mind her; she is too
simple to understand anything but in the
plainest words.” And, indeed, Charity
listened to this conversation with a very re-
markable expression of bewildered doubt.

. “ T will attend you to Paris in person,
dearest Geraldine!—I will not leave you
another moment all the days of my exist-
ence, if you will suffer me to devote it to
your service!” replied the peer.

“ Oh, no, no, no!—I cannot live with-
out people’s names in my v1s1t1ng books—
Such a step would quite compromlse me
with society,” said Mrs.c Sparkleton, with
horror. “Ishall go alone, of course—but
of course I cannot hénder anybody from
going'to Pa,rls, also, that chooses. Thé’ne-
celsity of my affairs contpels me; I must
-go while they sell off my raﬂwa.y shares.
At present I could no more pay what I
“owe than the National Debt! . That will
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be sure to come-out in time, and will
account for my absence—while my return «
will satisfy cvcrybody that T have plenty
of money again!” *

“T shall be proud to bg your banker
meanwhile, Mrs. Sparkleton!—But as to
the absurd sum Lady Fitzhauton wants
me to glve her father, I could mot get
it if I were to sell myself!” said Fijz-
hauton. '

“ Again?” observed Mrs. Sparkleton,
with bitterly satirical emphasis. * And
now it is all arranged; I Pledge myself
to my part of the.conditions,—and you,
my lord—" . ~ ‘

“ Will give'none—need give none, but
your own charms, dearest Geraldine! and
the passionatc love I shall cherish for you
‘to the latest moment of my life!” returned
hi¢ lordship, with warmth, and ‘snatching
Mrs. Sparkletoh’s hand to® his lips.e A
momentary vision crossed the lady’s mind,
of #n accidental meeting she had once
witnessed between Lord Deville and M7,

T2
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Captain Fauxpas, in Paris, sometime after

. they had become alienated. But the

lighthouses of experience areuerected in
vain for humanity—tossed and driven on
its seas of passion; and she said, with a
smile, which seemed like returning sun-
shine to a stormy sky, “I shall expect
you, then—but to-night, good night!—
Miss Green has promised to assist me;
and we ought to set to work'at once—for,
perhaps, I might even be personally de-
tained. When may one expect you in
Paris?’ '

* To-morrow evening !”

“ Not quite so-soon, if you please! Give
me at least two days’ start in the Morning
Post!” e

“Very well. It is an immense time;
but I ought not to leave town, ‘%ither,

‘unti] Iehear what sort of humour Deville

ig in; for Lady Fitzhautot will be sure to
tell him everything!—Good night, then,
dearest Geraldine !—This shall be onr%ast
parting, my own at last!—Miss Green,
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you will help Mrs. Sparkleton to pack, no
doubt; and your cousin will be much,
obliged te yqu of . course for facilitating
her departure.” ¢

“ Oh, don't, sir-—don’t, ma’am—agreeon
such a wicked thing! —Remember, it is
forbidden in the Ten Commandments!—
You might be drowned on the vay, or
killed on a railroad—don’t venturc on
such wickedness!” ejaculated Charity «
Green, actually elasping her hands in the
encrgy of intreaty.

Both parties stood astodnded at the
indecency of the allusion—amazed at the
impropriety of the expression!

Lord Fitzlauton recovered the first.

“Yes, I ought to go with you, dearest
Mrs. Sparkleton, to watch over your
safety and comfort,! But where are Miss
Geeen's senseg gone wool-gathering ?”

“ It is the most absurd supposmon.pos-
sible—I could prove my entire innocence
to &ny person of common sense,” said
Mrs. Sparkleton, albeit confusedly. * Pr®y,
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my lord, have you not the identical note

. which Lord Deville’s ridiculous jealousy,
and the garbled paper he.foend, has so
strangely perverted P*

“ I have it here,” replied Fitzhauton,
producing the required document. ‘

“ You may read it, Miss Green; you
see it has the post-mark and everything
quite correct,” continued Mrs. Sparkleton.
¢ I intend to send a copy by you to Lady
F 1tzhauton and you can certlfy that it is
a truc one.’

« will—} will do anything—if you will
only promise not to go, on this arrange-
ment, to Paris,” exclaimed Charity. ¢ Oh,
Mrs. Sparkleton, do stay, do sta,y, and
marry Lord Deville, if ycu can.’

“ Geraldine, I rely upon your promise;
T atn determined Deville never shall pos-
sess yau, if I die for it!” said Fitzhautén,
with angry vehemence.

“You may rely upon my promise, and
claim it in Papris as soon as you like, dfter
totmorrow,” said Mrs. Sparkleton.

“ Good night, then, dearest.”"
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“ Good night then, my dear, dear Fitz-
hauton.”

And Mgs.” Sparkleton accompanied his®
lordship to the dogr—to the head of the
stairs, where they communed yet awhile; -
and the dismayed Charity” distinctly saw
them embrace as they parted !

Mrs. Sparkleton] in fact, returned with
the look of a2 woman who has made up her
mind to brave everything. She was®no
longer tearful,, undecided, submissive.
And yet she was moved and troubled with
the expression of intense sqrrow and in-
treaty in Charify’s face as she returned.
% You are the best of cyeatures, my good
girl,” she sald, after a moment’s thought;
“but you are frightened without cause.
Besides, what canIdo? Iam actually at
this moment a Posmve beggar. They
have seized all my valuables—perhaps
they will soon, seize myself. And tinless
1 get a pan of charcoal, and shut myse..lf up
with it, 3 1a Parisienne, I must—goabroad.”

“Why not marry Lord Deville, gna-
dam ? He thoroughly deserves you!”
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said poor Charity, with that simplicity of
expression which characterised her.

“ Because, my good girl, thoygh I con-
cealed it to prevent a.duel, or something
* of that sort, I do really thmk—-you know,
Lord Deville is quite a rake of an old
fellow—I think. he must have had designs
on Lady Fitzhauton. I'll show yobua letter
of his—the letter—and would you have
me marry a man of that sort? Besides,
after this recent affair, perhaps he really
would not have me, myself—though it was
Lady Fitzhauzon he made his butt of, and
not me. It stands to reason - —she is mar-
ried; what could he want with her?”

And not troubling greatly to preserve
consistency with her former statements,
or perhaps more anxious to convipce the
remonstrator of the necessity of her pro-
cedure, Murs. Sparkleton produced the
famoyis Strawberry note, from a private
Iescrltome This she read aloud, with great
emphasis on the more salient points; and
concluded with the very rational inference,
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“ Now, don’t you see, by the things she
says against me, and the efforts he makes
to set peqpfe. against me—that is, Lady
Fitzhauton—he could have meant no good
either to her or to me?”
~ “@od forgive him!” swhed Charity.
“But I shall not—in a hurry! He has
done me ncalculable mischief l—you may
prevent him from doing a good deal more,
continued Mrs. Sparkleton. “It is the
story of the judgment of Solomon again!
Lady Fitzhauton wants to get her hus-
band into a duel—she would not mind if
he were killed, so that she might get into
the papers—but I cannot bear the idea of
the least danger being incurred by him!
Believe me, Mjss Green, that is why I
want him to comec to Paris! But I can-
not always be watching over them!” What
I dntreat of you to do, as a Igst im-
measurable goodness, accordingly, 1§ to
let Lord Deville sec a complete copy of
myenote to Fitzhauton, that he may have
a reasonable pretext to think himself ot
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so ill-treated as to require satisfaction.
Men are such fools, you know !—and for
you to tell him, from me, that if he dares
to utter a word against me, or to abet
Lady Fitzhauton in her false accusations,
or to chdllennre Lord Fitzhauton, or do
anything of that sort, which may com-
promise, me, and countenance ridiculous
reports, I will show this letter to Fitzhau-
ton, and have it published in all the
papers; and then he will be scouted by
all the world, for the most hypocritical,
demgmng, wicked old fellow in it!”

Charity Green listened; and an extra-
ordinary thought came into her head as
she listencd—extraordinary> for her, at
least, to conceive—it was so complex, bold,
and decisive—a real coup de maitre!

“I will show a copy of this nof® not
only to Lord Deville, "but to Lady Fitz-
haugon and her family; and I will tell
his lordship about the letter—and I will
help you to pack up at once—if you avill
prémise to me not to let Lord Fitzhauton
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"know where you reside in Paris—not to
write to him, till you receive a letter from
me!” shewaid, with sudden energy.
. “Agreed!” replied Mrs. Sparkleton,
rather dubiously, and very much as if she
only promised to soothe the applicant. “But
—I am sure I do not know how or where
to begm packing ; :—where is Florine?—
Florine has surely not had the impudence
to go to bed without my: leave?” .
But Florine had gone to bed without
leave! She enjoyed the confidence of
John the footman, and saw 1o reason, from
his report, to deprive herself of her natural
rest, for a mistress who. was so likely
very soon totease to be so. Mrs. Sparkle-
ton was so emasperated, that she went
and roused the sleeper herself, and with
such manifestations of anger that, if
Morine had, not been seduced by the
magic words—2* I am going to Parss im-
mediately !"” she might perhaps have en-
cotntered a feminine editipn of John the
footman’s impertinence. As it was, ®she
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attracted the notice of the vigilant Gird-
iron, who had been graciously pleased to
take up his quarters for the.night in the
best bedroom of the house, except Mrs.
Sparkleton’s—who had not the old super-
stition of reserving the wery best for any
guest whatcver.

This worthy dressed himself with all
convenient speed, descended—and a tap
from his lean long knuckles at Mrs.
Sparkleton’s door startled that Jady, her
maid, and Charity Green, in the midst of
a most mterd.ktmg discussion, as to the
particular trunk in which they should
stow a favourite und latest court dress—
the one in which she meant to pay
her respects—to whoever or whatever
might be in possession of the Tm]lenes,
immediately on arriving.

- % Can’t have nothmg removed from tke
housg, ma’am, cby night—tain’t suffered;
ha, ha!” said Mr. Girdiron, through the
key-hole, in his derisive, funereal tonesy

-Gharity, however, poor girl, had seen a
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sheriff’s officer in former times, and had
some idea of the extent of his powers,
-“You cagnas hinder a lady from taking
her own clothes, esir,” she said—very
meekly.

“ And, besides, don’t——and here is half

a sovereign for you!” said Mrs. Sparkle-
ton, handing out the money—gnd Mr.
"Girdiron, remarking, “I an’t allowed to
take moncy,” took it, nevertlieless, and«
added—after a moment's internal struggle
"4 Well, as you are such a real lady,
ma’am,] don’t mind if I ell—I should
advise you, if I'was you, to make quick
work of it—for Mrs. Skinflintz told me,
if I had any suspicion of your intending
to bolt, to senqd her word, and she ’d get
something what 'ud hinder you!”

This hint was ;not without its effect,’
amd a very strong one, on Mrs. Spgrkleton
—too strong, indeed. Shesspoke the truth
when she said that she felt herself as
“ merveless as a sack,” and sank on a sofa
very much in the style of such an artkle,
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suffered, to fall in collapse. ' But Charity
supplied her place most amply; and, very
shortly after daybreak—quite in time for
the first Dover train—ahe had everything
in readiness for a departure. Mrs. Spar-
Kleton then consented to go, provided Cha-
rity would accompany her to the station,
and  see, that her luggage was properly
stowed; for she was quite incapable, she

+declared, of looking.to anything of the

sort herself; and Floring was “quite a
fool in everything but dressing one!”

She took care, however, before she went,
to send a note of her departure to a#
fashionable morning journal, which she an-
tedated by a day; and confidéing a copy of

* her former fatal epistle to, Lord Fitzhau-

ton, and a thousand times exacting from
Charity Green a renewa] of the promise to
convey her resolution on the subject of the

. Strawberry note to Lord Deville, she at

last consented to set forth on her flight.
Three loaded cabs with difficulty cen-
veyed “a few absolute necessaries,” for
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the lady and her maid, themselves oc-
cupying a fourth with Charity Green.
It wasesoeearly in the morning that
Mrs. Sparkleton Iad reason to hope she
could have proceeded op her journey,
without exciting .any observation, which
she greatly dreaded. In fact, the chill of
early dair was still very perceptible; and
the sun had hardly attained any power.
Nevertheless, she was surprised, and soone
@ little dismayed, to observe how many
persons seemed afoot—and persons, too,
of fashion, and apparent réspectability of
*-various kinds—in the commonly accepted
sense of that word, meaning those who
are well-dressed, and seem to have money
in their pockets. By the time they
reached London Bridge, the number of
people traversing the streets, seemingly
Mtent on sgme great object, and, all pro-
ceeding in the same direction, stirred the
anxious wonder 6f Charity Green also.
2 continuous stream of people, now
darkened with the masses of a vasteand



288 THE GOLD-WORSHIFPERS:

w

haggard populace, flowed past in never-
ceasing current, strengthened by new
accessions at every corner amd tarning of

_the streets. “

“Is it so every morning, Miss Green?
—Is this about the time when people go
into the city to do all the work there?”
Mrs. Sparkleton had inquired several
times—receiving only a perplexed and

"'doubtful answer from the inexperienced
oracle appealed to—when the mystery
was suddenly explained.

“ I say, Bik, do you think them cabs
has lots of the nobs-in them a-going to see®
her turned off 7 said a dustman, who,
all begrimed with ashes, dnd smoking
a short pipe, was stalking hastily along
beside a costermonger with a ginger-beer
truck.

. %1, shouldnt thmk so, because why?
themr as could afford to Yide has been
‘there all night, in their proper places,
a-taking it easy in the windows opposife,
wot’ has been fitted up as good as a
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theatre, for to see them swing!” replied
the itinerant,restaurateur.

“ Oh!” ® exclaimed Mrs. Sparkleton,
with a slight shudder; “ now, I remem-
ber—poor Mrs. Redgold is to be hung
to-day, and her husband with her !
Don’t you remember, Miss Green;
haven't you heard? They murdered
some sort of an exciseman, or cys-
tomhouse-officer for — for lns R'ulway
Scrip!” °

And “ poor Mrs. Redgold” was hanged
on that day—in Klack satin, ¥ith a hand-
®ome black lace veil on her head, which
concealed the blacker agohies of her doom
from the opdra-glasses of the distin-
guished audience posted in the boes be-
fore that grand dramatic spectacle, which a
liberal and enterprising manager, Justice,
- off8rs every now and then to the public
amusement. But Mrs. Sphrkleton #as
half-way at Dover, starting—will it be
beli#ved >—in a parliamentary train, before
the illustrious gold-worshipper in ques- ,

VOL. 1II. U
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tion met her doom, in company with the
fatuous villain, her spouse. -

Mrs. Redgold had only @artied out the
great principle of the sect to which she
belonged, to-an excess disapproved by
society. She had offered a living sacrifice
to the Modern Moloch—which is not con-
sidered right! We may sacrifice—nay,
we are expressly enjoined by the doctrines
of the religion, to sacrifice our own and
our children’s hearts #nd affections, all
the nobler aims and objects of existence,
to the suprémacy of the deified Fiend in
question.  But we must not precisely kill
aman! Mrs. Redgold did. She invited
a friend to a dinner—for wWhich she made
no other preparation thdn 'a grave and a
loaded pistol; and after having debased
herself for yegrs to a priest of the infernal
Deity shé worshipped—old, ugly, mén-
spirited, fand ‘avaricious—she finally sacri-
ficed he: elf on an altar contrived for the
purpose, in the kitchen of a lowly alfode;
but destined thenceforth to become the

aihrine ¢f many an exalted pilgrimage'!
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CHAPTER XII.

ArTER seeing Mrs. Sparkleton fairly en *
route, and havify received, as a parting
cajolery, the name of the hotel to which
she meant to go, informatior? of which she-
was to enjoy the exclusive possession for a
day or two, Charity Gredn set out, weary,
sad, and palt with exhaustion of body
and mind, to swalk to Brompton. Her
object was to assure Miss Dishnap of her
safety, about which she feared her friend
wbuld be vexy uneasy, to refreshe<hgrself
with a little redt and tea, arfd then to make
the best of her way to Lord Devilles,
on®the singular commissian with which
she was charged, and on another of her
. U2
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own, which would excite the rcader’s
. misgivings as much as Charity’s herself,
if we thought it advisable fo put him in
any trepidation by the disclosure untjl we
are obliged.

Charity arrived at Miss Dishnap’s little
mansion of cleanliness and order about
six o'clock on a fine summer morning.
This was her usual hour to rise, or cven
earlier; and indeed, as Miss Dishnap had
not gone to bed that night, it was not
very surprising that the door was opened
with singulac promptitude to Charity’s
well-known, timid rap. But it was a
little surprising, perhaps, that immediately
Miss Dishnap, who opened she door, had
recognised the visitor, with her fagged,
spent, wo-begone countenance, she banged
it to again, in her face

Alag, poor Charity, thou didst not 6X-
pect "this kind: of receptloh' Thou didst
not know how haggard thou wert looking,
how little Miss Dishnap could account
for thy unaccountable absence all night;
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thou didst not take into consideration

what an ill epinion she had formed of thes
lady who®to8k thee in a cab from the

bazaar the night before ; how she had

spent the whole interval in*anxiety of the

acutest kind, blaming herself and thee;

how, finally, she had cometo the conclusion

that thou wert weary of thy poverty and

misery, and had wilfully suffered thygelf

to be inveigled into some den of infamy; '
whence thou hast dared to present thyself

in her pure and, truth to say, very old-

maidish presencg! Charity*only remem-

bered all this when the door was closed

in her face,

Nevertheless she ventured, after an
interval, to rap gain—without producing
any effect. Her natural timidity and
nervousness of cltracter then began to
eXercise theis sway over her. She hegan
to get frightened lest she “should be ob-
served by the neighbours, lest curiosity
and speculation should be aroused; and
in great consternation walked away at
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the very moment when Miss Dishnap,
ashamed of her_ebullition of .temper, and
struck with the thought that She might
be mistaken, had made up her mind to
open the door &nd admit her—if she only
rapped again!

Three hours more ef painful and sor-
rowful wandering in the streets, a cup of
cocoa at a moveable shop which disposed
of the beverage hissing hot to passengers,
were poor preparatives to the interview
Charity was yct determined to seek with
Lord Deville£ -She had .only a penny in
her pocket, and was therefore obliged to
content herself with this humble and not
very inviting refreshment. ¢

At ten o'clock, Charity thought she
might present herself to the notice of his
lordship without fearr of being incon-
veniently early; and then she discoveréd
thateshe had forgotten’ td ascertain his
direction from Mrs. Sparkleton. Never-
theless she had some indistinct idea of His:
place. of residence, and imagined, not
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without reaso;l, %hat a personage of so
much importance would be easily dis-
covered iy bis neighbourhood.  And,
indeed, she was not long in ascertaining
Lord Deville’s abdde—at which she pre-
sented herself with a heart too weary to
throb any longer, even if she had not lost
so much of her old superstition towards
rank and title.

The servant who admitted Chafity o
Green into LordeDeville’s stately mansion
stared with astonishment at her when she
requested permission to sge the noble
master of the house. He thought that,
at most, she had come tw pay her respects
to one of the housekeeper’s underlingy.
But he was a,man of great experience,
both in the world and in his master’s
habits, and he replied with urbanity that
his lordship had only just gone to bed,—
was only Just seturned fropm Horsemonger
Lane, and consequently—unless her busi-
ness was very pressing—he should not

like to disturb him.
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“ From I-Iorsemonger'Lane " thought
Charity Green, but—*Oh, yes, it is ex-
“ceedingly pressing,” she seid,e“I come
from a lady—a lady—a lady who—"

“If there is a lady in the case, I will
deliver any message,” said the urbane
lackey; a great contrast to the proud
portér of Madame Millefleur’s establish-
ment.

“You need only say—if he will get up
for a minute—it is of the. utmost import-
ance I should sec him directly.”

‘The lackey gave a courteous, pleasing,
inexplicable smile—and disappeared. He
returned in a few moments with word
that if she had a note she might give it to
him to deliver; if a message, she might
ascend with it in person.

Charity Green, in the eagerness of her
ideas, overlooked some obv10us considera
tions “which ought to have ‘occurred to
her; and it was not until she found her-
self ushered into his lordship’s chambsr,
where he lay in bed, with only his head
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visible from the sheets, cased in a pretty
scarlet silk nightcap, that she imagined in,
the least that her reception was to be in
the precise style of an ancicnt royallevee!
Ere she could express her surprise, or
perhaps some other sentiment, the dis-
creet lackey had  vanished, closing the
door after him,—and his lordship, taking
a rather sleepy but curious stare at her
from the pillow, observed :—* Well, ‘my«
dear, whom is ¢he pretty little message
from? DBut really I don’t think she was
very wise to send so pretty g messenger.”
This was said.very kindly and compli-
mentarily. It showdd his lordship’s
command over his temper to admiration,
for, after all, ke had not been so much
-amused with the spectacle in Horse-
monger Lane as he had expected. The
woman kept her head too carefully govered
up: the man merely looked deadly White
and foolish, and quivered in the joints.
And then, after all, it gave his lordship
a sensation he meither desired nor ex-
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pected—though he had bargained for a
strong one—when those two miserable.
figures were swung off like carrion crows
in the air. He did not like to see a lady
hanged—and really Mrs. Redgold looked
quite ladylike in her black satin gown
and lace coiffure! His lordship had
only expected to see a woman hanged.
He was tired, too, with sitting up all
‘night, in a miserable little dungeon of a
room, to sce the thing at all; and his
head ached with the champagne he had
been obliged %o drink to keep his spirits
up to the proper pitch for enjoying that
sort of thing. ¢

“ My name is Charity Green, my lord;
I thought your lordship was up! Alder-
man Gullibull’s niece, my lord ! re-
plied Charity, in consternation, moving to
the doo;r

“So Tam up—I can't say partlcularly'
wide-awake!—I mean I can hardly be-
lieve in my own eyes ! —the quiet, demure,
ordérly young creature I seem to re-
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member by that name,” said his lord-

ship, staring with wider eyes than ever,
“and actwally it is you!”

“] want to speak to your lordshlp—I
have a message from Mrs. Sparkleton,”
said Charity, putting her hand on the
door-latch. .

“ From Mrs, Sparkleton? Well, my
lordship is here —don’t run away I
_protest to you I won't eat you,” said hls'
lordship, risingein considerable agitation
on his clbow. “Pray, don’'t run away,
Miss Green!—Don’t be alarmed, though
I own the quilt is a little fanciful, covered
as it is with a dancing dorps de ballet. It
is a Parisianstaste, not mine!—or stay, as
you really look quite frightencd of me, I
will put-on my dressing-gown, and do
myself the honoyr—Royston! (and he
™ing his bell very briskly), show, Miss
Green into the breakfast-parlour, where I
will join' her immediately.”

In a few moments thq viscount had
dressed himself in the morning costfme
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indicated, and though he was rather hur-
ried and anxious, not without, some atten-
tion to effect. He even put en a new
pair of embroidered slippers for the occa-
sion. He was a little flurried and asto-
nished certainly on first recognising
Charity Green, but he had now thoroughly
resumed, the 76le which he considered his
right in the recent discovery—that of an
cinjured man.

“Well, Miss Green,” ohe said, as he
entered, “you will excuse my foolish
valet—a fellgw who has been in some
very bad services, I should think, to
make so great a mistake as to—but I own

* I am myself astonished to mee a young
lady of so much admirahle decorum of
manner keeping up any species of c®n-
nexion with a woman, who like Mrs.
Sparklefon—but you are perfectly ao-
qualqted with the afflictingeparticulars.”

“But you are not, sir, perhaps,” said
Charity, with a little hesitation. * Ms,

- Sparkleton has desired me to present you
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with this copy——whlch Ican witness is an
exact one—of the original note to Lord
Fitzhautan—swhich caused all the mis-
chief, by your finding a picce of blotting-
paper that had taken an impression only
of what inculpated Mrs. Sparkleton!”

“Good heaveng! how do you know
that?” exclaimed his lordship, mecha-
nically taking the offered writing.

“ Lady Fitzhauton has written to”her
husband, to tcld him how you made love
to her; how you made addresses to Mrs.
Sparkleton your cover ; gnd how you
induced her to go to Madame Millefleurs,”
replied Charity. \

“ Foolish,q inexpressibly foolish,  vain,
heartless doll of a*woman! You don’t
really mean to say that she has done so
prodigious an act of selfish senselessness ?”
exclaimed the viscount, starting up and
traversing theroom with agitated stgides.

“I heard Lord Fitzhauton read the
emact words to Mrs. Sparkleton, and
demand of her your letter, which *her



342 THOE GOLD-WORSHIPPERS :

ladyship declared offered full confirmation
to her words!” replied Charity. Shehad
“an excellent memory, and ,she repeated
almost verbatim thecntire contents of Lady
Fitzhauton’s communication to her spouse.

“ Unparalleled folly! prodigy of silli-
ness and vanity !” exclaimed the viscount,
who perceived very clearly that the repe-
tition owed nothing to imvention; ‘and

»-people who know only what they hear
about -the circumstances,will be sure to
consider me a prodigy of duplicity and—
and—I don’t, know what, but something
very horrible, of course!”

“ They will indeed !” exclaimed Charity,
with great earnestness. “ They will con-
sider you a wonderfully had man—espe-
cially after what you did once before &

“1 shall be scouted out of all society,”
muttered the v1scount “there cannos
be 8, “doubt of ft: Mrs. Sparkleton, of
course, produced my foolish letter, and I
may expect & message from Lord Fitz-

. hauton in the course of the morning? ”



OR, THE DAYS WE LIVE IN. 303

. “No, Mrs. Sparkleton did not ; she
has taken it with her to Paris,” replied
Charity Gre¢n.

“To Paris !—hds Mrs. Sparkleton gone
to Paris?—but are you surc she did not
show the letter?” .

“ She, denied. having it—but as Lord
Fitzhauton intends to follow her there
‘immediately, she will be sure, out &
revenge, to let him sec it at last!”

“ Intends to®*follow Mrs. Sparkleton to
Paris?” repeated the viscount with asto-
nishment. ¢ Well ! —that emight do very
well—it - will confirm_everything !—But
yet it really is a pity so fine a woman
should sacriice herself to such a strutting
jackanapes as®that!”

“But he don’t mean to go unless you
challenge him !—afor he says, if you don’t

%e shall be convinced that he s the
injured party} and shall ¢hallenge you!”

“ Amazing ! —most extraordinary logic
ihdeed! " exclaimed Lord,Deville. “ Any-
way, it seems, we arc to have an e%posé
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and a meeting, and he makes certain of
killing me!—and it is not at all unlikely;
he is a first-rate shot!” v

“Or clse you must kill him, in an
unjust quarrel, and be a murderer!” said
Charity, with strange solemnity, for one
who ‘generally spoke with as little em-
phasis as possible, to avoid a:ftracting
notice. .
«' % What odd, startling, unpleasant
words you use, Miss Green!” exclaimed
the viscount, quite out of temper, and
very considerably agitated. “I don’t
want to kill the man but any way, my
character, which “has cost me such a
world of trouble to repair, is rretrievably
ruined! But I certainlyeshall not sct
myself up as a mark for any ‘man’s
bullets, without making, an effort in self-
defence.. Iam not so much ,troubled at
that, as that I um almost Gertam—-bemo
in the power of a woman mortally
offended—my character will be -given
to the ill-natured observations of the
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world. Indeed, I shall be rather pleased
_if I can give it Fitzhauton a little, as T
did the cthef fellow, if it were only to
punish that blonde Ylittle fool of a wife of
his, who sacrifices everybody without the
least scruple, to her intolerably selfish
vanity. And I own I shall like to do
something that may prevent his journey
to Paris, for I had no idea, until lately, ,
how extremely partial I am in reality to
Mrs. Sparkleton?  She is a woman of wit
and judgment, that ncver would have
behaved in the extraordinafily senseless
manner Lady Fitzhautoy has.”
¢ Oh, then, I'll tell you a way, my lord,
to get entirely out of this scrape, and
revenge yourself in quite a pleasant man-
ner, without any danger of killing or
being killed!” exclaimed Charity, with
th® enthusiasm of a great idea. °*%Set
off immediately %o Paris, and marry Mrs.
Sparkleton before I.ord Fitzhauton can
getthere! Iknow her direction—-—nobo@y
else does—and I will give it you. That
YoL. IIL X
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‘will be the greatest revenge possible for
“you to take upon Lord Fitzhauton; that
will ‘silence. all scandal, éntirely refute
Lady Fitzhauton, vex her very much,
and make everythmg happy and straight
agam.” :

“My dear girl, this is really a most
extraorﬂmary idea—aquite an inspiration 1”
sald the viscount, after a brief pause of
surprise. “ It would certainly secure
Mrs. Sparkleton’s secrecy with regard to
the letter; and she is a very rich and
handsome woman; and it would be a
divine trick to pjay that pampered puppy, -
Fitzhauton ; a most sensible mortifi-
cation to’ his silly wife—And really one
owes society some repatation—and one
oughtn’t, if possible, to get entirel{out of
its good graces—and"I am a little tired
of Pame, and Italy’s too hot, and 3t.
Pe%ersburg too cold, for ‘my constitution.
I don’t like Germany, and should detest
America; and it 4s almost time oné got
married. But yet, after all—"
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“ There are a million reasons for, and
none that you can urge against it!” cxe
claimed Chatity, ﬁlhng up the pa.use of
hesitation.

“But yet, I am afraid, she grea.tly
.prefers Lord Fitzhauton,” continued the
viscount., .

“That is why it will be pleasdnter for
you to oust him, I should think, §ir?
Besides, you cannot be sure of that, for
you have not .yt tried sincerely to win
her affections to yourself,” returned the
mediatrix. . .

. % That is true again,) mused the vis-
count, smoothing his whiskers medi-
tatively; “anwd I don’t imagine myself
much inferior tb Lord Fitzhauton in any
respect, unless he is, perhaps, a little
younger. Do youdthink he looks so, Miss
GPeen?” . . ',

“I never c8mpared ydu, sir; bt I
should think that would be another rea-
sorPwhy you should triumph in Wmmng
f.he day from him,” returned Charity.

X2
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“ True again. Perhaps we might
‘reverse the usual process, and hate one
another before instead of after*marriage.
And I am certainly in'a sad fix,” said the -
viscount. “ You have heard the ance-
_dote, Miss Green, of the man who was to
be hanged unless he married the ugliest
woman ' in the province—it was some-
whare in France, I believe. I could be
almost tempted to imitate him and say,
.* Drive on!’ too.” *

“ But Mrs. Sparkleton, I have heard
every one sdy that ever saw her, is onec
of the handsomegt women in the world!”

“ Yes, and she has the savoir-vivre in
perfection! She does notf in the least
smell of bread and buttel! But suppos-
ing I were to follow out your very esra-
ordinary idea, Miss Green, wouldn’t
peoplélaugh at me—wouldn't people say=—
yott know whét reports Lady Fitzhauton
would propagate?”’ .

“ She could not; here is the exact Gopy
of the note that deceived her, with a
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broken impression—and she would not

dare to says anything for fear of being

laughed #t a8 a foolish, mistaken person,

who imagined you’were in love with her,

when it will pla.mly appear by your

marriage you were really and truly
- courting Mrs. Sparkleton !”

“But how do I know that Mrs.
Sparkleton will receive my address, gfter
what has passed?” said his lordship.

“I am sure $he will,” replied Charity,
with great cnergy. “I am quite sure of
that! You have only to ge and declare
yourself satisfied by the full contents of
the note, whose blotted extracts alarmed
you; and offer the best reparation you
can by marriage, and I am positive you

* will not be refused.”

“ She instructed you then to say so?"
rﬁtur_'ned the viscount, with a smjle of
much grutification; and &% Charity &kept

, a jesuitical silence, he continued,—“I must
all®w, I always admired Mxs. Sparkleton’s
good taste and judgment. Itis the only
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possible solution of one’s perplexities, I
think; so you had better drive on, in one
sensé, Mr. Carman Destiny! I will not
be like that strange person, who would
not even escape the halter by the altar!”
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CHAPTER XIII.

THREE or four days after these occur-
rences, Lord Fitzhauton considered he
had waited long enough for any expres-
sion of hostile sentlment from Lord
Deville, without recelvmg any, and con-
cluded that, he might now depart for
Paris without any appearance of a flight,
or any danger of compromising Mrs,
Sparkleton’s reputation. Well pleased,
de gave orders to his servants to , prepare
everything ‘far a tnp *tq the Contments
intending to start in the afternoon of the |
day in question.

Lord Fitzhauton enjoyed at present. a'
very nice bachelor sort of existence. He
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had the house to himself; his wife con-
tinued -at Putney with her family, no
doubt exasperated beyond reconciliation—
at least he hoped so, after his trecatment
of her brother, and disfainful dlence to
herself. He had not his legs on the
table, as an American gentleman might
have had under similar circumstances
of tranquil domestic cnjoyment—but he
Molled at his ease, and in a most pleasant
mood, in a swing chair, smoking acigar
in a room where even his aunt had never
permitted him to do so. She, too, had
not made her appearance since she had
written him a most'violent diatribe against
Mrs. Sparklcton, threatening,all the ven-
geance of the gods (and Miss Secur-.
mucheon’s ‘were rather rum jokers!)won
his head, (not to mention hellfire eternal,)
unless he cntirely and perpetually relin-.
quished that lady’s society; which epistle
her noble nephew had very politely in-
closed in a clean envelope and returned tq
her, os a valuable testimony to posterity
of her regard for his true interests.:
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- Smoking this cigar, which was a most
delicious’ Dps Amigos, from the royal
manufactery®of Seville—for we love to be
particular in the ®smallest matters that
relate to great eveuts—Ilulled into a deli-
cious, dream by the aromatic narcotic—
thinking of Mrs. Sparkleton, and what a
very, very handsome woman she was, and
how her brilliant eyes would light yp to
welcome him in Paris that evcnmrr—hls
lordship seemeds¢ to common observers, to
be reading a newspaper which he held in
his hand—neither can we absolutely de-
clare that he was not-yhis eye was cer-
tainly running down the columns—only
he did not take the least notice of what
he read. It weas no great wonder, per-
*haps: he was looking over some letter
from a foreign coxrespondent, on foreign
pelitics, and his lordship took listle in‘
terest even.in *domestic ofes, though he
often voted on them. Still, the article
wae headed Paris, and that rgther attracted
his' attention—only dreamily, however—
until suddenly he gave a very natural
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start, let his cigar fall, and clutched the
newspaper almost to his eyes to read:
again the following rather *unexpected
- announcement ! ‘ .
“ The great talk in English circles just
at present, is about a marriage which
came off yesterday at .thé Embassy, in
the grandest style imaginable. It has
been so long on the tapis, that it will hot
‘surprise the fashionable world of London
to hear that yesterday, in the chapel of
the Embassy, by special licence, were.
united in the holy bonds of matrimony,.
the Right Honouyable Viscount Deville,
and the Honourable Mrs. Sparkleton, of
Longacres, in the county ofr——, widow
of .the late Colonel Sparkleton, of the
Guards, sixth and youngest daughter of
the late Right Honourable Baron *St.
Alwyp; and granddaughter of the Duke
of ——. The celebrity of both parties
in political and fashionable cireles made
the event remgrkable, and we have rarely
seefi so -distinguished a congregation
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assembled as on the occasion. His Excel-
lency gave 4he bride away, and a large
party partook of a splendid déjeuner with
the noble bride 4nd bridegroom, after
which the happy pair started to spend the
honeymoon at a charming villa belonging
to the late Colonel Sparkleton, at Chan-
ﬁny.n e )
This was too circumstantial a narrgtive
to be doubted; Lord Fitzhauton was"
positive he hel®a newspaper in- his hand
of established authenticity in chronology
of the kind ; at lgast he had aever believed
it capable of invention before—and un-
doubtedly there was a certain aggregate
of type and paper united under the usual
heading beneath his gaze. Nevertheless
he disbelieved in his own eyes, in the
paper, in the typey in the narrative, and
th himself, for nearly a gouple of miputes.
Then he lookqd again, #nd again,e and
again, and still the article was there.
TRen he whistled, and walked to the
window, and satisfied himself that pedple
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were moving about in a quiet, orderly
mwanner, without any of the dumble and
confusion of 'a dream. Then Be walked
to a mirror and satisfied himself of his
own identity. Then-he took the pgper
and read the article over three times more,
and tried to persuade shimself that the
names were different, that it was not
the Right Honourable Viscount and the
‘Honourable Mrs. Sparkleton who were
united, as the paper averred, in the holy
“bonds of matrimony. Then he dashed
the paper dowvn, and called himself the
following names, gmitting all his here-
ditary titles and distinctions: “ Fool, ass,
_booby, simpleton!—to believe a woman,
‘to trust in a woman —Inexpressible ass,
unutterable fool! But it can’t be! She
wouldn’t dare!—I'll run to Deville® this
instan,«and sec if he is not at; home!” *©

Heclutched wp his hat, tnd was about
to sally forth furiously on this fruitful
enterprise, whep two visitors entering cat
short his progress. And to crown his
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misfortunes those two visitors were his
wife and hey mother! .

Both were in tears, both in disordered
array, shorn of their usual splendours—
and Lady Fitzhauton threw herself into
her Jhusband’s arms, in spite of all his
atterapts to avoid the affecting ceremonial,
while Mrs. Gullibull sobbed and wept
aloud like the bubbling of a whale sinking
transfixed with harpoons in the Arcti®
Seas! The orly comparison we can find
of sufficient grandeur to display all the
energy of her effusion.

“0, my dear Fitahauton! my own,
own husband! you'll forgive me this one
little time, won't you, and I'll never doubt
you again? Psee it was all that wicked
Deville trying to set me against you!”
sobbed her ladyshjp, strenuously imitating
the admireq simile of the vine round the
elm. .

. “Look how that cigar’s burning the.
carpet |—But she’s come back never to
leave you no more, on no accouht!”
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-jaculated Mrs. Gullibull. “And I've
come, too, for a ’sylum from my own
house and home, for the baiiiffs are in it,
and John’s made a regular smash, and we
are all ruined, and I must stay here or go
to the Refuge of the Destitute, ox the
Workhouse, for I'll never sit where that
Girdiron’s master ; and besides, they’ll
ticket my very bed before they’ve done!”
T “Ttis in the Gazette to-day !—Look, dear
Charles, poor papa is in‘the Gazette to-
day!” said Lady Fitzhauton, still weeping
profoundly, and handing a paper, which
Lord Fitzhauton had not yet seen, to his
lordship.

She thought that Fitzhsuton sought
with those arid eyes and trembling fingers
for the Gazette of the day. She ascribed
it.to the disorder of his spirits whéh she
saw that he turned to the births, mat-
riages, and deaths instehd! DBut she
changed her opinion, when in a moment,
with a face livid with rage and despair,
he éxclaimed: * And have you the impu-
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dence, Lady Fitzhauton, after your abdurd
behaviour with Lord Deville—after your
absurd gceusations against him and Mrs.
Sparkleton—Ilookhere, madam—afterthis!
—On the 13th ultimo, in the chapel of
‘the British I]mbassy, at DParis, the Right
Honourable —the Right Honourable —
the Right Honourable—read it yourself,
madem!—You and your mother may
stay in the house if you like, but I'll "not ™
And out accorlingly he flung.

On the same day, and about the same
hour, Charity Green was, scated at her
-usual place in the bazaar, at work, with
her usual quiet, reflective face. Miss
Dishnap weg finishing the embroidery of
a little scarket comt, and enjoying her
favourite recreation—listening to the tune
of “She is far from the land where her

eyoung hepo sleeps,” exquisitely per-
formed on the little musical box, ewhich
had belonged to her own departed be-
Arothed, and which he hgd manufactured
himself, for he had a mechanical gbnius
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as“well as one for his profession. The
sweet, melancholy notes followed each
other like driblets of harmonious water,
so clearly and liquidly pure. ‘The two
friends were evidently reconciled. In
fact, Miss Dishnap had nearly cried, her
eyes out over the success of her resolute
refusal of the privileges of the entrée of
.her cottage to Charity Green. She spent
the whole day in seeking for her in every
place but the bazaar, whither Charity
proceeded immediately. after her inter-
view with Lorgd Deville; and even, in her
remorse, consented,to receive her back to
hearth and home without asking any
questions as to.her whercabputs on that
memorable night, which Charity quietly
assured her she could not possibly explain
at present.

Thug.were they engaged when Mr:
Baaslmwes shadow suddenly fell upon
both, and raising the little counter, he
entered the sacped inclosure to which ke
had ‘never yet penetrated, with very little
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ceremoney. He had on the whitest PO,
sible cravat, and he did not look very
much morg égloured himself.

“ Have you scems the paper this morn-
ing, Charity ?—No, you never read it for
fear it should sp01l the simplicity of your
(haracter? Well, Gullibull, Gullibull®and
Co. are M the (xa.zette this mo:,nmfr'
Which was right, you or I, you qoftcake
you‘?” L]

“You, sir,” sgid Charity, after tremu-
lously perusing a paragraph in the city
article; which announced, in tones of con-
sternation, the fall of t%m gleat house in
questlon

“Well I—but I've come for the forfeit
of my bond—not for my pound of flesh,
but for my eight stone and upwards,
which I am sure Jou must weigh, con-
sidering your luxurious style of living
here! You'reuember Poyr pr omlsc?”

“And I will keep it,” replied (Jhamty,
firguly.

“You will! you are not'in jest '—-You

« YOL. IIL Y



822  THE GOLD-WORSHIPPERS:

vail marry me, after all?” exclaimed Mr.
Bagshawe, breathlessly.

“Why not?” replied Ckarity, busily
plying her work.

“ Why not?—Don’t you see how ter-
ribly ugly I am?—quite a death’s head
on a broomstick?” -

“ No, I positively don’t!”

. “ That’s because you don’t look at me,
“Charity!” replied the. retired. attorney,
with vehemence. “ What need you care
about that lace? Look at your bargain,
and let it go to the devil!” And he tore
the delicate traceyy away with a violence
that destroyed all hope of retrieving the
pattern.

“ Well, then, I do look n&t you-—and I
don't see that you are ugly at all, and if
you rea]ly want to marry me, I'll tarry
you,” said Charlty, with great simplicity:
of e:;.pressmn ¢ Certainly.? ‘

“You are a generous creature, Charity
—but, no, I won’t be a horrid old tyrant
m & novel, and’ force a girl to marry me
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against her willl—I came ‘for anofRée
purpose, Charity,” he continued, with
energy, and yet with an evident struggle.
“You may be happy yet !—as that stupid
organ is grinding out in the street,—and
it liegsi However, you shall have the
chance, if you think it so. Midas Gulli-
bull is thoroughly ruined—a bankrupt
with his father to-day-—and I have bean
sounding him. I find that he repents’
very much of shis treatment of you—
especially since I have told him that you
have two thousand pounds qf mine for a
fortune, and that all ndy property is left
to you in my will, at my death. I pro-
mised I would plead his cause for him,
since you wouldn’t let me plead my own,
and so—I have "his authority to inform
you, that—that yqu may be Mrs. Midas
@ullibull any day and any -hour_ you
please.”

“And you—have my authority to
inform Mr. Midas Gullibull,” replied
Charity, without a moment’s pause, “ that.
e Y2
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g1 intend to be Mrs. Bagsilawe this day
week, I can’t possibly accept the honour.”
“What a hurry you are n!—You
want to kill me with joy, that you may
get my money,” said Bafrshawe, alinost
convulsively.
“No, you hard loaf, you!” rephed
. Charity «Green; “1 want to marry you
immediately, that I'may have a home and
“4 house to offer to my poor uncle and
aunt, now they arc turnzd out of their
own!”
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CHAPTER XIV. ]

ON that day a formless Infinite of Terrdv ,
—u myriad-eyed, myriad-handed, air- .
clutching, sky-darkening shadow—a thing
of doubt and d'u'kness, flickering all over
with palpltatlons like a troubled sea—
loomed over the commercial horizon. It -
thickened gradually into palpable obscure,
which Woreﬁy turns a million-changing
forms of doubt and fear, until it became
the steady vision of a tremendous phan-e.
» tom-—and its name was Pawic! |
The fallwe of the , great house of,
Gullibull, Gullibull and Co., confeqsedly
ghrough railway speculations, increased
the deep fecling of mistrust which had®
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fof Some time been gaining ground in the
public mind, as to the reality of its
visionary El Dorado of irons ¥ was fol-
lowed by others. Numcrous defalcations
were discovered—false dealings brought to
light; and the whole gorgeous vision—
more baseless than the fabric of a dream—
dissolved .away, leaving its dupes and vic-
tims gazing at one another, in as much
amazement as the drinking boors in Faust,
when they imagined theyswere clutching
grapes, and found they were only pulling
at each other’s noses!
. Then, indeed, weie there “ hurryings to
" and fro,” and “tremblings of distress!”
_Aristocratic vehicles, seldom or never seen
eastward of Temple Bar, weee now more
commonly encountered in the city than
oanywhere else. Miss Scurmucheon’s
brougham was among the earliest; for she
 had stgrted a breugham on the strength
of her success in railroad ventures.
She, the most Bunctlhous of formalists,
“forgot that her carriage was to be one of
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the mourners at a funeral on that V&
day, and hyrried down to Mr. La.wlesss
offices, to ascertain the truth, or, as she
fondly hoped, the €alsehood, of the alarm-
ing reports which had reached her. Shé
had Jbeen there seven times since she had
heard the shocking intimation from *Mrs.
Skinflinfz, that Lawless had elaped; had
always been comforted by his clerk’s
assurances, that Mr. Lawless was’ onl)
accidentally ot for a few minutes; had
waited hours for him in vain, three times;
and being irritated to excess that morning
by reading the news of Mrs. Sparkleton’s
marriage with Lord Deville, in the paper,
and an ing account of the state of
the railway taarket in a parallel column,
she was now determined to ascertain the
truth, and—sell qut.

»  Miss Scurmucheon was a rehgmus
woman, 88 we have oft&n,shown, wé  think. ,
She had every reason to' place confidence .
# the assurances that the prosperity of
the reprobate is only of a short and earthly *
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wiure. Nevertheless, she was so exces-
sively vexed at Mrs. Sparkleton’s mundane
success, that we are not certain she would
ot greatly have- prefeired to hear of her
having effected her utter ruin “in society,”
by eloping with Lord Fitzhauton, even
though involving so destructively the good
name and fortunes of her beloved nephew.
She certainly wondered what Providence
%ould have been about to permit such
good luck to such a * dveadful créature!”
She must have deceived Lord Deville in
the most unprincipled manner! If his
lordship had only cdnsulted Zer—if he had
only waited till he heard what people said
about Mrs. Sparkleton—if he had only
had some friend to tell himfthat she was
positively ruined by extravagance and
 speculation—and instead of takmg a plea-
sure jaunt to the continent, had actually’
fled thther from, her creditrs l—
But there were more people ruined
than Mrs. Sparkleton. Miss Scurmucheomn
in her way through the city, was a .good
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deal annoyed and detained mnear “the
Mansion Hsuse, by a crowd escorting .a
prisoner,*wht was to be favoured with an
introduction to the Lord Mayor. She
heard the people say that it was some
merchant’s clerk, accused of embezzling
money, to buy erailway shares. "T'hat
excited her interest, and she put on her
spectacles, which she never wore in the
sight of any one if she could help it, &
scc the justlyrdevoted ome pass. And
how amazed was Miss Scurmucheon to-
discover in thg prim, prgcise, clderly,
orderly -looking indi%idual, who was
hurried past, in the capacity of criminal
—Messrs. Gyllibull and Co.’s head-clerk,

Mr. Rustisaw He who had seemed to_

cherish almost a hatred to speculation of
every kind, but of, railway speculation in
'particqlz%whose grand endeavour, it had
always been to prevent his master, from
engaging in the perilous game—had alt
the while been falsifying,his books, and
embezzling large sums of moncy, to® em-
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bafk, secretly, in the same delusion!
Midas Gullibull came after -him, in the
capacity of prosccutor—by °order of the
assignees, ostensibly, btit a good deal more
by suggestion of the rancorous vengeance
and malignancy which filled his heaxt.
Miss Scurmucheon did not like to see
this spectacle; it added to her alarms, and
ske ordered her coachman to drive on
‘faster, 'and “not to mind the crowd.”
‘Whether that meant to drive over its com-
ponent parts, in case of obstruction, we
will not even surmise, concerning a lady
of sentiments so Christian. But the in-
creased diligence was of little use, except
to reach an unwished-for goal the sooner.
Miss Scurmucheon found’ her agent’s
offices closed, and they had been S0, 8
neighbour informed her, for two days
'No ong kmew whither either Lawless or his
clerk . ‘had gones but perhaps ‘the latter
young gentleman - himself, or somebody
else who desired to set inquiring minds
at rést on the subject, had written on the
closed shutters—* Gqne to Californial”
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We have now reached a point at whish
it is usual,with novelists in general—
though we rather claim to-ourself the de-
signation of fictitfous historian—to sum
up with a brief sketch of the concluding
events of the lives of the heroes and
heromes they have introduced to the
reader’s attention. But as we are cotem-
porary with all of ours, the most we
do to gratify the curiosity we hope to h(;s
excited, is to give some account of the pre-
sent position of affairs with such of our
personages as geem to degerve the dis-
tinction. '

Lord and Lady Fitzhauton have been
what is tec&:x}cally called * reconciled;”
and live together as man and wife. How
that is, let the initiated declare! Miss
Scurmucheon sayg, they live like cat and

®dog ; and perhaps that may be o proper
explanation of the mynemous foym of
speech above quoted. All we can say is,
that they live in the same hjouse ; generally
take dinner together; have been kflown
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to go into the country at the same time;
and have two little girls who call one of”
them Papa and the other Manma. No-
male heir to the family honours has ap-
peared—which Lady Deville often hears-
with L great regret; at least, she-often makes
the inquiry of English people that go to
Paris, and always secms very sorry; and
sas, “Poor things! how grieved Lord

ritzhauton must be! Such an ancient

. family as his! - But, then,the poor boy—

-

if there were one—would be so ashamed
of his maternal ancestors!” -In fact, things
are just as well as they are; for although
the Fitzhauton lineage is very ancient and
honourable, it is pretty well known that
his lordship will leave but .ittle property
to sustain the dignity of the rank he could:
bequeath. His extravagance has nearly
carried him throunrh the second and very
splendld fortus> ‘he ﬁcqurred "with his
wife.

- Lord and Lgdy Deville reside almogt
constantly at Paris—only occasionally
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frightened out of it by & revolution or 80,
when they generally go to some of the
German eapitals. Last year they were
almost driven to Bngland by finding a re-
volution wherever they fled from one; but
so ostinately determined is his lordship
not to discharge her ladyship’s liabilities
in railways, that, although extremely
anxious to be at home and to go to g
club as usual, “he really can’t come.”
wrote so to a driend the other day. At
. the same time he don’t much care to leave
her ladyship in Parxs by hersdf It almost
scems as if he were JGa.lous of her—and yet
there are malicious people who declare
that they are not at all fond of one another,
and that L0 Deville has been heard
to declare, he alinost wishes he were, in
Colonel Spru'kleton s present place rather
oin that which his demise left vacqnt. We
may hop®] hawever, t§ ge Lady ]Qewlle
in London soon—probably next season.
{lmostallher speculations are being wound
up under the Rallwa.y Abandonment*Bﬂl
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and “as she has forfeited an incredible
number of shares for not paying up the calls
ui)on them, it is very likely that. she will
soon be quite at her ease on their account.

Longacres is sold. The mortgagee,
Tobias Skinflintz, Esq., is its present pro-
prietbr, and his mother is looking forward
with no little pride to the prospect of
seging him g Member of Parliament for
gdme ‘neighbouring village belonging to.a
noble lord who * owes her 2 little money,”
as soon as the * dishabilities are removed.”

Meanwhile Lady Deville leads a very
delightful life In Patis, spending but little
time at home, or on her noble husband.
She “rather likes the French way of living.
OQne is not bothered with téinking—-—-one
need only talk,” she said the other day to
%) partlcula.r friend, who was inquiring*as
particulay friends will do, the most dis-
,agreeable questicn fre cotld put—~Why she
did not intend to grace London again with,
her presence occasionally?

She is very happy' Lord Deville and
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she lead the*most well-bred married life
possible, as you might expect from people
of such fashipn and sensibility to appear-
ances. Mademoiselle Florine, indeed, told
Mrs. Clackmannan’s maid—on a late ex-
cursion of that vigilant invalid to the
republican metropolis—in strict confi-
dence, of course, that therc had been two
explosions between them—and only two.
One was shortly after their marriage, o
receipt of some,intelligence from England
—about the sale of Longacres, she believed.
The other took place abeyt some letter
which arrived from $he safe country, of
which, with every effort on her part, the
said Mademoiselle has never yet managed
to obtain a PNrusal. But she believes it
was from Lord Fitzhauton, because ller
lady cried nearly half an hour over it, and ,
JLord Deville—whd found her so engaged
—decld™ in her hear.'mg,that if ever the
viscountess dared (that was his word!)"
d.ured to receive a letter from that
man,” (and who elfe codld he possibly



336 THE GOLD-WORSIIPPERS :

meali?) see, speak, or correspond in any
fnanner whatever with him,—he, Lord
Deville, would leave her entigely to him!
“But, however,” sgid Lady Deville,
with exasperation, in private, after she
had given a solemn promise to that effect,
“when one goes back to London, one
-can’t help one’s self—one will be sure to
86 him somewhere or another in society !”
¢ Miss Scurmucheon is so very badly off
in her pecuniary affairs, that we might
be excused if, like the rest of the world,
we overlooked the fact of her existence.
She has lost b veny considerable portion
of an alrcady narrow income by her
railway investments, or rather non-invest-
‘ments; for it is some consgiation to her
to_find that, owing. to Lawless having
,run away with her money; instead of
embarking it in the® shares she had,
requested, she § wot liablg tox¥e com-
‘pletelj ruined as a contributor to the
defalcations of the concerns in question.
But ehe has a Perpetial and potent source
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of regret in an attendant cireumstance.
There can e no doubt that the Reverc;{d
Gilbart Ruddimac had at one time some
serious thoughts of offering his hand and*
heart to her acceptance. But an ezpost
of the affairs of a certain company in
which he knew,her to be conndcted,
turnell *the current of his affections in
another dirggtion.- ' : ’
Still her own misfortunes have lilot‘\]

the least dimiwished the charitable feelings
which alwaysanimated Miss Scurmucheon.
She begs with motg Tuéngy-than ever for
the poor, hind p.erh' d with more sucéess;
for people do rather compassionate her -
fallen estate, and like to rid themselves
of her impo}bunities at almost any price.
We have the comfort to assurc our repders
that she still live.s in a manner and in &

» place not altogether unsuited to. her rank
in soCIey—ein a stflegh that 11;1;)3 been,
fashionable, and on a hundred a year.

o Where are Aldesma.n Jand Mrs, Gulli-‘

YOL. III. Z
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bull?” Both at Mr. Bagshawc's, at Camn-
bé}'Well. The alderman is oply just out
of the Queen’s Bench, where he has
“expiated the sin of “reckless trading,”
as the learned gentleman who harangued
against him not untruly styled the proress
which furnished him with a subject for
cloquence,.by an imprisonment which has
cfft vtua,lly broken his spirit. -The enter-
prising, daring merchant i is dead in his
bosom; and but for Mre. Bagshawe's
incessant kindness and attentions, the
outward preserégfc.it "tf the once mighty
‘aldcsman would probebly be in the same
* predicament. We have hopes, however,
and so has Mr. Bagshawe, that he will
" recover his health and spirité) and resume
his patural activity in a short time. Per-
&aps he may make another fortune before
he dies . He has talked about doing 50
ever s1pcc Mr. Bagshawe premisi®, ‘at his
wife's entreaty, that he would lend him
Whatever he got for "hxs three thousand
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pounds, to recommence business. That
may possibly be five or six hundred
pounds; and the alderman relates, with,
some sparkles of his former genius, that
he began the vast fortuge he lost with
abowt as many—minus the hundreds,
The alderman, however, is not hkely
to leave what he may again dcquire to
either of hiy children. They are c\p-
sidered to have bechaved rather unhaﬁ
somely to him® At least, he thinks that
they ought to have taken morc notice of
him in his mlsf(u'tlﬁs.mh/as Midas has
hardly enough to live upon himself, j?o

a clerkship he has in a brewery—and as
Lady Fitzhauton has “a husband and
children of het own to look to,” we cannot
see what right he has to complain, jL4&cy
have tacitly agreed to. cut hirfl,~ Bspe™
®cially as they both agrec—agreeing on
that point omfiy—that thir father most «
bitterly wronged them in getting ruined

% all.
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It must be allowed that Mrs. Gullibull
i3, rather a nuisance in the Bagshawe
house, where she takes upoh her still to
"be mistress; is very dictatorial, and sufli-
ciently tedious in dissertations on her
misfortuncs. But Charity Bagshawe has
such an inexhaustible fount of patience
in her soul—she is so kind, so thoughtful,
s¢-unprovokable, that, on th< whole, they
fork on pretty well together. Moreover,
Mrs. Gullibull is very forAl of managing
a house, and Cluuty, on the contrayy,
has taken to* “I"d(lll‘\g and likes to spend
mét of her time wita Mr. B agshawe, who
has communicated his gwn taste for litera-
‘ture to her.
" We do not believe tHey have any
fac=ly.  The last time we saw her she
“ag; LWever, with o pretty numerous
one. She and Miss Dishnap, and two or
three, other ladtios, were Waiting on the
platform of a railway, at a short distance
from ~town, wjth .k numerous. band of
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about two hundred female children, be-

longing to @ Sunday school, which they
keep and tedch among them, and whorg,
they had taken cut on an cxcursian en,
bnasse. The children grere all very
cleanly, though mostly very poorly dressed,

and seemed all as happy as they could
hve——shoutmg, singing, and hurrahing,

enough to Mghten the fiery horses t\at
were to draw them, if they had Jepn
fashioned of le8s solid materials than wged
and iron. (‘hamty looked very much
fluttered, and Yerfn uch /ﬂcnsed——-very
responsxble, wnd veljrqhappy, and seq Mea’
as if—whether herself a mother g#®not—
that she had found objects on which to
diffuse the métherly feelinga in her gentle
heart. We heard one of the girls S,
“ Teacher, teacheg! what is tm
*thosejron rails?” To which Mrg. Bag-
shawe replieds partly to h€rself andgpartly
to the child—* After all, they are very
good things ' —the cﬁrmaps run omsthose,
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dear, and have brought you out of town,
to. breathe the nice saecctmair of the
Jsountry < cheaply thav we hre thinking
.of bringing you all again n\ xt weck.—
After all, they-are very good thing.!”

Wors, 4, Olyndos Stréet, Corect Gaeden.
Bovild &, Edwards, Pris, '


















