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HISTORY,

CHAPTER 1.

My. and Mrs, George Grove return to Hindermark
from Bath—News arrives at Oaken Grovwt
George Grove and Lady Charlotte's Marriage
—the Countess of Budemere and Lady Charlotte’s
Jrreal at the Castle—Lady Charlotte faln s
Love with Harry Lamsbroke, L

Tse right honourable the Earl of
Budemere was now left in no very
pleasant situation ;-*the day was at
hand for the payment of twenty thou-
sand pounds to the poor parson, and
the day was likewise at hand for the
payment of ten thousand pounds to
the colonel, but the day was not at
hand which was to put the ready mo-
ney into his lordship’s hand to make

VOL, TIL ® good
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good the said paymentsig hand. The
first thing he did, was to consult Pet-
ticraft on’ the business, who, cunning
as he Was, ‘could not put his lordship
in any way to pay thirty thousand
pounds without money. There was but
a fortnight to come for the colonel,
and a week for the parson ; upon which,
feeling himselfin a dilemma, after con-
suL nz the lawyer, his lordship con-

suiced his heels, and ran away from
Bath to attend, as he said, a call of the

cuse. Two lucky things happened,
:{)wever; an old incumbent died about
this time, and gave his lordship an op-
portunity of presenting the poor parson
to a living of five hundred pounds a-
year, which the old gentleman, after a

little pause, was wise enough to ac-

cept, finding nothing else was toe be
had. The other fortunate event was
that the colonel died of a fever, which
rubbed the rest of the chalk off the
wall. Instead, however, of attending

-

to “the cal)s of the House, Lord Bude--

mere
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mere packed up his matters and left
the kingdom to shift for itself; or, in
other words, finding no good to be
done in it he ran out of it, and visited
foreign parts: some of his reasons-for
so doing are, perhaps, not qmte unin-
telligible.

Mr. and Mrs. Grove packed up
George and brought him back to
Hindermark without speaking a-loud
word, and, though George expressed
his astonishment by asking one thou-
sand six hundred and fifty-seven
questions touching one head, viz. how
he came not to be married to Lady
Charlotte Orby, he got nothing for his
pains but this short sentence—George,
you may go and marry your milk-
maid if you will, for, before I will call
Budemere “ brother,” T will see him
at the devil ! —these words were uttered
in the breakfast-parlour- at Hinder-
mark, at three and forty minutes after
nine o’clack in the morning, as loud
as Mr. Grove could roar for his heart
) B 2 Mirs.
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Mrs. Opossum, the housekeeper, being
great with child, and opening the said
breakfast-parlour door with a bill of
fare in her hand, was so alarmed at
hearing such an unusual sound pro-
ceed from the mouth of Mr. Grove,
that she fell in travail and came at
seven months with three children.
“ *Sume my body!” quoth Old Co-
mlcaj ¥ if Mr. Grove had spoken ano-
““théf foud word, if all the children
hadn’t run out of the world back again -
as fast as they came into it 1”

- After his lordship’s departure the
Countess of Budemere took it into her
head thatshe would not stay any longer
in Bath by herself, and, whether pricked
by curiosity to ask the reason why Mr,
Grove had spoiled the wedding, or
because she had a mind to get as far
from Bath as possible, or because her
landlord would not trust any longer
for his rent, or because she had got
the fidgets, or for all these reasons put,

together, she ordered four post-horses
' to



¢ 5)

to be put to her carriage, took Lady
Charlotte with her, and made the best
of her way to Oaken Grove, where she
arrived without meeting with any ac-
cident worth recording in this eur
history, except drinking a gill of fine
Cogniac on the road for a cruel fit of
the colic, which, being a noble medi-
cine for the wind, gave her ladyship
instant relief.

Matters at Oaken Grove stood in"a
row as follows: Mr. and Mrs, Decas-
tro were in good health at the castle,
though not quite so young as they
were, reader, when we last parted from
tltem : Acerbus, the philosopher, was
come home, as aforesaid, for the vaca-
tion had commenced, and had brought
with him his cousin, Harry Lamsbroke,
a btother Oxonian, and very intimate
friend ; of whom, if we have not already
spoken, we shall soon say a great deal.
News had come to the castle that Fre-
derick had left England, but what part

Jof the globe was enlightened by his
B3 coun-
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" countenance no astronomer could tell
at that time. Old Crab and his wife
jogged on at the farm as usual, but
poor Julia’s forlorn state hung like a
black cloud upon their house. Old
Comical had got possession of his five
thousand pounds by the help of Old
Crab, left him in his father’s will, and
was just returned from a visit to Cock-
a-doodle, where he left his brother, the
squire, in a very ill state of health;
his laughing fits had been more fre-
quent and violent of late, and weakened
him a great deal. The love-sick Julia
resided altogether at the castle with
her cousin Genevieve, who nursed her
with the affection of a sister, visited at
times by Doctor Grosvenor, a very
worthy physician, ‘who, out of grati-
tude for a good‘ turn done him by Old
Crab, paid his visits without being
paid, and gave his directions without
taking any fees; it was, he said, the
most extraordinary case of attachment
that had ever come within his know-
. ledge,
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ledge, and was of opinion that it would
epd fatally unless the object of her
affections could be obtained for her;
he was sorry to say that she gra-
dually grew worse, and though the
steps by which she was descending
were very slow, she still continued to
descend, and, if some relief were not
speedily to be had, she must come to
the ground : gentlemen of his profes-
sion out of tenderness, perhaps, were
too apt to conceal these things, he felt
it, however, to be his duty to give no-
tice in these cases, and conceived that
the force of a blow might be in some
degree broken by its being foreseen.
Old Crab received this intelligence
with his usual fortitude: “ Look you,
doctor,” said he, “I look upon my
poer wench as already lost, and I
never looked upon her as any other
than a thing that might be; he that
reckons upon a thing as out of danger
because.he sees no danger is a fool:
there is a parting clause, doctor, in the

B 4 con-
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conditions upon which we receive every
thing on earth, he, therefore, that falls
out with the lease by which he holds
things here, is an ass.—God’s will be
done !"—The Doctor saw a .drop of
water upon Old Crab’s face, but took
no notice of it. Let it not be thought
that because Genevieve was never at
rest when Julia was out of her sight,
-or, indeed, when she was in it, that she
was at all neglected by others, though
the overwhelming violence of Gene-
vieve seemed to drown all other affec-
tions, her father and mother paid her
every attention, Mr.  and Mrs. De-
castro shewed her every care, Acerbus,
the philosopher, would sit and read in
her room, 7Harry Lamsbroke could
scarce speak to her without tears in
his eyes, and Old Comical, who ran on
all her errands between the farm and
the castle, said Lady Charlotte de-
served to die an old maid with nothing
but a tom cat for her husband, for
robbing his young mistress of her
' sweet- *
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sweetheart: thus. stood. matters at

@aken Grove at this time. :
. By a rule of precedence, a lie, asiit
is fitting, goes first, and truth follows
after: one came, and a great one too,
with speed, to wit, that the ceremony
was over, and Lady Charlotte and
George Grove were married’; a friend
had writ to the butler at the castle to
say, that he had been present, and saw
them married with -his own eyes.
Alas! this news soon reached poor
Julia’s ears, which, indeed, had this
comfort in it, that she was sure mat-
ters could now be no worse, and to
know the worst of a thing may be the
best part of bad news : she said she
had long been prepared to hear it, but
she. thought that her-serrows would be
short : it grieved her, however, to think
that she had borne her trial so peevish-
ly; she loved Lady Charlotte, she
said, and wished her happy ; she would
have beeii glad if her unfortunate at-
Jachment could have been kept a se-
BS cret, |
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cret, she had been a weak girl, and
hoped for the excuse of all. On the
other hand, this news put Genevieve
into a rage, she had expected, if Lady
Charlotte were sincere in her friend-
ship for the beautiful milk-maid, that
she would have broken the match by
some slight of hand ; she had, indeed,
some hope in this, and upon this -
ground she had stood, but this news
pushed her off;-and she fell into de-
spair ; she left Julia’s apartment, where
she was sitting at the time it came—
brought in by an officious maid-ser-
vant, who thought the best thing she
could do was to tell the worst news,
and ran out into the park to give vent
to the storm within her: now it came
to pass as she was pacing about, weep-
ing, talking to herself, striking' her
forehead, and raving like one out of
her senses, at a sudden turn she
bounced against Lady Charlotte, who
had taken it into her head to get out
.of the carriage and walk up the hill

from
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from the ferry towards the castle.
She stared, at first, like one who had a
mind to disbelieve her own eyes, and
taking a step or two back, as if Lady
Charlotte was too near to be seen,—
“So!” exclaimed she, “ your lady-
ship is married, I hear!” ¢ No,” said
she, “ my ladyship is not married,
there’s no such good news.” ¢ Not
married!” said Genevieve, if raving
can be called speaking. . ¢ Not married,
I say,” replied Lady Charlotte.
“ Why,” said Genevieve, “ a man
has sent a letter from Bath to say that
he saw you married with his own eyes!
—What d’ye think of that, my lady ?”
— Why,” said she, “ I think that
there is certainly one man in Bath who
can tell a lie to keep up the credit of
the place.” * Your ladyship may be
an instance that a lie can be told out
of Bath as well as in it—Your lady-
ship’s fine feelings may prompt you to
deceive us out of mere tenderness,
perhaps— and here she stopt to pant,

B6 fon
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for she was half choked with passion.
“ My ladyship has no such meanings”
said Lady Charlotte; * fine feelings,
indeed ! better have no feelings at all
than feel as I feel ! I wish all sorts of
feelings were at the deuse! fine feel-
ings! I was carried to church asa
bride, and brought back a great fool !
What have they done with Mr. George
Grove?” “Done with George Grove!”
said Genevieve; ‘“ why, they took him
toBath to be married to yourladyship—
and married you are, put what face you
please upon it, madam.” * Married !”
said Lady Charlotte; ¢ for a poor girl
to be hoaxed in this manner were
enough to drive her mad! married,
indeed ! I have been hoaxed, and’
fooled, and laughed at—any thing but
married ! Iam no bear, you need not
be afraid I should bite you!” «Isit
possible !” said Genevieve; ¢ how can
this be?” # I wish it had been im-
possible,” said her ladyship; *““ but any
_thing is-possible, T think, when I am
to
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to be made a fool of! this has been a
pretty farce! fine fun at -Bath for
every body but myself!—One joke
would not serve it seems—we were all
dressed out and ready to go to church,
in came you, and snapt up the bride-
groom, and all the folks laughed: we
had all got into church the next time,
when in comes another bawk and
snapt up my bird a second time
from under the very wings of the
parson!” While they were talking,
George Grove came upon them unob-
served, and touching Lady Charlotte
on the shoulder, asked her how she
- did after her journey >—This was ano=
ther electric stroke, and it made her
ladyship jump.-—* Why, Mr. Grove,”
said Genevieve, “ Charlotte, here, says
you are not married!” ¢ And she
says truly,” quoth he, * we are not
married, nor very like to be, for my
father has given me leave to visit
Julia, and tells me that I may follow

my
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my head, if I will, and marry her if I
please, for he has had enough of lords
and ladies,” Ubpon hearing this, Ge-
nevieve, scarce knowing what she did,
catched George round the neck and
actually kissed him for joy! The
countess now came up, took them all
into her carriage, and drove away to
the castle-gates: as soon as George
Grove got into the carriage, the coun-
tess, as might well be expected, asked
him what was come to his father? and
what in the world had led him to do
such a thing as he had done? George
told her that he knew no more than
she did, which certainly was not
quite the sort of answer to satisfy the
countess’s curiosity, who might as
well, indeed, be kept in the dark.—Mr.
Grove of Hindermark was a very
close man; Lady Charlotte was close
also, and so far might have come very
well into his family, for how he came
by. his intelligence he never knew, La-

dy,
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dy Charlotte kept all her discoveries
tdb herself: she was a very comical
girl. None, however, can blame her
for keeping her father’s secrets.

CHAR:
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CHAPTER 11

Some Account of a curious Charm—a Kiss, and &
very sweet one too.

Some wise folks say people soon get
tired of things; other wise folks say
that the more a man uses himself to a
thing the more he likes it: now it
seems to us that wise folks take a plea-
sure in turning plain people’s heads
round upon their shoulders by con-
tradicting one another to make sport
of others: afine use to put wisdom
to! but let it pass.—We very well
know that in Mr. Decastro’s case the
more he lived in retirement the better
hé11kEd-it, and had now come to stich
a pass as ‘f6"shut his doors against
every body but a few very old friends
and relations: a carriage, therefore,
driving to his gates always pat him in
thefidgetstill he knew what it brought:

the
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the Countess of Budemere’s was now
come, when he, seeing the well-known
corenet upon its pannels, instantly
came forth to welcome his sister and
his niece: but the unexpected news
which they brought with them surpri-
sed him and Mrs. Decastro not a little.
The countess very well accounted for
her lord by saying that he was forced
to leave Bath suddenly to attend pub-
lic business, and she expected soon to
hear that he was coming to them at
the castle.

Genevieve, who itched from head to
foot to get at Julia, and to tell her the
good news, was stopped at the bottom
of the stairs, very luckily, by Doctor
Grosvenor, with George Grove in her
hand, who were going with very little
prudence to overwhelni the poor girl,
or, in other words, to kill her with
kindness. * Stop this moment,” said
the doctor; * this matter .must be
broken to.her by little and little; you
mean well I well know; but we may

mean.
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mean well, and, at the same time, do
a great deal of mischief: return, both
of you, to the saloon, this moment: I
will go and prepare my pretty patient
for the pleasure which would be too
exquisite to be borne by one in her
situation; it must be dosed out by
small quantities, and not given all at
once, for thus the best medicines would
become poisons.” Upon which pru-
dent advice Genevieve and George re-
turned to the company in the saloon,
and the doctor to Julia, whom he had
just visited. How came the doctor to
know theirerrand 7 Why, Mr. Inqui-
sitive, Genevieve told it him as fast as
she could get the words out of her
mouth, and she had a pretty ready*
utterance, if her passions did not get
in her throat and choke her. Upon
the doctor’s re-entrance into Julia’s
apartment, “ What are you come back
for, Dr. Grosvenor ?” said Julia, “and
pray, what carriage was that which
just now came to the house?” ¢ O,”

said
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said the doctor, ““ a carriage which you
ase very well acquainted with, no new
thing. I think your pulse is a little
quicker to-day, have you had any
thing to disturb you?” ¢ Did nobody
tell you what I have heard this morn-
ing ? the news from Bath I mean?”—
“ Yes,” said he, “ I have been told,
but not told that you had been told it,
I could feel it in your pulse, however,
a little too plainly.” ¢ Indeed, Dr.
Grosvenor,” said she, “ I think it is
better for me to know it—it put me
into a little flutter at first, but it was
soon over.” The doctor then made
some minute inquiries as to the parti-
cular manner in which she found her-
self affected by this intelligence, and
was better satisfied than he expected
to be by her answers, and said, he
did not think she was so strong, but
was glad to be mistaken for some rea-
sons which he would explain presently.
“ I think 1 do feel a little stronger to:
day,” said she, “ I know not why : but

pray,f\
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pray, Dr. Grosvenor, what have you
got to say to me?” ¢ Why,” said he,
* I have a little experiment to try, and
am waiting for a good day ; it is a lit-
tle charm—you smile, but T am sure it
will cure you if you can rally spirits
enough to bear it—it is a certain cure
for the heart-ache; and what isa little
odd, it is a more certain cure for your
heart-ache than any other heart-ache,
but yet it will cure every heart that
aches because your heart aches, at the
same time.” “O my dear Doctor
Grosvenor,” said Julia, looking ear-
nestly in the old gentleman’s face,
“ this is something to amuse me.”—
“ Yes,” said he, “it will amuse you
very much indeed, so much that I am¥
only afraid that you will not be able to
bear the pleasure of it, it will be so
great, and therefore I would not try
the experiment of it without coming
first to break with you upon it, and to
prepare you for the greatest pleasure
that you ever felt in your life.” « This

charm,”
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charm,” said she, “ is the strangest of
apy that I ever heard of, and I know
of a hundred for various things ; there
are charms for good luck, and charms
for the tooth-ache, and charms for the
ague, and charms to get a sweetheart,
and, heigh-ho, charms to find one that
is lost—O Doctor Grosvenor! I blush
to think so many know the cause of
my iliness ! I am afraid folks will think
I am come to a sad pitch of confi-
dence.” “ My dear pretty patient,”
said the old man, taking Julia’s hand
kindly between his own, “ let this no
longer disturb you; there is no harm
in an affection like yours, the harm
excepted which it does yourself; but
if you can find spirits to bear the expe-’
riment I am sure that I now know a
chaun, for I will still call it so, which
1 am sure will cure you.” “ You have
a strange earnestness in your manner,”
said she, “ which surprises me, I really.
thought you in jest, but you seem to
be in carnest—pray, tell me what this

charm
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charm is?” ¢ Why,” said he, ¢ it
must be wrought by a young persqn
of my acquaintance, but the danger
is this, that he is so like Mr. George
Grove that I was tender of bringing
him into your presence without prepa-
ring you; we must, at all events, put
some crape on his face, for no man was
ever so much like another on earth as
he is to him: he will come in with a
little medicine in his hand, which you
must first take to prepare you for the
charm, which will come next.” Julia
looked steadfastly in the doctor’s face,
which bore a sign of much gravity,
and said, “ What you tell me is very
strange, but still I cannot but think
you mean only to amuse me; this
young person will come and bring a
medicine?” *“ He will.” ¢ Let-him
come then,” said Julia, ¢ I don’t think
I shall mind seeing him; will he come
to-day ?” ¢ Heis in the house at this
moment,” said the doctor, ‘ and your
cousin, Miss De Roma, was coming
P with
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with him in great haste, but I forbade
hes, lest you should be too much dis-
turbed on the sudden, and told her to
stay a little until I had prepared mat-
ters.” ¢ Surely,” said Julia, “ you
have all too much tenderness to put a
trick upon me, I.am sure my dearest
Jenny would not do such a thing for
the world ; if any ill was to happen to
me I am sure it would break her kind
heart: she was coming, with him, I
think you said ? can’t she be in the
room all the while?” “1I can’t tell
you why,” said the doctor, * but you
had much rather be alone with him;
besides, it will make the charm the
stronger.” ‘ Bless me! this is very
odd,” said she, “ but I hope he will
not take any liberties with me ?” “ Not
one more than you would have him
take—I will now introduce him,” said
the doctor, going away. “ O Doctor
Grosvenor,” exclaimed Julia, * pray
don’t go yet—my heart fails me—I.
don’t know what to think of this—Jen-
ny’s
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ny’s old nurse told me one day at the
cottage, that you medical folks have
twenty tricks to amuse people before
you perform the most terrible opera-
tions :—I will not consent to any ope-
ration till 1 have seen my papa and
asked his leave and advice; you have
got great knives in your pocket, and
this man will come to help 'hold me;.
I am terrified to death at the thought
of what you will do to me!” ¢ My
dear child,” said the doctor, “ I have
no knives, put your hands into my
pockets if you will, and as to surgical
operations none can possibly be requir-
.ed in your case; you mistake the fhat-
ter ; what will be done will give you
the greatest pleasure but no pain, if
excess of pleasure be no pain: besides,
how can I perform any operation*when
I tell you that I shall not be in the
room? shall I bring the young man to
you 2 < This is very strange—well—
-let Jenny bring him and be with me,
you said she was coming with him at

first



( 25 )

first when you stopped her.”  “ We will
beth bring him, and stand within call
here in the next room; I assure you
you had rather have the young person
alone with you: shzall I go now:"—
“ Well, go then,” said she, “if it will
give me so much pleasure I shall not
mind that.” The doctor them went,
and presently returned with George
Grove and Genevieve. He took his
stand at the door, and Genevieve came
up to Julia, with a face full of joy,
leading George with his face craped,
and placing him close to her chair,
gave Julia a lively smile and left the
roem with Doctor Grosvenor. As
soon as they were gone, George felt
about with bis hand for Julia as if he
did not know whereabout she was :—
“ Here I am, sir,” said she, “ on this
side of you ;” and she arose from her
chair as if to be ready to run away if
he should attempt any thing. George
held a glass of wine in his hand, which
he presented, and said, in a .whispe},
* woL. 111 c she”
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she must drink it, for it was the medi-
cine. She took it, and sipped, hut
seemed afraid to drink it off. It
tastes like wine,” said she ; ¢ is the me-
dicine put into wine, sir?” “1It is,”
said he, still whispering. « What will
it do, sir? I am afraid to drink it.”
“It will only preparcyou for the charm,”
whispered George. She then drank it
off at twice drinking, for it was a large
glass. ¢« llave you drank the medi-
cinc ?” said he. She said she had drank
it all: upon which he took a piece of
paper out of his pocket, and said it
contained the first part of the charm,
~which was now to come: upon which he
took his watch and bade her look until
onc minute were passed, for till then
the paper was not to be opened. She
took the watch, and looking at itsaid,
“ Good heaven! why, this is Mr.
George Grove’s watch, and here is the
very seal which I gave him! How
came you by this watch, sit?” “Itis
my owp,” said he; *“but watch the
time*.
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time: the medicine begins to work, 1
see, by your mistaking my watch for
another’s.” “ I am sure I have made
no mistake,” continued she, opening
the watch, ¢ for here is thelittle watch
case woven by my own hands and
formed of my own hair and my name
twisted into it !” ¢ All is well,” said
he, ¢ the medicine works well : it must
now be time for the second part of the
charm ;” upon which he opened the
paper and took out of it the miniature
picture which he had taken out of her
hand when she fainted at the cottage,
and said, ¢ this little amulet must be
put round your neck and the miniature
be dropped into your bosom.” Julia
started at the sight of the picture,
which she had lost not knowing how,
and,said, *“ This is my piéture which Mr.
George Grove gave me to keep for his
sake; by what means on earth came
you by this miniature?” George then
took off one of his gloves, and Julia
instantly exclaimed, ¢ I can swear to
c2 that-
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that ring, and to that little knot of
bair, for 1 tied the knot with my own
fingers and put it into the ring myself’:
those diamonds I have seen a hundred
times, and was told by Mr. Grove
himself that they cost fifty guineas;—
who have I with me? by what unfair
means came you by these things ?—
stay—one moment—hold out your
hand, sir; why, how can this be, you
must have robbed Mr. Grove of his
finger too, for here are the marks in
it where his pointer bit him!” upon
which Julia took a step or two back
and stared eagerly at George, when
he took her attention off his person
by unfolding another paper, on which
were written the words of the charm,
he told her, and holding it up Julia
read thefollowinginscription, ‘GEozcE
has leave to wed his JurLta.” ¢ Cruel,
cruel, deception,” exclaimed she, “who
can make me amends for this inhuman
usage!” ¢ Itis I,” exclaimed George
in a loud voice, “ it is I alone that can
“ make
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make you amends! O my love, my
leve, we meet to part no more !” say-
ing which George fondly clasped his
sweet milk-maid in his arms and sealed
the glad tidings upon Julia’s lips.—
Doctor Grosvenor and Genevieve then
came into the room, and the doctor,
taking George by the arm, said,
“ Come, sir, you have administered
the medicine and performed the charm,
you must depart this .moment;” say-
ing which the doctor took George
away, and left Julia and Genevieve to
have a little talk by themselves.

c3 CHAP-
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CHAPTER I1L

The salutary Eficcts of the Charm—Lord Georg:
L. and Sir Harry St. Clair rencw their dddresses
to Lady Charlotte Orby— Lady Charlotte and
Harry Lamsbroke full in Love, and Genevicie
gets decper wn if.

As soon as Doctor Grosvenor and
George Grove had left the room, the
doctm for some ronenn hoct knawn 4~

Mo WA w cmmaw T AR LU

a mul:cal man perhaps, conceiving it
prudent, in his wisdom, to keep the
lovers upon spare diet a little at first,
lest they should gct too many sweet
things and make themselves sick,
Genevieve's tongue ran like a post-
horse, and never stopt till she had
explained all the matters to Julia,
telling her, amongst other things, that
George’s father had taken great offence
at Lord Budemere upon some dis-
covery which he had made, had broken
off the iritended match with his daugh-

ter,
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ter, and told George to go and get a
wife for himself if he knew where to
{ind one, for he was come to a deter-
mination to be no farther hindrance to
him, he might marry the parson’s
daughter if he pleased, and if she pleas-
ed to have him, and her friends made
no objection.—But having much other
matter pressing upon us, suffice it to
say that the effects of the charm, as
the doctor foretold, became very vi-
sible in the countenance and constitu-
tion of the beautiful milk-maid, who
soon recovered all she had lost, except
her heart, and that gave her no trouble
while George Grove had the keeping
of it; we will leave them now to visit
their pretty arbour, and retrace their
favourite walks in the meadows, and
the groves, where they used to meet,
and where they made their interchange
of hearts; while Old Crab, who told
Mr. Grove that he would marry his
wench ir his own way, puts up the
_banns three Sundays in his church,

c4 and
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and all the pretty things are got ready
for their nuptials. ¢
The Countess of Budemere took the
first opportunity to question Mr. Grove
upon his very mysterious and extraor-
dinary conduct at Bath : her ladyship
might question, but to get Mr. Grove
to answer was no such easy matter;
he whispered it in her ear that the
fewer questions were answered the
better ask as many as she would; he
was glad tg find what Lord Budemere
was in time; to know a man and to
find out what he was were two things;
he now both knew his lordship and
had found him out to be a great ——.
The countess had pretty shrewd sus-
picions of his lordship’s merits, and
the light which she now received from
Mr. Grove, cast a sun-beam on their
beauties: 1n a word, she saw that
the less she said the better, and she
saw with the eyes of a very wise
woman: she heard Mr. Grove just
whisper a very ugly word, and she was_
not
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not quite sure if it was not “‘scoundrel,”
Mr. Grove, however,had drawn his nose
out of her ladyship’s ear, a place where
he usually put it when he talked to
people, when he uttered this melodious
whisper.—Soon after a letter came to
say that his lordship was gone into
Italy : this letter was written to Old
Crab, who was still engaged in his
affairs, and he had an Augean stable
to cleanse ; but the less, we say on this
subject the better, if for this reason
only that Old Crab was never more
angry than when any talked about his
merits and services, except when a man
offered to reward them. A living
given to one who was, to all appear-
ance, quite a stranger to the family,
mxght well be expected to excite some
suspicion in a man of Old Crab’s
shrewdness; by the by it had been pro-
mised him by Lord Budemere for the
troubles he had taken in his matters,
but Old Crab told his lordship he
might get another to do the business

cs if’
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it he had a mind to pay for it; and
that the devil had more livings in kis
gift already than his share came to:
we say this thing excited Old Crab’s
suspicions, and he soon found out
what obligations J.ord Budemere was
under to the family of the Reverend
Mr. F. Tt may be some gratification to
the reader to hear that poor Mis.
Morris was soon after married to a very
worthy voung-clergyman, and met the
reward her virtues deserved in a good
husband ; this thing was managed by
Lady Charlotte Orby, but that lady,
like the ink-fish, so darkened the
waters, that we could never fish out
any more of the story: Mrs. Morris
lost the two children which she had by
Lord Budemere, by the small-pox.
To return to Lady Charlotte: it was
no easy matter to know what her real
sentiments were in any matter, and
people never knew less of. the truth
than when she spoke it, for it always
looked like a trick ; she certainly was

in
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in love with George Grove, we do not
affirm this because she said so, but
ground our assertions upon what her
husband told us, whom we really be-
lieve to be the only person whom she
never once deceived. “ My love,” said
she to him in one of her fond moments,
“ you are the only person who ever
had all my heart; I loved George
Grove, it is true, but not entirely, be-
cause another had his heart, whom I
loved, and upon whose account alone
1 resigned him; this thing cost me
many a tear in private, which tears
never ceased to flow until you came
aird took full possession of me and all
my furniture.” It was a very singular
thing, but Lady Charlotte was never
at any loss for an escape come upon
her when one would, for she always
told the truth and so managed matters
as never to get believed but when she
did not, so this way she could not be
at any time at any loss for an answer.
_Ope day she had retired to her apart-
c6 ment;
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ment, and had forgot to lock her door,
and she seldom went into it without
locking it, when Genevieve bounced
in upon her all on a sudden and found
her ladyship in tears. ¢ My dear
Charlotte,” said she in her eager man-
ner, “ what is the matter with you ?”
“ I am crying because Julia has taken
George Grove away from me,” said
she. Now nothing could be more
true but at the same time less believed.
“You are one of the oddest girls,
Charlotte,” said Genevieve, “ but if
you will trust nobody you go the way
never to have a friend, but I love you,
. you toad, with all your oddities, nay, I
believe a good deal for them,” added
she, leaving the print of her lips on
Lady Charlotte’s wet cheek, for when
Genevieve kissed it was always with
fury. “You are too shrewdly sus-
pected,” said Genevieve, “ to have
broken off this match for me ever to
believe that you are in love with
George, -but how you have contrived

to
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to throw every thing into such con-
fusion I suppose we shall never know;
but the more I suspect you to have
done it the more I love you for our
sweet cousin’s sake—yes, and your
own too:—my dear Charlotte, tell me
how you did it?>—You cunning little
puss, I'll squeeze the breath out of
your body.”—Lady Charlotte squalled
out, for Genevieve laid hold of her
like the boa constrictor, and made her
ladyship’s bones crack. “ What can
you be so sad about, Charlotte ?” said
she, wiping her eyes, for Genevieve
had a soft bosom and felt another’s
sorrows like her own. * Now this
affair is at an end,” said her ladyship,
“T have been plagued with letters and
visits again both from Lord George,
and Sir Harry St. Clair, who are de-
termined to try again for me, but I
hate them both, and would sooner
marry one of George Grove’s old boots
thau have either!” .
Jeader, did we ever say any thing
to’
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to you about one Sir John Lamsbroke,
of Lamsbroke Park, who married one
of Mr. Decastro’s sisters? we have
got a delicious love story to tell about
his son Harry-—it is as sweet as sugar
sweetcned with honey—yes, indeed it
is, and we will tell it you now directly
—that is, we will begin to tell it you, it
must not come all at once, for then ,
you will not taste it half; people are
apt to gape and swallow in such a
devilish hurry when they get a rich
thing in their mouths that they give
themselves no time in the world to
relish it—gulp and swallow is all they
think of! KLager as you may be, fair
reader, we will take care that you do
not make yourself sick—but not to
keep your pretty mouth watering—
Harry Lamsbroke, a beautiful youth—
too handsome for a man and for a
woman too, as some cross toads may
think who are always the less pleased
the more beauty they see in their own
sex—adrabbit them they deserve to
be .
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be well whipped, don’t they?—yes,
too handsome, as we were a-saying,
for a man; but he had his faults, he
had very bad nails on his fingers and
his toes too, O Momus! we must name
some fauits, and so here are twenty,
for he had ten fingers and ten toes, and
every one of them had a bad nail on
it, and so he had twenty faults, and
that is enough for any body—Acerbus
and George Grove loved him, never-
theless, with all his faults; they were
all school-fellows and brother colle-
gians, but this was the first time he
had been at the castle since he was a
little boy, and he was come to visit his
two friends, George Grove and the
Philosopher. Now it came to pass
that Lady Charlotte was taking one of
het solitary walks towards the ferry,
when, at a sudden turn, in a by-path,
she saw a man’s leg liec upon the
ground! She was going to be fright-
ened at it for she thought, at first, it
hyl been cut off and thrown under the
- bush,
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bush, and that would have been a very,
terrible thing ; she took heart, however,
to peep round the bush, and there she
saw one of the most beautiful young
men she had ever seen in her life fast.
asleep under a hawthorn! She started
back at first ten paces when she saw
nothing but the leg again, which was
slender but very prettily made—she
stoad still and admired it, it was in a
beautiful silk stocking, and its veins,
being a little swelled from the knee
being bent, appeared through: she
saw a great fly presently settle upon
one of the veins, and darting its pro-
boscis into it brought a spot of blood
upon the white stocking: it pierced
her tender bosom to see such cruelty,
she went alittle nearer, and with her
soft fingers took the greedy fly by.its
wings without disturbing the sleeping
youth—pretty bosom! soon to be
worse pierced !—Grown bold, she
stood in silent admiration at so much
beauty: the best thing she could have

done
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done would have been to shut. her
cyes: what business had she to stand
staring at a handsome young man fast
asleep P—it was as good as to-say that
she liked to look at him, and that was
very shocking—but his eyes were shut
—this shows what impudent things the
ladies will do when nobody sees them!
«sad husseys! more shame for them:
liked to look at him! aye, if it had
_been a great snake asleep.under a bush
she would have mad¢ the best use of
her legs, but as it was her legs were as
quiet as if they had been made of white
marble: what could ail her? what
make her creep round the bush and
poke out her nose just over Harry's
face, for it was Harry Lamsbroke that
lay asleep there? she could not want
to nfeddle with any thing ? some ladies,
they say, are thieves in their hearts,and
will steal other people’s goods if they
can fairly get off with them: it is
enough to ‘turn a man grey to think.
whas a devil of a thing temptation is!
Now
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Now Lady Charlotte was vastly fond
of cherries, and Harry’s lips lookedeso
like two ripe ones that grew close to-
gether that any one might be excused
for making such a mistake—Good
heavens! he started up! she dashed
away unseen—what in the world did
she do?—Hush.—Well! very well!
now, pray, reader, what is it that you,
have got in your wicked pate?—You
think, and be hanged, that Lady Char-
roues Yimeed +he vounse gentleman as )

IULLLY  assmmsvee -

he lay fast asleep, “and gave him such
a twinge as made him jump.—If she
had touched him with her lips she
would have stung him to dcath, for the
poison had sunk into his heart and
killed him outright; but he lived a
great many years after this, which is
some sort of proof that Lady Charlotte
did not kiss him to death: but peo-
ple’s imaginations are so full of com-
bustibles that the smallest spark sets
-all on fire—and then a writer is blamed
for blowing folks up! What isthe

world
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world made of ? One’s horses heels will
strike fire as one trots along sometimes,
and if the world is made of gunpow-
der, why, a kick against a flint may
play the devil! If people must needs
throw the reins upon the neck of the
imagination there will be no end of it:
a man standing between two gate
posts may excite shocking thoughts,
and the ladies find out a thousand in-

.decencies in a pincushion.
If Ladv Charlotte had kiceed the

cemwn wve  wsaw

young gentleman as he lay asleep, the
manner in which young ladies are bred
in the best schools taken into due con-
sideration, there had been no sort of
wonder in that; are not professors
paid on purpose to make young ladics
impudent? are fathers.and mothers,
and guardians, to pay their money for
nothing? besides, if kissing is left off
what will the world come to? and
the ladies are making more room every
day for it; nothing could be got-at
omc‘upon a time but a lady’s face, and ,
only
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only one man could kiss a woman at
a time; but now-a-days, what with
bare necks and naked shoulders, ten
men may kiss before and twenty be-
hind and not go over half the ground
neither! Lord! what fun there is in
the world! when a lady is muffled up
to the throat she calls herself undressed,
and when she is full dressed she has
scarce a rag to cover her! Well, a man
cannot see too much of his bargain_
before he comes to make his purchase,
certainly, and if a man gets a bad neck
‘or a bad shoulder, to go no further,
the fault is none of the women’s; so
that whatever is said of the ladies’
‘naked quarters, they deal in their
meat at least as fairly as the butcher,
who has the face to show, in open
shop, necks and breasts, legs ‘and
shoulders, ribs, loins, rumps, and the
devil knows what, and thinks no more
of blushing about the matter, than the
.Jadies—~Impudent dogs!’ but they
will stick at nothing to raise peaple’s
‘ appeti
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appetites, that’s the truth of it. A
butcher’s shop is an offence to
national chastity, the thing should
come under cognizance of the legisla-
ture, and a butcher show a buttock of
beef or a sheep’s tail at his peril: if
folks want to buy they may go into
the house and take a modest peep
under a cloth; what will this world
come to!—But to return to Harry
Lamsbroke : he had not_seen an inch
*of Lady Charlotte’s skin because his
eyes were shut, which will not pass
with some, perhaps, for a good reason,
they must e’en rest contented, hos-
ever, for we cannot, at present, give
any better. Well, but Lady Charlotte’s
eyes were open, and she thought him
the most sweet young man she had
ever.seen in her life, but her heart was
so -full of George Grove at present,
that she could scarce think of any
other; but Harry and she had not
been many Mays together at the castle
before he paid her some little atten-

tions °
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tions which could not be mistaken by
her ladyship, though not much attend-
ed to by others: these little attentions
were as sweet as sugar to her, and she
soon began to smack her pretty lips at
them. Well, well, one of her ladyship’s
lips might kiss the other, and no harm
surely, but the world is so outrageously
modest !—this is a very warm subject
—we will speak a word or two of Lady
Budemere, to let it cool a little ;—in -
regard to her husband’s leaving her to
take care of the kingdom of England
‘single-handed, she cared no more than
if a fish as big as his lordship had left
England in a basket—no not she—that
harum-starum, rantum-scantum, hand-
over-head, hey-go-mad business called
matrimony had been hatched between
them by friénds, as they are called,
who set the cat at the dog and the
dog at the cat, and call it wedding and
be hanged—she never loved her lord,
_or he his lady, the devil téok Cupid’s
place between them; it had been a

mateh
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match bought ready made for them,
angl fitted neither one nor the other—
a man might as well go into rag fair,
and cry “ Hollo,” for the first pair of
breeches with one of the holsters forty
times as big as the other, and the seat
hitched.up on the right side five and
twenty miles above the left, and ex-
Ject all matters to sit as flush and
come as close as if the profile of his
rump had been taken with mathema-
“tical instruments !—Such a pair, we
mean man and wife, not a pair of
breeches, such a pair was never stitch-
ed together as Lord and Lady Bude-
mere ; love, their friends told them,
would come after marriage! a fool’s-
head comeafter marriage, saving your
reverence—one mno more cared how
soop the other’s neck ‘were broken
than the hangman: albeit, save a little
slip, Lady Budemere was a very vir-
tuous woeman, aye, save as before saved,
as any on the universal earth: Mrs,
Decastro and she lived in the bonds
of :



(48 )

of friendship, the kind tears which the
countess shed long ago in the. perk
and butter shop, stuck Mrs. Decastro
and the countess together like mortar
between two bricks in a wall. Now
it came to pass, as things are apt to do
when they happen in the world, that
Lady Charlotte had two lovers besides
her sweet Harry—and no lady’s little
mouth ever watered so much for a
nice ripe strawberry—and these gal-
lants were Lord George and Sir Harry™
St. Clair, as hath been said, or will be,
-and that is the same thing—now her
mother—how the old cats teach their
young kittens things !—now her mo-
ther wanted to teach her ladyship to
fall in love with one of them, since
George Grove had run back to his
pretty milk-maid, but she told.her
mamma that she had just fallen in love
with Harry Lamsbroke; however, if
either of them could win her over she
_would marry him as fast a the fastest
reading parson of them all could give
their
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them aright to one another’s persons;
entreating her mother ‘at the same
time not to set her heart upon either,
for she never had-been so much-in love
with any one in her life as with Harry
Lamsbroke : now this was very true,
but her mamma did not believe it for
all that, because, if it had been true,
she thought it of all things the least
likely that Lady Charlotte should. de-
clare what man had her heart.—Harry,
“who was nick-named. the Angel at
Oxford upon account of his singular
beauty, was so very modest that he
teazed poor Lady Charlotte sadly, and
put her to the expense of a thousand
kittenish tricks to make him under-
stand her; he was very much like
George Grove in his manner, but had
too much bashfalness, one would have
thought, to have seized such furious
hold upon a lady’s heart; the foolish.
thing was always a-blushing, and it.
sometimes made Lady Charlotte blush .
Because she could not blush as often
VOL. III, D as
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as Harry blushed, or becanse a- blush
made her Harry look so pretty. Ge-
nevieve told him one day, binding a
cord of pearls round his flaxen head
which she took off her own black pate,
that.she would put him into petticoats
and see what a pretty girl he would
make. “ Look, Charlotte,” said she,
“ his beard won’t be seen at a little
distance; for it is more like the down
upon a peach than a.beard—see how
pretty he looks in pearls !” To Harry’s’
face the living crimson flew, for he
felt a little indignant at being made
the ladies’ plaything. Adszooks! it
would have made a man laugh to see
“how fond Lady Charlotte and Gene-
vieve grew all on a sudden of walking
to and fro before the Akey ! how
is all this? a blank page! why, we
thought we had written the four sides
of the sheet out!—We must let thee
into the secret, reader :—we had four
-pages to stitch in at this ‘place in the
room:of four which had been bltted
. out,
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eut, now we had written three. of the
said pages, and had got it ih our head
that we had written all four, and so
began to tack all together. with the
beginning of the sentence which was
to dove-tail this page in with the next,
as the joiners talk; when, lo, upon
turning over the leaf we found that
.we had a whole page to write !—so we
thought it good to tell thee this story,
reader, to help us on with it.—It is not
“every tailor that can put in a patch
well, he must needs be a master of his
needle who can sow in a bit so that
another cannot find it out.—~What can
we talk about for ten ora dozen lines?
What a knack Lady Charlotte had of
telling the truth and passing it off for
alie? this were none other than to
make truth itself a wicked thing, for
the end and object of a lie being but
to deceive, if truth can be made by
any trick to answer such a purpose
truth is qui’te as bad as a lie;; perhaps.
worse, for it is putting a good thing to _
D2 a bad
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a bad use, and bringing truth itself
into disgrace by making it serve the
purpose of a lie, which makes a double
crime of it, and this Lady Charlotte
made a constant practice of until she
brought poor Harry in peril of his life
by it; and if Old Comical had not
come in just in time his two rivals
would have cudgelled him to death as
will be seen in its due time and place.
Poor Charlotte ! she had felt less if
they had beaten her instead of her’
Harry, for every blow that he received
struck her in her tenderest part! The
moral is, that if folks do bad things
they are sure to suffer for it one time
‘or another.

Well said, Old Solid—that is a stop-
pingoyster! and brings us in again with
our Adszooksi how ford Lady Char-
lotte and Genevieve grew on a sudden
of walking to and fro before the library
windows ; they were always. wanting
some book or other, and the philoso-
‘pher said one day, a little peevishly. fgr

a philo~
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a philosoplier, ** If you want books you
imay come in and read here, there’s
room enough for you and Charlotte,
Harry and I shall not be disturbed if
two women can hold their tongues
together.” Upon this, which ‘was
'spoken a little roughly to Genevieve,
she and Lady Charlotte got ~very
bookish on a sudden, and what was to
be done ? if they could not get books
given them out at the.window, why,
“they must go in,-to be sure, and get
.the books themselves; but the worst
of it was when they got into the library
‘they could not be quiet, they must be
whispering together, and now and then
a laugh would break out in spite of
their teeth which they might have:
‘kept shut, and then they might have
laughed more to themselves.—¢ Har-
ry,” quoth the philosopher one day ds
he was deep in some problem, “ do
turn those two women out of the li-
brary, or’let us take our books and
begone-—-lc is impossible to-read or
’ D3 wrlte,
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write; I can’t think what it is that
they come here for so much, isn’t*it
very marvellous?” Harry, however,
was not very willing to turn Lady
Charlutte out, however the philosopher
might want to get rid of Genevieve,
who was sure to begin the noise, upon
which he took a chess-board, and curl-
ing his finger to her ladyship said, in*
a whisper, when she came near him, that
he would teach her the game, and_.
Lady Charlotte was very glad to learn
it because it was a pretty game. Now
it came to pass that Harry’s expedient
kept the ladies apart and quiet, and
Genevieve had now nothing on earth
to do but sit with a great folio open
before her and stare at the philosopher,
by which means she got more and
more in love with him every day.—
Her hoe and her spade, her rake and
her fork, her bill and her reap-hoek
were all neglected, and Old Crab lost
at least half her labour on his farm as
long as the Oxford vacations lasted ;
and
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and he really found her of great use to
him, for, she notonly did a great deal
of work herself, but none dare be idle
when she was in the field. - Love is a
sad plague to men and women, how
the birds, beasts, and fishes manage
matters is best known to themselves.

|
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CHAPTER 1IL

Further dccounts of Lady Charlotte and her Lovers
—of Genevicee and the Philosopher—of George
and Julia—and how Old Comical fulls in Love
with Mudam Funstall of Dilly’s Piddle.

“ LovE,” says a wise man, “isa great
fire.” One would conclude that Ge-
nevieve thought so, for she plunged~
herself over head and ears in the lake
every morning, being very fond of
bathing; but, like a water-rocket,
came out of the water as much on fire
as she went into it : a fish is an animal
of very few words, otherwise, it were
odds that we should have heard how
hot she made’the water.—But histo-
rians must not stand still to crack
jokes.—Now in regard to Genevieve,
we must leave her burning, and who
cau helpit? for although slie had done
as good as cry out “ Fire!” twenty
o times
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times in the hearing of the philosopher,
-he was always so deep in Aristotle, -
or Plato, that it were great chance if
Mount Vesuvius had burst nnder his
nose, if he had heard or smelled it.
We will now attend to Lady Char-
lotte for a page or two, and then come
back again to the flaming Genevieve:
flaming ! yes, flaming, for she was—
we must not say what she was.
~ Lord George E. and Sir Henry St.
Clair, hearing of the intended match
between Mr. Grove’s son and Lady
Charlotte, had raised their siege, after
having made a good deal of stir.to
wvery little purpose in the matter: and,
although they had a great mind to
quarrel with George, thought it alittle
hard, forced, as they féund him to be,
upon her ladyship against his will, for
him to get shot into the bargain.
These gentlemen, who had quite as
great a mind to Lady Charlotte’s for-
‘tune as her person, had made a comical
bargain together, which kept thenm’
D5 strict
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strict friends, and allies, although they
were rivals. ¢ Look you, St. Clair,”
said his lordship, as soon as he found
the baronet angling for the same fish,
“ it will not be worth our while to
shoot one another upon this business,
suppose we bargain for smart-money?”
*“ How do you mean,” said the baro-
net, “ what smart-money ?” ¢ Why,”
said his lordship, “ we cannot both
marry the girl at once; we are old”
friends and brother officers, give me
your hand, don’t let us come to wran-
gling ; if you get her, promise to pay
me upon your wedding-day ten thou-
sand pounds, you will be sure of her
fortune, you know: and, if I get her,
I will bind myself in the same promise,
so that, go the thing which ever way
it will, we get a hedge, and shall ‘both
be winners; come, let us leave fight-
ing to fools, you and I are known
inen, St. Clair, and have no reason
now to shoot one another to let folks
know that we are mot afraid of the

l report
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report of a pistol; give me your hand,
is it a bargain ?” “ She is certainly a
very fine girl,” said the baronet, *but
there are plenty of fine girls to be had
without fighting for them: come, I
will agree, I want money, and as for
love, I am too old for that to do me
much mischief now—but remember, I
stipulate thus : if she shows a decided
preference to one of us, the other shall
quit the pursuit and do all he can to
help his friend.” ¢ .Itis agreed,” said
his lordship;  but I have one thing to
add, alawyer shall draw up our agree-
ment that it may be referred to in case
of necessity.” ¢ By all means,” said
the baronet, * let us about it present-
ly.” And thus it was done, and they
re-attacked Lady Charlotte with re-
doubled fury, as often as they could
get at her, which was not so often as
they could have wished, upon the ac-
count of her being so much at the
castle, where they could not come,
M. Decastro having shut his doors’

’ ) against
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against all but a small number. of
select friends and relations. LaJy
Charlotte, however, took care to put
herself in their way at times, at Hin-
dermark, and other places, where they
visited in common, conceiving that
good uses might be made of them to
further her designs on Harry Lams-
broke, who was very young and so
timid and bashful that, although she
had sure proof of his being very much
in love with her, as much indeed as
she was with him, which was saying a
good deal, she could not get any offer
from him, although he actually had a
letter in his pocket for her if she could
have got it out, and there it would lie
till the corners were worn off, when
Harry would write it all over again :
and this the modest thing had done
over and over, but could never get
courage enongh to give it to his sweet-
heart! and, although an accident one
day actually put it into her hand,
.Harry was such a simpleton as to take

1t
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it away !—It was thus it happened :
Now we fear we shall scarce get credit
when we say that George Grove and
Harry Lamsbroke never neglected.the
church on a Sunday, or, indeed, on
any other, when the doors were opened,
the philosopher having given his two
friends such a taste that way that it
held them both as long as they lived:
one Sunday morning the family at the
castle were all in readiness to go to
church, when Lady Charlotte said she
had got the head-ache. “ Your head
had better ache in the church than out
of it,” said the philosopher ; “ suppose
some friend had given you a thousand
pounds a-year, would you not go
twice in a week, though your head
ached, to thank him for it if he lived
twice as far off as my uncle’s church
stands ?” ¢ Gratitude,” said her lady-
ship, ¢ would bring her twice a-day to
doit, if she thought her friend would be
pleased withit.” ¢ Who gave you all
you enjoy on earth,” said the’ philosor,

pher,



( 62 )

pher, “and gave you the means to enjoy
it too?” Harry Lamsbroke fetched
her ladyship’s hat and ‘gloves, who,
whatever force the philosopher’s argu-
ment might have, had no objection to
go to church with Harry; though she
could have been content, perhaps, to
have staid at home with him, and had
him all to herself. The family were
come into the pew, and Old Crab had
begun the service, with a look of ap-
probation at seeing it so full,’ when
Harry saw that Lady Charlotte had
no prayer-book, and taking his own
froni his pocket gave it her with his
Tetter sticking unseen between the
leaves of it, for the prayer-book, it
seems,” had - picked up the letter in
Harry’s pocket': it had got . into the
Confession, and Lady Charlotte pre-
sently’ came to it, saw the direction
and returned it to poor Harry; who
fell into such a flutter as h¢ knelt by
her side as could not possibly be con-
cealed from her, she saw'it and knew

the



( 63)

the cause of it too, but had too much
honour not to-give Harry his letter
back again, though she had a very fair
opportunity to have taken it without
his knowing any thing of the matter,
for he was engaged in reading with the
philosopher, having given up his own
.book to her ladyship :—this little acci-
dent 'confirmed her in lrer suspicions of
" ,
Harry’s intentions,—she" could have
found it in her'beart to have picked his
pocket of the 1étter twenty times, but
that was not the way to be honest:
Lady Charlotte had no rival ‘but the
library, and she soon had the satisfac-
tion to put that rival under her feet,
for Harry came there now not to read,
but play at chess in it, and this grew
tessuch a head that even the Philoso-
pher, wrapt up as he was in reading
and meditation, took notice of it:—
and vastly fond she grew of ‘chess for
one reason’or another, and took great
pgins too, to give her her due, to get
mistress of it, because, perhaps, the-
: . better
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better she played the longer the garges
lasted, and the longer, of course, .she
kept Harry near her; and suppose,
while they were playing, their fingers
interfered at times, in a hurry, in mov-
ing the men about, who could help
that? nobody: or, when she was pon-
dering over the board if Harry stared
at her face, or, when Harry pondered
too in his turn, she stared at hqﬂhat
could be done in such ase? nothmg
Matters being now cdme to an end in
regard to George Grove, she was in-
vited to come and stay at Hindermark
by Mrs. Grove in token of reconcilia-
_tion after what had passed, though
nobody there knew what a hand her
ladyship had in breaking off the match;
this invitation she willingly aceepted,
in hopes that Lord George and the
baronet might be made some use of to
force a declaration from the bashful
Harry Lamsbroke: she made no
promise of herself for any time, how-
.ever, lest Harry might be afraid to
face
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face his rivals, ‘and she might lose his
beloved company while she staid there:
Mrs. Grove, therefore, could not get
a lease of her, her ladyship thus reserv-
ing ‘notice to quit, if she found her
lover did not come after her to Hinder-
mark : but she had soon the gratifica-
tion to find that Harry could not stay
~away, but he only came to Hindermark
to be made miserable: his lordship
and the baronet engrossed the whole
of her compaﬁ‘¥ and conversation, and
poor Harry could do little else but
look on and mourn inwardly, while he
saw his rivals happy and himself shut
out, for Lady Charlotte neglected him
on purpose to force him to declare
himself, though it was pain and grief
to herself :—she could not help giving
him one of her sweet looks and smiles
now and then, at one of which one
day poor Harry burst into a flood of
tears. They were in the garden’ at
Hindermatk, and Lord George and
the baronet were making love to Lady
Charlotte,*
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Charlotte, and she, a provoking hussey,
making herself more gracious with
them than ever she had yet done, when
Genevieve, who was present, said, how
can you like to talk to those two great
fools when Mr. Lamsbroke is here,
who never is permitted to talk to you
now ; his conversation is a river of
nectar flowing over sands of pearl and
gold when compared to their muddy
nonsense !—Upon which, her ladyship
turned her head, and seeing Harty
leaning on Genevieve’s arm, gave him
so fond a look that he could not bear
it, but actually burst into tears and
left the party: Lady Charlotte saw it,
‘and felt it as shé deserved, her tears
served her just right, for they forced
their way in gpight of her, she con-
trived to hide them, however, by run-
ning away after Harry, saying that
she was sure he was taken ill, holding
a bottle of salts in her hand so as every
body could see it. Genevieve, who
well knew that Harry was extremely

in
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in love with her, though she could not
pehetrate into the dark bosom of Lady
Charlotte so far, charitably engaged
the attention of the party by taking
them to lcok at the sketch of a cottage,
which Mr. Grove had in hand to build
for George and Julia, and that in the
very meadow, and close by the little
grove too which had become famous
for their pretty arbour, where the
lovers used to meet each other; Mr.
GYoxg_having engaged with Mr. De-
castro for a long lease of it to that
intent.—The sketch lay om the table in
a summer-house at some distance, and
hither Genevieve drew the whole par-
ty, Mr. and Mrs. Grove, George
Grove and Julia, Lord George E. and
the baronet, Mr. and Mrs. Decastro,
Lady Budemere, and, for he had, upon
gome account, forsaken his dear library,
the Philosopher.

The reader, perhaps, may be curious
to know how matters went on between
Ludy Charlotte and her Harry, whom

she
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she took it into her head to tor-
ment because she loved him. 1t was
some time before she found poor Har-
ry, and she saw him before he saw her,
walking in a lonely place among some
cypress trees, whose gloomy boughs
suited very well the colour of his
thoughts. She presently came to him;
he started at the sound of her foot up-
on the gravel-walk, she looked in his
face and saw_the tears on his cheeks,
“ Mr. Lamsbroke,” said she—and
could get no further, for she could
not command herself, but burst into
tears: Harry saw this, though she
did what she could to hide her eyes,
talking about: flies getting into them,
and the like foolish excuses. ‘¢ What
is the matter, Lady Charlotte,” said he.
“ it gives me the greatest pain in-iiie
world to see you weep ? what has hap-
pened ? what can I do to comfort
you? tell me, what?”—What a fool
he must have been to have asked such
a question ! Lady Charlotte could yot

get
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get the better of her tears for the heart
of her, mad as she was with herself for.
letting Harry see so much :—Harry
pitied her though she did not deserve
it: she held out the smelling bottle to
him, like one that fain would be doing
something, and not knowing what to.
do; Harry took ifgand gently held it
to her nose: every little kindness on
Harry’s part made matters worse, she
still wept and was totally silent. The
cugi:\g baggage was for oncc without
a shift;" no trick, no excuse occurred,
but she was in kinder hands a great
deal than she deserved. Harry saw,
or he must be blind indeed, what was
the matter, and put his trembling hand
into his pocket for his letter but, alas,
it was not to be found ! He felt in ano-
™er pocket with the like'success. Lady
Charlotte guessed at what he felt for,
and was in a tumult of joy expecting
the letter ! in vain—and if it bad been
in Harry's pocket at the time it were
odds but the touch of it had 0 burned

his’
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his fingers that he.could not have taken
a hold of it sufficient to have drawn, it
out: however so far his honour -was
saved, he had lost the letter out of
his'pocket : and this should be a warn-
ing to folks not to carry letters about
in their pockets in this manner. Harry
still had a tonguggin his head if he
could but have made any use of it;
stupid thing! how he stood with a
lovely woman melted into tears hefore
him! this comes of modesty /1}‘1 a
man ! The ladies, to give them their
due, Jare getting rid of it as fast as
they can, to set the other sex a better
example. Ah, how fondly did her
ladyship look into Harry’s eyes through
her tears ! Ah, what would she have
given at that tender moment to have
been clasped to his bosom ! He bail
better been ‘hanged than. have teazed
her so, if it was but to have shown
how fast Lady Charlotte would have
tun to cut him down ! what fools love
makes of people! Harry, a young

fellow
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fellow of very bright. parts, could not
spgak a word for his heart: Lady
Charlotte, no idiot neither,:could only
express her thoughts by her tears.
Two so much in love with each other
as they were could not be expected
to say very sensible things, so they
began to talk nonsense, as follows:
“Tell me,” said he, * what has happened
"to make you weep?” “Will you tell me,”
said she, smiling, ‘what makes you
sosad? My heart is very hcavy at
times,” Mr. Lamsbroke, you see me in
one of my weakest moments; but I
see tears in your eyes, what makes
you shed tears like me?2” “I don’t see
you so often now,” said Harry, with
a fine blush, * I miss you sadly in my
walks, for you never refused to walk
With me, but now I walk by myself
and feel sad, I don’t know why, if it
is not because you are not walking
with me, or playing at chess with me.”
“Well,” said she, “you will see me
again soon where you used fo see
me,’~
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me, and then we will have some niore
chess and more walks, Mr. Lamsbroke,”
“I am glad to hear that,” said:ls,
“but pray don’t tell any body bow
low spirited we have been.” ¢ Hush,
said she, ““as to that, Mr. Lamsbroke,"
and away she tript into the house to
wash the redness out of her eyes: the
moment she was got out of sight,
Harry fell diligently to search for his
letter, for he was sure that he had it
in his pocket when he sat out from
the castle, but he had his labour for
his pains.

Lord George, who had engrossed a
great deal of her ladyship’s conversa-
tion that day, and conceited himself
to be high in grace, uneasy at her
ladyship’s staying away so long, slipt
out of the summer-house unobserved,
to look what dragon had swallowed
up Lady Charlotte, and, taking his
way by some trees, picked up poot
Harry’s letter, which he had flirted
out of his pocket with his handkerchigf;,

: or
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or by seme othet secidént: he; Tooking
ak ity direetion/ foutsd it to-be to'Lady
Eharlotte’: : nbw:it came ftohis lord-
ship’s hiealdl that hie might' cutry = fittle
favour with et ladyship in this'thing,
and certainly his lordship’s merits had
been great if the direction of theletter
had looked at all like'a man’s hand-
, writing, but as luck ' would have'it it
looked like a woman’s, or else it were
some odds that his lordship had not
done as he did, which was as follows,
videlicet, seeing her ladyship's win-
dow open, he walked directly ander
it, and, after a toss or two, succeeded
in throwing the letter into hes room:
upon whiceh she- catched it up, and,
supposing it to be some love-non-.
sence from him, for it was mot the
fivst tetter which he had’ thiown into -
her’ apartment, - her- ladyship threw
the letter out again and shut her win-
dow. See what foolish ﬂnngs people
do'in’a harry ! As ‘soen as he: was
gans, she put wp her witidow' agains,
‘VOL IIf, z and- :
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and, dropping her ecyes into a jessa-
mine tree, which grew luckily under
it, she saw the letter sticking in it
s0, ‘poking her nose out as far as it
would go to see if the coast was clear,
she felt some little curiosity just to
look what it might contain, and, lean-
ing out, tried to reach it,. but could
not, though she had like to get past ,
the balance and fall out: the direction
happened to be uppermost and she
could see very well that it was not
Lord George’s hand, who used to make
broad strokes and spend a great deal
of ink in his writing: Harry Lams-
broke's hand was not unknown to her,
for he bhad written out a great mamy
songs, and music, at times, for her
ladyship; staring with all her eyes it
came into her head that the directigh
looked at a distance a good deal like
his writing: she called herself a fool
for throwing the letter out, and fell
to'a variety of experiments to fish up
the paper, amongst others she made

. a little
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a little loop at the end of ofie of her -
garters and actually siicceeded in
bringing it to her fingers’ ends, when,
like a fish, it dropt off the hook and
fell further down in the tree than
before, but still lodged in its boughis
presently she thought of the tongs,
which, luckily, a lazy housemaid had
left in the fire-place to be ready for
next winter, and putting them and
herself too out ‘at thé window toak
the letter in the tongs, a wvery fit
instrument to take up such a fiery
thing, and bringing it to hand, saw,
in a2 moment, the writing on the out-
side to be Harry’s, and knew it, from
a little speck of ink, to be the same
which she had found in his prayerbook
3t church and returned to him. She
had opened a good many letters in
her life, and some in a great hurry
too, but she never opened ome so
quick as she did this; she found it to
bethe very thing she so longbad sighed
fd’r a letter of proposals from Harry:

E 2 Lamsbroke
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Lamsbroke ' himself ! She read the
letter twenty times over, and klssmg
it-as often, put it directly into her
bosom : and then, threw herself upon
her bed, and wept as heartily ‘as- if
a man had taken Harry and cut hlS
head off'!

Tearsof joy never fillapitcher.—Lady
Charlotte cried bitterly for a few mi-
nutes and then fell a-laughing, and
then she cried again, and laughed
again, and was in a comical, or rather
a. tragi-comical taking : in short, she
was so happy that she did not know
what to do with herself. There are,
but few instances of people running
mad for joy, her ladysblp, however,
was within an ace of it: after her first
tumults had a-little subsided, getting
a httle calm, her ladyshtp began to
examine the grounds of her happmess,
and to ﬁud it very precarious in mapy,
points : in the first place iord George
was a very intimate friend of Sir Johu:
‘Lamsbtoke, ‘Harry’s father, who hid

. written
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written several letters to Lady Bude-
wjere in his lordshnp s behalf, ‘and one,
to herself upon the same “business ;
and, from the manner in whichi he
had taken up his lordship’s cause, she,
was too syre of poor Harry’s fate the
first moment he was known to be the
rival of his father’s friend : this was
_one bitter herb in her cup, ‘and bitter
enough of itself -without the “infusion
of any other bitterness: she was at
that moment too plagued with the ad-
dresses of two men of vwlent tempers,
who would ‘take no refusal, though
they had éach had oné in their turns,
holding it to be the grand proof of
am ardent passion to take none, and,
as she soon chscovered had formed
themselves into a league against her,
joined' hand in hand to’ quarrel with
all that put in any pretensions to her
besides themseIVes she trembled there-

fore for Harry's safety, and her anxiety’

for the youth whom she loved give

her tuch uneasiness. ‘She sink nof,

E 3 however;

~
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however, her natural sprightliness, and
Harry's letter, kept her swimming
though in troubled waters; she felt
so happy she conld scarce govern her
spirits, and her fancy coined twenty
tricks to cheat her persecutors. and
encourage Harry’s love in secret; and
to keep it a secret she came to a re-
solution, first, to make no confidant,
this had been an old rule with her;
secondly, to write no letters to, or re-
ceive any from Harry; thirdly, to
make him ber scorn and her jest in
public: she therefore shut up her wri-
ting-box, for she had unlocked it to
_write an answer to Harry’s note, and
fell to sammon all the courage she was
mistress of to get an interview with
him, to which Harry’s meekness and
modesty gave no small furtherande ;
her fine brown eyes had now recovered
their usual brightness, and her bosoni
had ceased to pant, for she had been
in a great fuss, when she walked to
.Jher room window, and, looking out

) at

-
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at it, saw Harry searching t"hei‘gaidcrr'
for his letter, for it was' plain enough
how Lord George came by it: “seeing
him alone,- she thouglit it'a geod op-
portunity to'go into the garderi‘,‘ bu
her courage failed her so’ often that
she had unlocked her’ Wrrt;mg box,
and shut it up again, three' or four
times, in doubt whether to write or
not. At last she walked into the gar-
den to see if the fresh &ir would give
her any strength, but still - kept' on
the opposite side of it to Harry, whom
she watched like a cat : 'she could not
vesist the pleasure she took- in lovking
at him, so e’eh sat down on a garden-
chair on-purpose to gaze. ' Poor Harry
how he bustled about aniong the rose
trees and the flowers; dumbling their
leaves and their boughs. over to look
for his letter which lay,  had he but
‘known it ! in his Charlotte’s bosom.
‘Presently he cdme out at the ehd of
@ walk close by her without seeitif
her as she sat- behind a lanrel; and:

E 4 started
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started ‘at-the sight of* her as!if. she
had ‘been a snake. “Bless:me, Mt
Lamsbroke,” said she, . ¢ what' in"the
world: dre you hunting about the -gar-’
den so.for? have'you lost-any:thing »*
Harry blushed, -and- said he: had dropt
a letter out of his pocket somewhere
in it: “ whéreabouts do you think:you:
dropt it?” said she; “come, I will help::
you look for it, 1 am lucky at finding
things.” O dear Lady Charlotte, I:
would not have you take any trouble
about it for the woild ! - said he, in:
some confusion, -« Come,” said she,
“T am determined to Jook for it, so
tell me which way you: have been’
looking, and we. will take different
ways.” Harry opposed ber with in--
creased confusion, when she jumped
up, and said, *She had set her heart:
upon finding his letter,:-and search .
she would in .spite of him.” Harry,.
scarcely knowing what he did, catched -
her by the arm, and, in a little strug-
.-gle between him and Lady Charlotie, .
his
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his. lettep juthpt: otit. of - her -bbsom 'z
Hariy saw it:istick there -some -time
before it -dropt, - but- only sécing: its
edge, the rest’being concealed by part
of her .left breast and her tucker, he
did mot know what -paper it might'
be, but as soon as it fell on the ground:
he knew it in a moment " Eady Char--
slotte was not quite prepared for this,
but courage sometimes .comes unex-
pectedly. Harry catched up the letter,
and found it had been opened: if he '
had not felt so much; the silly figure
he made were quite ridiculous: “F-
confess,” said she, “[I have taken the
liber—hem, hem, taken the liberty to;-
to; to open your letter, for it was di-
rected to me, you know, and who
should, hem, open it ‘but: the: person-
to whom, to whom, to’ whom it was di-:
rected ?” ‘Harry’s face-was one fément-
as'red as crimson, and then as white 45"
ashes, (and- he trembled froin head td’
footttill his teeth:chattered in his head :
not~kiowing what-he did he:fet: the

ES paper
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paper fall out of his hand again -on
the ground: Lady Charlotte catched
it up in a moment and pit it into her
bosom ! surely this were enough to
have given a man courage if any thing
could ! Her ladyship, perhaps, hardly
knew what she was doing when she
did it, for they were both in a mighty
flatter : she certainly, however, Was
more at home in this business than
he was, having been so much in the
habit of receiving letters of proposals
from so many, and use hardens one to
things; she recovered her senses pre-
sently, and, seeming to collectstrength
_out’ of poor Harry’s weakness, for he
would have dropped on the ground but
for the kind help of a dead stump
which supported Harry and a honey-
suckle tree at the same time, spoke
thus : “I have, I own, opened your let-
ter, which Lord George picked up, and
must needs throw in at my window;
30, you see, Mr. Lamsbroke, what an
escape we have had:” her ladyship-still

continued
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-continued to- faulter and. hesitate, and
Harry stoed like;a fool biting his lips,
and twisting, a- heneysuckle. between
his. fingers : . gow . a8 fear in one, hath

- sometimes the strange effect of giving
- another courage, Lady Charlotte,-after
& hem or two, and a feigned cough,
proceeded ;- “I am extremely afraid
shat you will think I have too much
. confidence in what I am going to say,
-but the having been so, much engaged
of late in matters of this sort I am
in, hopes will accoynt te you.for my -
being able to speak .at,all upon the
-subject of your letter.:. fear not, Mr.
Lamsbroke, yom are not fallén into
‘unkind hands”-she was forced to stop
.t -times. to pick her words,— Fear
mtmydtspkasure,” contl;nued she, “for
you have not done any thing which
-1 disapprave. ” . Harry looked at her
-at these words, and, like a.great baby,

+ fell. a~crying. , This gavaber ladyship
new magter, “I am sorry,” said 'she,
““to. see¢ you. so much affected, Mr.
£6 Lamsbroke)
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Lamsbyoke; 1:beg of yow nok: to ves’
yourself upon what has happened; yoa"
shall have little cause:t6 weep: if.i¢ iy
ifi‘my powet to give you atry comfort !
E:am not angry with -you, indeed I
am not.” ' This made poor.Harry cry
worse ‘than before, and Lady - Char-
lotte’s soft basom was too much toueh
ed to refrain from tears on her part; .
and so she.e’en cried for company ;
these their mutual tears brought on,: as
it :were. like, some little fond -things
between them which. gavésboth-equal
confidence, and:led to-further con-
versation, -which grew easier on Harry's
part though mixed with blushes and
‘timidity, . -that bad an’ effeet--which
Harry little expected, >-howewer, .for
.one of his prime beauties:.in Lady-
.Charlatte’s eyes was lis great modesty .
.and timid manners, disgusted, as:she
continually was, with the overbearing
-and audacious impudence of such.as
-took it into their heads.to sue for her
favours-with little else to recommend
them.
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them. Harry’s diffiden¢eiheld-her ad-
miration at alk times; but if had, at
this moment; a peculiar estimation in
it, she could speak her sentiments the
more freely, which, as they lay very
much in his favour, would have been
taken undue advantage of by some of
less merit and more boldness: ¢ Mr.
Lamshroke,” said she, # we will get a
little further from the house, -come
with me.” Upon which she led him
beyond the garden and the plantations
into a distant meadow, in the midst
o/ which grew a spreading oak, where,
Javing arrived, they sat.down at its
'foot on the grass; here her ladyship
was sure.to he safe, for none could
come near them without being seen,
which would noet have been the case
it a wood. “Mp. Lamsbroke,” then
said she, I have my fears lest you
should think me too bold, but ne-
cessity must plead my excuse for what
1 shall say, I have some days smce

received
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received a letter from my. uncle, your
father, which I will first read to yeu
before I'add another word;” she then
took a letter from her pocketbook and
read as follows

My pEAREST N1ECE,

I TaxkE up my pen to write in be-
half of a friend. 1t is some time since
I haye heard of Lord George E’s pro-
posals, rejected indeed, as I have
understood, by you at yeur father’s
request, who had engaged himself with
Mr. Grove before his lordship sent his
last note, which engagement could not
certainly be broken by .a man of
‘honour—I was: therefore . silent, and
advised my friead to think ne.more of
you; he said that he would do bis
best to get the better of his attach-
ment, though he was sure that.-he
should love you as long as he lived;
‘he spoke these words upon his honour
—happily for him the match intended

betwegn
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Detween you 'and Mr. Grove's son is
Row, very unaccountably I must own,
broken off, I must now, therefore, use
my whole interest with you in my
friend’s behalf, and do assure you, my
dear niece, as a mark of the love I feel
for him, that if even my own son were
to make you an offer, much as I value
his merits, and great as your fortune
is, I do assure you that.I not only
would not give my copsesnt to his rob-
bing my dearest friend of the woman
whom he loves above the world and
all its beauties; but, if he persisted in
his attempts to get possession of you
against my orders, upon my honour
and upon my soul, goed bey as he is,
I would disinherit him, and turn him
destitute into the world to beg his
"way to his grave.—I do, insist upon it,
my dearest niece, that you will not
refuse -my friend, he is a truly noble
fellow, as well by nature as by title and
rank, his fortune and estates are ample,
his merits great and many, and he
adores
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adores you aboye all women: mpon
earth. . : -
I remain, my dearest niece,
Your most affectionate uncle,
: JouN. LAMSBROKE,
Lamsbroke Park,
June 12th.

“Harry was greatly affected at this
letter. ‘“ Pray,” said he, wiping his
eyes, “ what answer did you send to
it; Lady Charlotte, if I may take so
great a liberty as to ask you ?P—I hepe
you will not be. angry with .me for
asking, though I am- afraid 1 have
done a very bold thing.” ‘1 havea
copy of it -here,” said. her ‘ladyship,
“ and will read it to you:: I hope you
will not take too much advantage of .
my making you my confidant; Mr.
Lamshroke;” added she, with a swest:
smile, the poignancy of which made
Harry's- heart tingle as if it had been
stung by a nettle!=—she then took
another paper out of her pocketbook
and read as follows: S
oo " My
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My bear Uncei,”

“Ir you love your friend as sincerely *
as you say, I am sure you would 'not
have me dé him any isjury, which I
must do if I give him any the least
encouragement: I will tell you the
plain truth, my affections are wholly
engaged, and I never will give my
sconsent to inake a man of %o0‘much
merit as you hold out Lord George to'
be, completely miserable, Upon this *
ground I have again refused hioy, and
I will go so far as tosay, that unless I -
can obtain him on whem my whole
heart is fixed, I will, T most solemnly
declare to you, die'unmarried. What
your reéasons may be for throwing out
such a terrible menace on your son, I
know not, but I hope fyr your excuge,
my dearest uncle, when I say, that I
think you have used him very ill in it.

I remain, my dear uncle, ‘
Your very affectionate niece,

- CHARLOTTE ORBY:
Hsndermark, .

June 16th. ot
Harry's, .
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Harry’s face, which had been very
mueh flushed for some time, néw
glowed with a deeper red than ever,
and raising his eyes, which he had
scarce dared yet to do, to Eady Char-
lotte’s, she dropt her face'on her bosorn
painted all over with vermilion.’ Hawj!
must be very dull indeed not to »i\te
what was the matter with her ladyshlp,-
but his diffidence still kept him in
doubt; his modesty so $dinded his
eyes that he could not € what a
happy man he was.: ’tis no wonder the
ladies should hate such a vice in a
man when it gives them such a world
of trouble! Poer Lady Charlotte!
she was so provoked at seeing:dim still
in doubt that she could have boxed his
ears: it was all her own fault, she
inight have had impudeat fellows
plenty. who would have had guickness
of apprehension enough, and self-con-
ceit enough too, not to have given her
half the trouble—but Harry was richly
Jworth her pains if he had givea lier
. ten
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ten times as much : well, it. is fit that
the best things cost the most, and
when a thing is worth a pourd.who
should buy it for a penny? When
Lady Charlotte dropt her blushing
face on her bosom Harry might have
taken her and put her in his pocket,
and walked away with her if he pleased
—but, thought he, surely it cannot. be
myself that she hints at in her answer
to my father—my merits are surely too
small to deserve so much—there was
a little silence,r and Lady Charlotte
played with a cowstip: what would
Lord George, what would the baronet
8t. Clair have given té have been in
Harry’s place at that moment! Harry’s
face was so flushed, and he looked so
excessively handsome that Lady Char-
16tte was afraid to look that way, and
so she played with a cowslip that grew
at herside. Harry, by accident tura-
ed his eyes towards her to look what
it was she was doing, when, attrhg
rather on the advantage grouad, and

being
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being tall too, he dropt his eyes | into,
her bosom and saw his letter in ii;
«' My letter is very. happy, Lady Char-
lotte,” said he, “ to be where it.is.”
Lady Charlotte smiled, with her eyes
dowhcast- upon the cowslip, for she
did not lodk up, perhaps, for fear of
frightening Harry’s eyes away, know-.
ing very well what pretty shy things,
they were. * May I dare to hope,” said
he, “that it,did not come into the’
place where it is, by accident, but by
-—by—by—favour ?” She smiled agam
with a blush, still Tooking at the
flower. “ Happy - letl;cr,” continued,
he, « if it came there by favour I At
this there was another smile, But there
was no_occasion for another blush for
the old one “served very well, « O
Lady Charlotte,” said he, « if 1 could_
but kriow if you'ever put such 3 letter
in" the same place before 1”"— Upon
which she shook her head aud turned’
her face quite away so that he could .
ot see a Dbit ‘of it. o Dear qu
- Chaﬂotte,”
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Charlbtte ” t‘hen said be, “ how kmd
y(ﬁx are to my letter, and you caqx;ol;
be’ kmd 6 thif'Without bemg kmd to
me” She was ‘very _quiet auq very
sitent, for sime was too much dehghted
to make any noise, but’ she ‘had twirled
the ‘poor cowshp all to plecies, and
hard!y knew what to do- W|th he;
ﬁngers, so" she dropt one hand in the
grass, a “Cool place, close by Harry,
while” the other held the’ two lettgrs

what could 'she mean by letting one
hand lie 1dle there f——Harry looked at
it, it ¥ad no glove upon, it, it looked,
beautnfuﬂy white as. ‘it lay on' the
dark-green graSs'—Now, whether “Ise
thought it ‘was put there on purpose,
ox 'whether “he m1g§1t safely steal it
while she iooked another, way.and she
nkone the \Vlser, Har:y took up her
pretty fingers off the col& ground and,
presSmg them gently in his hand, said,

“"Deir Lady Charlotte, Iam af{a@
there wdl b no  favour fqr me, Oifl
cou’id but inow there was any if it

was
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was but the least of little !”—and,
taking advantage of her averted fite,
added, with a sigh, “ Nobody ever
loved anybody better than I do—
somebody :” she still remained silent
with her face turned quite away from
him, but, for some reason, she did not
snatch her hand out of Harry’s, as he
had seen her do when- either Lord
George, or the baronet, or any other
man had seized upon it; but she re-
mained silent, and sat as-quiet asa .
mouse, and, though it charmed her
beyond expression to hear the man
wham she loved make’ lové to her, yet
.she could not help feeling pity for
what he felt in the struggles’ between
his Iove and his- diffidence. * But she
had a good deal of spite in her for all
that, and was determined to be're-
venged on him for having teased her
so long, and leaving it to accident at
last to bring her his note, and, but for
~the said accident, had teased her half
a year longer perhaps; soshe held-her
. tongue,
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tangue, like a cunning puss, to feast
hev ears, that loved sweet things as
well as.any, girl’s ears- in the world,
though she could. have talked fast
enough if she had;had a-mind to inter-
rupt him. Certainly these were' some
of the happiest moments of her life,
and the mest -pradish could not blame
her for-making the best of them, when
it is cousidered - that what gave them
their highest relish was, that the plea-
_sure she felt was innocent. Harry,
now taking courage from her bash-
fulnes as she had lately dene from his,
leaned a little.ovet-her . to get .a sight
of her face, upon which shé started
a little, for she thought he-was going
to kiss her, he had not a thought, how-
ever, of taking so great a liberty,
though he, whom she was determined
to make her husband; might have done
it and been forgiven. ‘ My dear
Lady Charlotte,” said he, “pray tell
me one thing,—is the person who noir-
sits- by your side he whom you ‘so

kindly
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kipdly sluded-to. in!yout letter to my
father? tell me, pray telimme; ‘give ce
some’ $ign of ;whas. yourcannot: spdak,
let this dear hand;:iwhich Iiniow hold
in ;mine, speak for yoh :?«she turned
her back ‘to. him: aud: her hedd quite
away, so.that:heicould only seeva bit
of her.eary:just. as. if -she had not a
mind.to see. what-her'hand -did “which
was iat. that.time ‘quite beliind her, and
gently. squeezed Harry’s- hand - that
held-her’s, Now the wonder is what
the <ladies . will say:to Lady Charlotte
for: deing!such~a dhocking thing as
that? batx her Jadyship might have
suffered ‘& “Jittle wspismodic affectioti
just at that’oment whick ‘contracted
her fingers-b little: - Well; ‘wothet: “aré
made, amobgst other thirigs, to defight
a:man’s:heart, snd they certainly now
and.ithen answer that purpese to ad%
miration’ 2Confounid the toads! Okt
Crab -used to” say, ‘it is -nothingbut
.. their impudenée fhat makes them o<
_ dcst' fomhey ahﬂ‘fbhe devil very welt
~ + know
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know, it to be the surest way to get
hald of the men.

Lady Charlatte and Harry had now
convinced each other of their mutual
affection, for, by the gentle squeeze
which she gave Harry’s hand, he had
no longer any doubt, diffident as he
was, that he was the happy man alluded
to in her ladyship’s letter to his father;
this grand preliminary being settled,
Lady Charlotte apprized him with how
much secrecy they must at present

"act; he had some very formidable
tivals, one of whom had all his father’s
interest, who was quite the sort of man
to put his menaces in execution upon
the terms named, in his letter; “ None,
therefore, must know, Mr. Lamsbroke,
what engagements we may form to-

““gother,” said her ladyship; “ be you pre-
pared for any face which 1 may chuse
to put on before others ; we will write

" no more letters, for letters, you see,
may be lost, none must know but our+
selves what has passed this evening, no,

YOL. 1II. F nos
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not our most intimate friends, be you
but silent, leave the rest to me, and.l
‘will set discovery at defiance; the
cruel threat, Mr. Lamshroke, in your
father’s letter I regard not, for some
reasons which I will not now disclose; I
can turn it to our advantage :—1I shall
put on a strange face remember, a.very
different one from that which I now
wear,” said she, smiling fondly in his
eyes. Harry, took her-hand and softly
pressed it between his, when a solemn
bell was heard at some distance—
% That’s my uncle’s bell,” said she, I
suppose he has a funeral this evening.”
“ Yes,” said Harry, * it is-poor farmer
Cartland’s son, who, in:a fit of insanity,

threw himself.into a well, it is he that«
is to be buried this evening.” ! I
hope, I hope,”said herladyship, patting
her hand upon. Harry’s arm a little
eagerly, ¢ his distraction did noet come
from his affair-with Julia ?” - * Indeed,
.but it did,” sdid Harry, ** his.attach-
ment .to Julia was the cause of it.”
‘ “ O Mr.
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“ O~ Mr. Lamsbroke,” said she, with

dears in her eyes, ¢ how much I pity
that poor young man! poor, man!

what must he have felt, what must he

have suffered before he came to this!

-This must make poor Julia’s heart ache
too in the-midst of all herjoys.” * This

thing has been kept a secret from her,”

said:he, “ and that is.the cause. of her

ihvitation to Hindermark, she was in-
vited to be there to be out of the way

of it.” “ At what distance are we

now from Hindermark,” said she, ¢ will

not Julia hear the bell?” ¢ We must

be at least two miles,”. sgid he, * from

Hindermark ;. my uncle Bat- preaches
a' funeral -sermon on this oceasion,

.shall we walk- en and attend the fune-
ral? T-am always pleased with my

Muacle Bat’s sermons.”’ “ Why,” said
Lady Charlotte, “ I don’t like weeping,

but if ‘you desire it I will go along

with you.” « Come then,” said Harry,

“ let us put on a good pace, for { am

sure the instruction which .we shall

F2 receive
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receive from my uncle Bat’s sermon
will: repay us richly for our tears.”,
“ Can you tell me the particulars of
this sad event?” said she. “I can,”
said Harry ; ¢ come, I will tell you the
melancholy story as we walk along, if .
you love tragedies it will suit you, for
it is a story full of woe.”—* Why,”
said she, “ I own that I have rather a
turn for comedy than tragedy, but I °
shall like to hear you tell me the story
nevertheless, for there is always one
comfort in a sad story, the pleasure
that comes from a. companson of our
happier lot with the miseries of others.”
Saying which she gave Harry another
sweet smile, and observed the tears on
his rosy cheeks. ““ O Lady Charlotte,”
said Harry, “ you smile at my weak-
ness, but I know, from my own feel«
ings, how to feel for this poor young
man, 1 do indeed, and cannot help—”
Harry could get no further, but hid
his.face in his handkerchief. 1f Lady
,Charlotte could bave done as she
would.
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weuld, she had flung fher SNOWY arms
about Harry’s neck, and kused hrm
for his tender-heartedness.

-OLD CRAB’S FUNERAL SERMON,
PREACHED AT

." THE BURIAL OF JOHN CARTLAND,

_ WRITTEN BY GEORGE GROVE.

Man is cut dowm{ake a Flower g)" the Fzrld ‘
= f -—_—' Vo
THi1s companson syits very well
with my present purpose: the man
whom.\ve now put ‘into the earth was
cut dowp, in; the ﬂower of -lifé, and
upon, thigd shall argue as follows ; first,
the - shorter mans hfe is, the better,
,secpndly, the sooner men prepare for
death the better, and thirdly, the less
we lament those who are gone ‘befote
us, the better -And, ﬁrst, the shorter
man’s life is, the better, for hrs t oublee
are squrter too, and, no‘m,an,, ] ‘think,
can well complain of that: we oftea
F3 .. _ hear;
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hear men complain of too many trou~
bles but, none of too few : if we ask a
man whether he would chuse twenty
years of misery or forty, one would
think him beside his wits if he chose
“the longer term, and, I think, with
good reason ; but, yet, if any one were
to be asked whether he would chuse a
long life or a short one, and he chose
the short one, we should think him
beside his wits too: ¥ow there must
be an error somewhere in this thing,
and it may make for our advantage to
look forit: A man is born to trouble,
saith Job, as sure as the sparks fly
upwards, for s 5 1 think the’ Hebrew
should be translated; and T- suppose
there is none of us who will take upon
him to contradict that; trouble there-
fore we must find in the world, it is
an enemy which we must meet and '
contend with as long as we stay in it;
life, therefore, is a state of warfare not
“ p'e’aée, truces thére may be in it but
ver peace, and those, too, very few
and
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and very short it appears then that
e must all meet trouble and contend
with it, that we alk do so needs no ar-
gument to prove it here: in this war
many fall early sacrifices, like the poor
young man who now Ifés dead before
us: some stand it out for many years
and still get the better of:gheir wounds,
and still fight on, until old age joins.
hands with the common egemy and.
very soon makeg it a matter of irresis-
tible odds: what shall we say then? is
it good to live in an eternal “scuffle’?’
in continual blckeungsr under per-
petual bruises ? as soon as, and some-
times sooner than one wound is healed
to get another,. and often in the same
gash too? what keeps us all in love
w1th angmsh thus? or, am I in an
error, and it be true that we are not
fond of pain? but if we are fond of
life we must needs take pain into the
account, for with life it comes and to
life it sticks as long as life lasts, then
the shorter life is the better, for we

F4  cannot
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cannot get rid of pain untll we do get
rid of life, do' what we: wnll pafhs afd
troubles either-of the mmd the canker
that éat out this poor young man’s
‘heart, or of the body, which few men
-are strangers to, goad and scourge us
through the world, and, one- would
think, would make us glad to tpake
haste through it. What if ‘we were
forced to stop in our way ? if we were
tied up to be lashed? avhat if we could
not get ifito our graves out of the
reach of the whip if we would? wh ﬁ
if we were held for a hundred years ae?E
a time to bé ‘ﬂogged without bemg
permitted to take one step all ‘tha time
towards the quiet tomb? let such as
would chuse long lives think on that:
let them think how glad they would .
be to have their cotds untied, and w1fh
what joy they would make the best of '
their ‘way to their sepulchre where the
bitter scourge cannot follow them.
This were some matter of considera-
tion; ease after pain is certainly some-
~ 'thing,
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)
«thing, and a precious something too,
men would not be so over-fond of life,
_if this matter were well weighed, as
they are; and it were an argument
with them, one would think, to get
prepared to die, to be ready at a mo-
ment’s call, and listen with eager ex-
pectation for their names to be named.
How St. Paul wishes to be with his
master! hear what he says on this
matter,  if m‘lns life only we had
hope, we should be of all men the most
miserable !” Of whom doth he speak ?
of Christians: of those very men
whose blessed estate bids'the fairest of
all others for happiness: of those
whom Christ, of those whom the Holy
Ghost descend from heaven ifself to
~save and to comfort! Now if we will
ake St. Paul’s word for it a short life
were better, or why should he wish to
be with Christ? Why weep we then
over this untimely bier? why do we
say, alas my brother! why mingle we
our tears with the flowers that are’
' Fb scattered -
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scattered on” his grave? Is he not
where St. Paul so much wished to-be?
The moral and religious excellence of
his life bid fairly for it, my good
friends. These hands made a christian
soldier of him, and from this' place
have we handed him down the armour
to protcct him in the battle: God’$will
be done:—If he be ¢ontent to take the
Young warrior 50 s0 “? out of the con-
flict, why need we lanfent ? why grieve
that his contest should be so short ?—
Who could be glad to see¢ him linger
here? Our youth lose an example,
it mtrue that is a loss, and a gnevous
Toss*when goodness is so scarce as’ it
is: but let bad men tremblé,‘and be
thankful that they are not called to
their account, so much less fit to ment
théir account than lie; that they have
more time allowed, if they please, to
have their faults whipped out of them;
but a man‘cannot live too short a time
that is fit to go to heaven; and why?
‘—wherefore should & good man live in

troubles?
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Jroubles? if ripe for heaven why not
be gathered? Let God pick-and chuse

where -he pleases amongst us—why

contest. the matter? for to grieve at

what God does, is a kind of contest

with him. If a short life were unfit we

should all live to be very old, but since

more die that are not grown old than

‘are, the cast is against long lives, and
it is God’s will that fewer should live

to.be very old, and that; it is like, out

of compassion for erasu-ﬂ'ermgs in this

world, which are. shiirpand ‘manifold

and what a merciful thing it is'in our

Heavenly Fither to knock off thie belts

and shackles of the flesh! .to-set the

suffering soul free from its prison! to.

take the spirit. to himself and put it

_ayt of the. reach.of trouble! . But the
Joss of friends we-must needs. call a
Imisfortune, and.death a grief:—and
Jyet why should it be a grief? must we
needs always fall in- with the ways and:
errors of the world, and .call gnefs

what the world calls griefs? Dcath,r
. F6 Which.
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which the world calls a grief, can do
no good, man ill :—ill! it is the way-to
his reward : death is the door that léts
him into heaven.—~Why should we
grudge at this? why should we -grndge
at a good man’s being made eternally
happy ? that he is taken out of.the
stone’s throw of misfortune? that his
soul is sifted from the dust.of . this
earth? that he joins the company * of
saints, and good men’ made perfecti >
But it is said that when a man is taken
out of the world he can do no more
good in it, that his widow, perhaps,
and his orphans are left to shift for
themselves, who were supported by his
industry, and protected by his-arm:—
be it said, and be it- answered,. that
when he goes out of the world he.does
not take the providence of God out of
the world along with-him; in what
better hands can he leave all that.is-
dear to him on earth than in the hands
providence? God, who calls him from
his post, can set another watch at-it;
and



¢ 109 )

&ndif his widow and kis orphans:take
care té do what God bids shem; there
will no' harm:come to them untit God
breaks:his word with them, which will
never be. A good man is gone, and;
to use the language of the world, -we
shall see him no more: not on earth it
is true; we cannot expect that,: nor
ought we'to wish it for his sake and
for our own :. for his sake,—for which
of his. friends wobld lend z hand to pull
him:back again.into.a world. of trou.
bles? for our.own,—Fot what paim and
grief would it be. to-us to see him
banished' from the realms of -bliss into
a place which is none other. than the
house of ‘woe.and bitterness? Could
we bear; upon his return to it, to hear
his lamentations for a moment? For
avhat must a man feel at such a change?
to be taken out of- heaven and coms
mitted to this earth, as it were to a
house of. correction, to be torn away
from the- society of saints and angels,
atid cast down amongst a -gang of

thieves,.
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thieves; slanderers, fornicators, drunk-
ards, murderers, blasphemers, misere-
ants, and adulterers? would not this
be to plunge him into hell?—Who
then can complain of too short a life,
shouldered on all sides by such repro-
bates as these? A good man lies in
this vile world like a pearl in the mud :
how unfit a place, my friends, for one
who is fit for heaven ! such-a one.is
not at home ‘on ear(h,. he is here a
stranger, .he belongs to heaven!—Now
if it please God to send his angel down
to pick out: what is worthy of heaven
amongst us, why, the sooner héaven
takes its-own the better: and if we are
in no mind to lose a good friend, ora
good relation for ever, let us. look
about us, quit our sins, purify our liveg,
and make all ready to follow him and-
meet him in heaven: and few will
deny, I think, that the sooner this
happens to any of us the better, which
brings me to the second division of my
discourse, that is to say, a speedy pre-

paration
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garation for - quitting this: world of
clouds; for, indeed, there is:little sun- .
shine here : ~let-us then set our houses
in-order, that when death comes he-may
find that:wé have nothing to do but to
go with hm 8 2 moment’s warning :
that ‘he' 1 ﬁhd ‘us ready dressed
for. our . 1 ey and waiting for him:
‘yes, ready dressed—all our filthy sins
cast off, and ew\hablts discarded, and
our wedding garments upon us, and in
our best array to.meet the bridegroom;
of ‘whom.the Scripture speaks. Take
heed to my. words, my. good friends,
there will beno hanging back at that
time, go we must whether we: be clean
or unclean, whether.we be in a wedding
garment or in dirty rags;.. Let us all
_rghember that no unclean thing can
chter the palace of heaven: if we are
still in. our sins we shall be flung into
)hell from the threshold of God’s house;.
if death come, and find us wrapped up
in.our wickedness, we shall be cast afar
off; where. neither .star nor sig-light'
' redches, .
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reaches, into a place where the ven-
. geance.of the Almighty ‘rolls in black
clouds of smoke mixed with efernal
fires: thus, indeed, the Scriptures image
out the place of torment, but Wwhat is
meant by the undying worm, and by
the ever-burning flame, we. know not,
but it must certainly be something
very terrible which these things are
made to stand for, and a very faint re-
semblance, it is like, of the hideous
original, which no man in--his senses,
one would think, would chuse to sée.
The case is this:—a man may, if he
pleases, escape eternal punishiment, he
may, if he hath a mind, go to heaven:
Heaven and hell are held out to his
choice: if he, by the smiles of vice, is
tempted into hell it is his own fault ; if,
by the buoyancy of virtue, hé'is raised
to.heaven, it will be set down to his
merit, and his reward will be great. If’
aman be asked whether he would chuse
hell or heaven; we knoiw his' answer
very yell; but how comes it to pass
that
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tlux; hg will mot put himselfiin the way
to gftn;hgt thmg which ba wauld: like
tl}ﬂ h;‘ﬁ,?f the two2-here come ina
man’s ;sips and push him eut-of the
road, and into hell, when he would put
hunself forwapd.on the way- to heaven :

now, if he i is sogreat a fool as met .to
contest ﬂge &dtter with his.sins,- what
ds it but "£0 say that heaven. -is .not
worth a man’s\fighting for? now-the
best preparation’ for ‘dedth is to- ﬁght
ma_t_lfp]ly against -the devil, this:is to
fight the good fight sPoken -of in Scrip=
ture, ami it is for victory-in this battle
that thc, crown, also. named in Scrip-
ture, is held out. But the reward is at
a great distance, we may say, and the
battle is at hand; yet we may say this
w:thout _being .at all. able to prove-it,
“far “ this mght our souls may be re-
quired of us,” as,the Scripture says,
nd then the reward is.not at a great
distance, but very near us,and may be

still nearer for apy thing. we know of
th,e-ma}ttef a.man, therefore, -who will
{nog
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not fight on is a fool, or a coward, or
both, for the very conditions on which
we take our existence is to b;cast it
out against .difficulties, dangg;s, sin,
and the devil. What an idiot must he
be who will fight, till he dies, for, an
earthly reward, which he must part
with too, if he lives to get 1t; and will.
not fight till death for a heavenly re-
ward, which, if he getg/it, nothing can
take from him, not ¢éven death itself,
even if he dies in the conflict, which
would deprive him of the earthly thing
which he fights for to all intents and
purposes; what an idiot, I say, must
such a one be! and who .but a fool
would call him wise? The hazard a
man runs by putting off his prepara-
tion for death, if at all considered;
would terrify the stoutest heart. * Piit
the case thus: I.am very well to-day,
I never was in better health in my life,
but yet I cannot count the value of
'one moment upon to-morrow, for, as
the Sgriptute says, “ A man knows-not
what
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what ‘2 day 'may bring forth:” yet,
behon all thingslie about me atsixes
and ‘seyighs; I dnnk, I game, I swear, I
lig, I stﬁi*«l blasph\eme, I commit fgrni-
cation; I commit adultery, I bear false
witness, I fight duels and commit mur-
der, and all thls, when by this hour to-
morrow I may stand at the bar of hea-
ven with such\a load of sins as this
upon my shouhld\‘? !—Why, would not
a.man deserve to-be put into hell for a
month, or for any. given time, and
thank any one who would do it if it
would bring ‘him to his senses, that
chuses, for it is his-choice, to go on
day after day in "this manner without
“ taking any‘thought for the morrow,”
as'the Scripture says-? ~ “ Sufficient for
the, day would indeed be the evil
thereﬁf,” if a man-were to be cast into
hell, in it, I-suppose, or he would have
such. an appetite: for- evil that might
surprise any body |—We are all of us
siiners; we go-on making false step

" wpfter
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after false step, and the very best of us
«can do no more than sin. and  sepent
by turns, and, as soon as .Qur tears
havg washed one spot away, comes
another, and a blacker perhaps thanany
yet repented of,—But yet, kind mercy
receives the golden censer, with ‘the
sweet incense of sorrow burning, at
the hands of our great Intercessor,
who, if he sees us ey,‘ yet sees us weep
for our errors, propitiates him ‘who
sent him to save us: let us weep then,
not for the dead but for the living ;
(which brings me to the third and last
division of my sermon;) not because
this good young man is gone to heaven
so soon, but for our sins,. vyhlch w;ll
bar our meeting with him once again,
and that never to be parted.. A tear
for the dead is an henour to his fomb ;,
if it be a debt let us pay it and have
done withit: tears, itis true, give ease
to the heart, but we must fight against
the disease, or- tears may fail fo cure jt:
sorngw is an enemy both to the"soul

and
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and the body, it is one of those pas-
sians which Wé muist meet: in” the field
aforesaid‘we ‘must oppose it manfully
if we looR to oppose it effectually : it
‘cannot Ibhg stand its ground before
the:true’ soldiér; it is a foe that must
be grappled withdl;—but many die of
grief, there xs¢ some for whom ‘sorrow
is too strong, Rere lies béfore us, alas,
a' sad ‘instance Wf it, one into whose
brain grief broukht a fatal phrenzy
which pushed him on, not knowing
‘what he did, to self-destruction'—This
is true:—but it gives additional force
to ‘my argument, for the more potent
our foe the stronger armour- must we
put on to meet him: if we are con-
uered, and notwithstanding fought
our best, we have done our duty, and
.shetl- be met. at tlie gates of heaven by
ang’cﬁ attuning this hymn to their
harps, “ Come, thou good and faithful
‘sgrvant, enter into the Joys of oul'
Lord ¥ : .
It may be asked how can we better

;YIOW
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show our love for our friend than by

our sorrows for his loss 2.1t were weil

to ask in return whether hebe lostor

not >—If he be gone to -heaven..one

cannot well say that he is.lost: we

must look to be sure that fre.is lost,

or we may grieve when we .ought te

rejoice ; if we are not safe. that he is

lost we grieve at an unq'ertainty : now

if we grieve at the dedth of a friend,

we may grieve forfsome change for

the better and not for the worse, which

were an absurdity, because it is always

matter of congratulation, and not of

sorrow, that a good ‘thing hath be-

fallen any of" our friends ; our friends

"are the strings which tie us to the
earth, ccords that bind :us to this world

of woe, still as they die off tie after

tie is cut in twain, "till we ourselves-get.

looss, and wing our way more joyfully .

to heaven. That is-the place wherein,

the Scriptures tell us, to lay our-trea-

. sure up ; .and, tell me, my good breth-
ven, in what-better place can we put
our
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our friends? But alas! to hear the

“3ad bell toll for a child that's gone,
the parting pang the father’ or the

mother feels, the last farewell, the

kiss, the touch of the cold hand,—the

last look while the fading eye yet

holds its sense, fixed with eager gaze

and closinynon those friends it loved,

) at a bitter hour is such
an hour as th¥g ! It is, and must be

bitter, and it wduld be sad indeed if

bitter things were not wholesome too:

our sorrows are our schoolmasters

here, they spare no rod and never

spoiled a child : they take much evil

from us but never robbed us of any
good thing when put to their right

-uses: they take much evil from us,
for sorrow is a check to sin, it takes

“Tway a man’s appetite for wicked deeds,
it abates that pride of - heart which fits

it for the worst of mischiefs ; sorrow

seasons it and stops corruption in it:
sorrow is the salt of the soul and keeps

it sweet: a mind garrisoned by sor-

' rows
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rows resists temptation; why then,
it may be asked, if sorrow be of such
use how can it be said that the shorter
our sorrows are, the better? It is an-
swered that sorrow should be our medi-
cine but not our food : too much of
the best medicines will defeat the very

end of medicine and br)fag disease :
Temperance prescribes [he quantlty
of grief, a virtue to he called in in
this our case, and teach us by what
rules it should be governed, how much
may be taken to do us good, where
excess in it begins, and what must be
its limits. There is as much danger
in the excess of grief as in an excess
. of strong liquors, a certain -quantity
of the latter is ‘a cordial, too much
intoxicates and weakens us; a certain
degree of sorrow is only required even:
in repentance, .we need not always
weep to be forgiven even of God him-
self for our sins:—Ilet us then, my
s friends, hold our hands a little in this
sad case; we ‘must ' not weep longer
for
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forthetlbds of“a™'cHild ‘thanfor the
6495 bur integhity  *for a Yery serius
comsmdbration follows, *foftdw too long'
in@ulgedibecoimes a éin, and then' we-
mdSEEHOW to'be forgiven even fot”
oltr sbitoivs it is very wrong in us to’
receive the dispensations of Providence
with pouting\and fretting, and if any
thing' of ‘this {sort is an ingredient in
our sorrows it{s very blameable in-
deed: a tender regard forour children
isHio sin, it were a fault in us not to
féel it if they deserve it, it is oné
of those sweet sympathles planted by
God it our hearts which is not ‘only
consistent "with but strengthened by
reason “and feligion: but be it re-
miembered that “our ch’ldren are the
free gift of God; and we must deserve
£hiehiif We would keep theim, but God
may take them from us lf‘we deserve
to keep them too, and 'this sometimes
happens, as, I think, it does in this
case’: be it femembered that, as in’
Abidhaim’s tasé ’ who' made offer to

VOL. III. G return
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return his only son to God who gave
him, we must willingly bid adieu to-
any child whom God is pleased to
call for, with this consolation that he
may be wanted to fill some place in
heaven. I would not be thought,
my dear friends, to insult your sor-
rows, as is not unfrequeptly the case,
by calling the cause o;;our grief a
trifle, this is none oth& than to call
a man a fool for his pains, and set
down his sorrows to the score of weak-
ness and folly: to lose a favourite child
is one of the greatest of human ca-
lamities, but yet let us take notice
that the greater any calamity is that
befals us, the greater merit hath our
resignation too, in our acquiescence
to the divine will. “Let us make
ourselves friends out of our calamities.
and misfortungs, that when we fall
they may receive us into everlasting

habitations.”
Come then, my good friends, let
us wipe away our tears, let us bury
our
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our sorrows with the deceased in the
sgrave : if he could speak to us out of
the clouds it would be the first advice
he would give us, for such was his
advice until his intellect became a ruin,
and his senses were destroyed : a ten-
der regard to his memory I well know
that he wduld have us cherish, but to
see us nurse air grief, that scorpion of
‘the soul, would‘give him pain in propor-
tion to his love for us : Let us set him in
our presence and do nothing that would
grieve him if he were conscious of
our actions; he himself fell a victim
to sorrow, how then were it likely
that he should approve that very thing
in us which did him so much hurt?
There 1s one thing which we ought to
take notice of and that is, that the
better a man is the better he takes
consolation, the bad mans if any, is
the inconsolable man, because he can
have the least title to the best of all
other consolations, namely, religious.
consolation: for religion, instead of

G 2 pouring
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pouring comfort into his wounds, fills
his mind with terror and dismay, so
much so that he does all he can to get it
out of his thoughts as the most unwel-
come intruder there, conscious that he
is rather a fit object of its vengeance
than its consolation : but this by the
way. Toreturn: no max one would
think would deny that tVe shorter our
sorrows are the better,, because sorrow
is no very pleasant thing, and who
would not get rid of an unpleasant
thing as soon as he could? when I
say the shorter our sorrows are the
better, I mean no dishonour to the
.dead, ,or to say that he is not worth
a tear, for then my advice were given
where it was not wanted, for there is
no need to tell any body not to mourn
for what they do not care for: -Ahd
who laments* tiie ‘worthless? theré is
no need to check people’s tears when
jnone are like to be shed: by no
“means ;—But when the good, I will
ot say die, bat come to an untimely

grave,

4
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grave, we need advice, every comfort,
‘and every consolation : it is then our
SOFTows are most apt to exceed bounds;
it is then our griefs want a check the
most, and the more I insist upon this
the better compliment I pay to the
dead: The more we strive to get the
better of our grief for the deceased,
the greater *fhe contest with our sor-
rows, the more we honour the de-
parted, for it serves only-to prove the
strength and violence of our woe. To
come nearer to ourselves, we see in
the sad instance upon the bier, how
hurtful grief is to our bodies, and
what ills it brings on them; it hath
the power, if not checked, to seize
On the brain itself, to overturn the
throne of reason, and throw the soul
infr confusion : not to advert to the
old topics that sorrowTor the dead
can be of no use to the living; that
no tear will recal the fleeting spirit, I\
shall now cOnclude with putting yoi "
in mind that religion is the only sove-
‘ ¢ 3" rcign._
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reign balm for the wounded heart;,.
there may be other remedics, but this
is the best of them all, and for this
reason, it gives us to understand that
though the deceased hath left us we
have not lost him, that if we do our
duty as well as he did here: we shall
meet him again; that’this young
flower, that only staid to show us its
blossom here, isnot withcred and dead,
but only trdnsplanted into Paradise.
Into which happy place that we may
all be transplanted too, may God of
his infinite mercy grant, to whom,
with the Holy Ghost and our Saviour
Jesus Christ be ascribed all honour,
praise, majesty and dominion from
this time forth for evermore. Amen.”
The end of Old Crab’s Sermon -on
Joln Cartland.

CHAP-
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CHAPTER III.

In Continuation.

BuTt we must now leave 1larry and his
mistress gn their way to Oaken Grove,
and rcturn to the party at IHlindermark,
. where the reader may well imagine that
the absence of her ladyship was not
borne with much patience by Lord
George and the baronet: and it grow-
ing near to Mr. Grove’s time for their
tea and coffee, Geuevieve and the phi-
losopher, Lord George and the haronet
all took different ways amongst the
gardens and the shrubberies to look
=for Lady Charlotte. Genevieve first
ran up stairs to der ladyship’s apart-
roent, where she used at times to spend
an hour in retiremedis=fo7 she had a
way of getting a good deal out of so-
-ciety of late, but found the door locke
ed, which, indeed, was no new thing,
for she always locked her room door,
whether in it or nos in it, and none
G 4 khew -
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knew if she was in it, for she would
not answer at times when she was in it;
this Genevieve knew, and, after a
knock, went away.

Lord George said that he had seen
her-ladyship at her window when they
took their walk after dinne-, but had
not seen her since that time; so the
four persons aforesaid went out a-hunt-
ing for Lady Charlotte, and it was
Lord George’s good fortune to find the
game. He met her and Harry on their
return from Oaken Grove. ¢ How far
has your ladyship been walking ?” said
he, casting a look of some displeasure
-on Harry ; ¢ you do this young gen-
tleman, I think, too much honour to
prefer his company to that of all the~
rest of the party put together.” ¢ Mr.
Lamsbroke is a great favourite of
mine, my lofd;* said she, “ and I asked
him to walk with me to Qaken Grove
’chls evening; and, to tell you the
truth I liked his company and conver-

.sation so well, that I shall certainly
take
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take another walk with him soon.”
“ If you do, madam,” said his loragﬂip
pettishly, ¢ I shall take leate to tell
that gentleman that he will please me
better if he walks by himself.” ¢ Pray,
my lord,” said she, “ how came you
by any authority to prescribe to me
with whom I shall walk, or with whom
I shall not walk? Your pleasure has
very little weight with me, and, I dare
say, quite as little with Mr. Lamsbroke,
with whom I shall most certainly walk,
if I please, without coming to you to
say, Pray, my lord, will you give me
leave to walk with Mr. Lamsbroke ?
or, Is it your pleasure that I walk with
Sir Henry St. Clair?” Upon which
-she laughed in his Jordship’s face,- and
told him that he %re himself great airs!
“-Give me leave to say, madam, that I -
should feel very litthe Jatcfest in your
society if I expressed no regret at see-
.ing it squandered \away upon the uh«
deserving,” said his\ords,hip. “If you
kngw yourself,” said she, *“ you would,

G ¥ - met.
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' uof _feel that regret, if you knew me
you would take care not to express it:
but, after all, what can I add to you
by being with you, or take from you
by being with another?” ¢ Yourself,
madam,” said his lordship, ¢ which,
like the significant figure, gives a cy-
pher all its value.” “ I heard Mr.
Lamsbroke say that when Julia, in a
frolic, ran away from Mr. George
Grove; after .what you have said of
him, I am surprised that you can con-
descend to borrow his wit, and con-
tract a debt which you will never be
able to pay.” It gives me very little
.satisfaction,” said his lordship, * to
hear you praise that young gentleman
at all; and, thougy you may say what-
you please, I shall &rop a hint in his
ear that I will not hear him praised by
you, madami;at my expense.” “ You
are a very pleasant sort of person,
¢hough not a littlefond of quarrelling,
ift you make one {xerson’s commenda-

tion the grounds of falling out with

‘another:
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another: you are far enough, my lord,
from being a wit yourself, it is true,
but I did not know till this“moment
that you had not good sense enough
not to be displeased at it in another.”
“ To have neither wit nor good sense,”
said his Jordship, *is certainly to be
very much a fool, and your ladyship
has done me a great deal of honour to
tell e so to my face: but the very
first moment that a woman finds a man
to be her slave, she will not stick to
call him a fool when he can so very
easily find out the reason why he me-
rits that title of distinction. But I
must give that young gentleman, who
has just left us, a little good advice
-about walking; foyif he does not walk
to please me, I will make him walk out
with me where he will not be best .
pleased to go !t mdded- his lordship
angrily.  “ This\is very - -fine ™ said
Lady Charlotte ; { I myself asked M.
Lamsbroke to wall with me to Oaken
Grove, what he ditl was done at}ny
G & instance;
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wgtance; if I chose to take him in-
stead of my footnan, my lord, what
have you to do with that:” ¢ What
another man takes of your company,
madam, 1 set down as a robbery upon
myself.” “A man must take what is
your own property, my lord, before
he can be said to rob you; my com-
pany is not quite that yet, and if I see
much of these humours, g’i’a" not. like
ever to be.” Delightﬁﬂ IF"‘!"’ ex-
claimed his lordship, kneeling down in
a puddle, and taking her ladyship’s
hand, which she snatched from him in
a moment, “ if there can be any con-
ditions upon which I could ever claim
your sweet society for my own, name
them, O name théyw, most lovely of<
1hy sex, and not one'ghange in Ovid’s
Metamorphoses shall‘{)e so sudden .as
mine from What you hate to what you
love” “ You had fbest go and get
ckean stockings, myflord, for you have
kneeled in a veryf dirty place,” said
Laty Charlotte; ‘4and then, 1 thigk,
I shall
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T shall like you a little better.” ¢ Am
“1 ever to be put off with some_ciuel
jest ?” said he; “ for heaven’s sake,
Lady Charlotte—" * And for heaven’s
sake, Lord George,” said she, “ why
will you kneel in a puddle ?” “ O most
divine of women !” exclaimed he, ¢ I
would kneel in the middle of an ocean.”
.“ O most divine of men!” said Lady
Charlotte, “ do you take me for a
duck that you fall to courting me in a
pond of water?” “I did not know
where I was or whatI did,” said he—
“ what can I do? how act? what per-
form tu purchase me the smallest grace
in that lovely bosom ?” ¢ Why,” said
her ladyship, * in the first place I lay
Ty injunctions on/you to be civil to
Mr. Lamsbroke‘f' I insist upon that,
nty lord, if he walks with me twenty
miles in a day ; apd;” now 1 think of it,
I shall often ask Rim to walk with me,
. since you have maYe such a fuss abowt

it, on purpose to f§ry you: in th%e.-

cand place I must finsist upon it phat
you
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v.you send me no more letters, my win-
dow. cannot stand open five minutes '
without having one scrawl or other
thrown in at it.” “ A man whose. pas-
sion,” quoth his lordship, “is so ardent
as mine, whose soul would cease to
think if not of you, a bosom’—* Well,”
said she, “ I'have heard all this twenty
times over, my lord, and I have told
you my mind upon the matter in such
a way that it is impossible to be mis-
understood—I will not say that my
mind will never change, or how things
may be when I see your lordship in
clean stockings, but if you come down
in the mud thus, it were better if you
"came a-courting in boots;” saying
which she ran intoythe house. -
The irresistible “fluence of the
charm had wrouglt such wonders
in the constituttunf of the beautiful
milk, snaid that she fhad picked up her
oriimbs, as they sgfy of the chickens,
and was now groyn as plump as one
of\her father’s birn-door fowls: the
banns
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banns of marriage had been put up by
Old ‘Crab three times in his chufch,
and a month had now passed since
that ceremony: Old Crab and Mr.
Grove had settled their plan of pro-
vision for their children, the lease of
Dairy-Mead was drawn and signed, the
workmen had already begun to build
.the cottage in it, and the little grove,
famous for Julia’s arbour, was to be
walled in with the rest of the pleasure
grounds : all this was to be done at
Mr. Grove’s expense, and the young
couple to take up their abode at Hin-
dermark until their house 'was ready
to receive them: This became Mr.
and Mrs. Grove’s plaything, and they
-were always amusing themselves in
Dairy-Mead when the weather per-
pfitted them. orge Grove was cha- -
sing Julia one dyy in the shrubberies
at Hindermark fpr a kiss, whea Old
. Crab, coming to\Mr. Grove’s house,
stept behind a Pprtugal laurel gnd
saw what they bacll)tuo mind shouf be

cn ;
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.seen; Julia, to give her her due, had
run.into one of the thickest shades
she could find, to hide herself from
George perhaps, when he caught the
breathless fugitive close by the Portu-
gal laurel that hid Old Crab, and had
Julia in his arms when the eld gentle-
man popped out upon them: “ You
jade !” quoth Old Crab, “ why did’nt
you run into the house ?” and caught
her by the arm—George stole away—
“Come,” said he, “’tis high time you
fix your day, or I shall fix one for
you, these are fine doings!” Julia
panted and held her head down to
- hide her blushes: name your day this
moment, or this day three weeks shall
be the day; why. don’t you speak,
wench #” ““ If you please, papa?” said
she. “Please indedd!” quoth Gid
Crab; “I wonderyoh are not ashamed
of yaurself, rompi?.g about in this
manner as if you avere mad ! a fine
idle hussy you are grown and be
haged to ye, wzqile I am forced to

pay
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. pay one to do all your work for
you, you hoiden !” ¢ Indeed, pa,pﬁ,
should like to go a‘milking again as
I used to do, now I am got well again,
and look to the dairy too—those were
happy days, papa: but indeed, papa,
I am very happy, very indeed, and
very thankful too for'all my happiness,”
falling on her knees before Old Crab
with the tears running down her face:
“ Happy,” - quoth Old Crab, “aye, I
don’t know what the plague should ail
you else, romping about with a hand-
some young fellow ! you shall come
home and there stay until the cere-
mony is over, and see no more of
George until he comes to bring you
o church.” Julia looked behind her
to see if @george yvas in sight, but she
sa% no more of i)jm for a long time,
not indeed until her 'wedding-day.
Genevieve had: taken it into. her
-head that she should not have any the
least objection to be married on the
same day with Ju&(a—mdeed she ((at
her
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heg hcart upon it, and left no stone
untuined in order to it: but, after
some consideration, she found out
that a woman could not well be mar-
ried uniess a man could be found for
her husband, aud this was a lucky
discovery, which thing might have
escaped one less in a huarry than
she: Now Genevieve was so far from
getting married that she had not got
so much as an offer from the man on
whom she had fixed her heart, nor
had she any reason soon to expect
one, or, indeed, at all, unless she
could court the philosopher in the
shape of a Greek folio; she had a fine
Grecian face, in-deed, and that was,
something in her favour. That she
was in love with Acerbus w# a thing
as well known to hjz}, as if he had réad
it in Aristotle, for Jhe courted him as
far-4s she dared to do, and, as hot
things are apt to communicate their
hcat, she had so far——But hold, pro-
-p(}fion is one of .the graces of archi-

tecture,



( 139 )

tecture, a few bricks one way or, .the
other are no great matter, a man may
put them in his eye and see none the
worse for them, he might grumble,
perhaps, if he had a barge-load shot
into it, and say they hurt his sight—
we will therefore stop the trowel here,
reader, and put the rest of our matter
into the next chapter.

CHAP-
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CHAPTER IIL
In Contiation.

Wz have left a broken sentence; but
we will build to it, and fill all holes
in due time: we shall now proceed
to say how love suited Genevieve's
high stomach—it lay very hard upon
it, reader—and, what was worse, she
could not get rid of it any way—no,
it stuck like a spunge and swelled
there : finding this, how very wise it
was in her to give up being mistress
where she could not be master, and
fall to obey where she could not com-
mand ! Love is vastly fond of bringing
down a proud stomach: Genevieve.
had queened it over the men like a
tyrant, but her reigp was now over,
and it was her turn 5: be a subject and
to have her crown cast to the ground :
where she cast herself one warm day
and Lady Charlotte came to look at
her, as it hath been said : yes, she lay
at \i‘er full length.on the grass under a

green



( 141 )

green tree, fit posture for one so hum-
bled, and confessed her passion to her
friend : who, it may be remembered
kindly instructed her in the way.to
catch the philosopher: and she had
now practised what her friend advised
her with much patience and some suc-
cess: shc had Dbecome entomologist
and studied insects, made collections,
and, her purse giving her great advan-
tages over the poor phijlosopher, she
had bought foreign beetles, spiders,
butterflies and a varicty of curious
creeping things, and a grand com-
pound microscope that cost her forty
guineas : she fed caterpillars, toads and
lizards in boxes, and,gave up her mind
with all diligence to the propagation
of diptera, hymenoptera, aptera, and
coleoptera: After some time the phi-
losopher got scent of these things by a
side wind, and he followed her up stairs
one day to her dressing-room which
she had turned into a museum, the
sight of which touched the philogo-

pher's
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pher’s heart to the quick: “ What do
you want, you great blockhead ?” said
she, turning round at her door and
seeing him creeping up'stairs after her,
¢ what d'ye hunt me about for?” say-
ing which she put the key into the
lock of the door inside and locked the
philosopher out: She then took out
her grand microscope, which was made
of shining brass and highly finished,
and set it out on a table directly op-
posite to the keyhole of her door and
pretended to begin some exhibitions :
The philosopher stood outside the
same and put his eye into the keyhole,
but in vain. Genevieve saw that the
brass tongue had fallen over it, and
put it aslde, tite philosopher tried -
again, and got a sight of the amorous
_Genevieve’s whole apparatus! He
knew in a moment what it was and
fell into a rapture at the sight of it!
He knocked at her door, begged and
praycd to be let in—but in vain!
so the poor philosopher was e’en
forced
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forced to stand outside the door and
s see Genevieve and her microstope,
through the keyhole. It grieved her
heart to hear the poor man beg at her
door, and she felt a sensation which
she never had felt before at the prayers
of any man # but she obeyed the artful
Lady Charlotte’s orders, and let him
stand and peep and beg, and beg and
peep for an hour. Poor Acerbus had
long since been saviug all the money
he could scrape together to buy a
microscope, and had not yet got
enough to buy one of inferior excel-
lence, but when he saw through the
keyhole that Genevieve had got one
of the very best that could possibly be
bought for money," the sight of it
made his heart leap within him. ¢ Pray,
Jenny, let me see your microscope,”
said he. ¢ Get along, you impertinent
coxcomb,” said she, “ how do you
know what I have got?” She then
‘took out a very fine case of outlandish
insects, and held them so full beforé
the’
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the keyhole as to give him a sight of
a collection that had cost her twenty
guineas. The philosopher was in ago-
nies, and scarce knowing what he did,
began to push the door. Do or say
whatever he could, however, the cruel
puss would not let him come in, but
had the barbarity to run to her door
and put the brass tongue down over
the keyhole, and the philosopher could
see no morc. Upon which he took
his book out of his pocket, sat him
down at her door and read till she
came out at it, but she locked it after
her. Now he grew extremely earnest
with her to be shown her curiosities,
but she put him off. The philosopher
was always getting to her keyhole,
and, what instructions the artful Lady
Charlotte had given her friend in the
management of her keyhole we cannot
say, Genevieve, however, shewed the
philosopher a great many odd things
through it; and how could she tell,
_with a thick oak door before her eyes,

' when -
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when he was at her keyhole ?—It was
impossible, for her garter coming loose
one day, she tied it, by some accident,
just opposite to the keyhole, and
showed the philosopher, amongst other
curiosities, one of the most beautiful
ankles in ¢he world! His favourite
pointer, Ponto, who was in Genevieve’s
dressing-room,. jumped up at that
'moment, smelled his master and ran
to the door and whined, Genevieve
caught the dog up in her arms, and,
giving him bhalf a dozen kisses, put
him out at it, and said, “ Get along, you
nasty toad! I can’t think what it is
that brings you here!” Acerbus saw
her kiss the dog through the key-
hole, and was not a little surprised at
the difference of poor Ponto’s treat-
ment inside and outside the door, for
he came out with a piece of sweet
cake in_his mouth. The philosopher
now made a push, whether Genevieve’s
pretty ankle ran in his head or what, .
and got his body, no_small one, be- .

VOL. III) H tween

-
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tween the door and the door-post; so
that Genevieve could not shut it again.
Now such a great strong creature as
she was, might easily have pushed him
out and shut her door, but, seeing him
eager after something, she did not do
it, and, though she called him a hun-
dred blockheads, she would not have
hurt him for the world : she gave way
and he came in, but there was nothing
to be seen : be pressed her again, with
more ardour than ever, to show him
her collections of insects and her mi-
croscope, but alas, this was not what
she wanted him to press her for! yet
it pleased her too to have the man
whom she so fondly loved press her
for any thing. Now when one .sees
another fond of what oneself is fond
of, one cannot help feeling’ a_little
fondness for that person whose likings
suit our own: Genevieve’s excessive
beauty often attracted the eyes of the
. philosopher, but he always had con-
tented himself with a look, but now a

sigh
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sigh escaped her, and there was a soft
suffusion in her eyes which might
have been more easily construed than
a sentence in Aristotle. “ My dear
Jenny,” said he, “ pray grant me one
thing.” She asked him what it was,
and for some reason, dropt her chin
upon her neck and blushed.  Nay,
Jenny,” said he,” « it is nothing to
blush at.”—She wished it had been!—
He took her hand, but she did not box
his ears as she had served others, but
stood as still as a mouse and did no-
thing but blush. « What do you
want, you fool?” said she, gently
twisting her hand as if she had no mind
to take it away from-him. ¢ Pray let
me see your microscope, Jenny " said
Acerbus. ‘ What will you give me,”
said' she, balf yielding, “to show you
it>” *Dear Jenny,” said he eagerly,
*I will give-you any thing—I will
give you a kiss to let me see it!™
Now this the philosopher had often-
done at meetings and at partings; and

12 . - thought
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thought no more of it than what a
little kindness came to, and Genevieve
had as often returned it, as a relation
might do, without dreaming of a .
blush: but the phlloso;ﬂ:er was now
taught how ome. kiss differs from
another, a difference which ‘Porphyry
hath not set down, and Aristotle him-
self no where mentions: now, instead.
of standing ready, as usual, to receive
his kiss, Genevieve blushed and turned
her face away, which thing put the
philosopher to his enthymemes.—
“ What’s the matter now, my pretty
Jenny ?” said he, holding her hand,
-which was twisted round in his as she
turned her back upon him, “ you and
I have kissed before. to-day without
making any blushing matter of it.”
¢ Get along, you great fool,” said-she
without taking her hand away, “ 1am
not in any humour to be kissed now,”
“ Well,” said he, “ let me see your
aicroscope, and it is no matter.” Ge-
. nevieve snatched her hand out:.of his
in



( 149 )
in a moment, and bade him léa¥ve the
room. “ My dear Jenny,” said he, “ X
am sorry to have offéndéd youn,” and
following her to the end of ‘tHe room,
kissed her cheek, but with some diffi-
culty, as she did nothing but turn her
back to hnm—yes, he kissed her cheek
and brought away a tear upon his lips:
now 'if he had kissed her mouth it
might have watered and the inoisture
been very well accounted for, but it
came off her cheek and ran-down fiom
one of her pretty black eyes' to-meet
the philosopher’s ' lipt "The philoso-
pher véry well knew what ailed her,
for he was perilous shrewd at the slv-
ing of problems, and a deep'dog atthe
analysis of compounds into primitives.
“1 love you, my pretty Jenny,” quoth
hi&; * because youlove what I love,”
and, although he had his arms round
Genevieve’s waist, she never ' once
- knocked him down, as she served Lord
Delamere, ‘or Colonel Barrét, no, ‘ner
boxed his ears,as she did little Cocky’s?
B3 “ Now,
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“ Now, my pretty Jenny,” said he, and
kissed the other cheek—the devil must
be in Genevieve to bear all this!—r
“Now, my pretty Jenny,” said he, *‘ let
me look at your microscope, and your
foreign insects!”—Genevieve wished
the insects and the microscope at the
deuse, for she was wofully afraid
that all this kissing came from the.
wrong end at last,— videlicet, curio-
sity. * Let me go,” said she, standing
“as.still as a mouse, “ let me go, you
great ass!” and, if it had not been
too cold, one would‘have thought she
had been turned all into marble, her.
.tongue excepted, which was the only
thing about her she was able to move:
no, she was not quite as cold as a
* stone, though she stood like a statue, for
she burnt the philosopher through her
clothes., Now the philosopher never
had had a woman in his arms before,
and, though he had tried a great many -
experiments in natural philosophy, had
aot a guess untikthat moment what.an
¢ asto-
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astondshing matter it was to havesich
fasthold df a ﬁne woman : lizétds, but-.
terflies, moths, bats, toads, all the tribes
dof ‘aptera, diptera, and coleoptera, and
the ‘grand compound microscope at
their tails,, all left his brains together,
and he did nothing but stare at Gene-
vieve's beautiful face, and delightful
*person, as he held her in his arms: she
tried to be very angry with him but
could not for her heart} she tried to.
put ona frown but could not find one
that would stick for a moment upon
her brow!—no ! her eyes were as soft
and as moist as the dewy stars of eve,
and her heart fluttered like a leaf" agi-
tated by the breath of the zephirs! In-
deed, reader, that is a very pretty sen-
tence;, we hope that you are ten times
as ‘much ‘charmed with it as we are.
But it is high time that the philoso-
pher should release Genevieve; we
‘think you must blush, fair reader, at
the shocking situation in which shé
stands no, no, don’t Blush now, sweet®
H4: ong,
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one, blush when your lover holds you

Just in the same manuer as'  Aceibis
“Held Geﬁevxeve, and that ‘will “ifike
“him hold yoir the faster.—But thé’ ifh-
‘perious Genevieveé begins to struggle
for her liberty, ahd anger at last cotnes

to her aid, she flung out of Acerbiis’s

arms in a moment, threw herself’ upon

a'sofa, and wept: Now the phnlosdp’hén

ought to have sat. down by her ‘and

cried too, but he had too little of

Heraclitus in him for that: it came

into Genevieve’s head that instead of
buying a trap to catch Acerbus, she

had laid out her money in buying no-'
.-thing in the world but rivals, and that
‘the philosopher was in love with her
insects and her microscope instead of

her, and so she grew angry first and

then broke into tears. The phxloso-
phet looked at her awhile as she sat

leaning her face upon her hand with

her wet eyes cast down upon the ﬂoqr

¢ My lovely kinswoman,” saul hc,
4 why weepesb thou? If I am the
: ' cauise
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' cause, ti{ereof the cayse shall be 1g- '
moved, and the effect will ceasesbut
gusyer , me”—* I'll gngwer mo such
fopl,” said she. * Well,” said he, “ but
may not a fool sometimes ask a wise
_question?” * When you ask a wise
question,” said she, * you may expect
an answer.” ¢ What is a wise qués-
tion, Jenny?” said he, “ Not that,
you great ass,” said Genevieve. “ You
used to love me, Jenny,” said Acerbus,
“ do you love me now?” ‘¢ Another
fool’s question,” said she. “ Am,] not
to believe it then, had not you rather
wish I did?” ¢ I have no wishes
about such nonsense,” said she., * You
thought the question worth an answer,
however,” said he. “ I might not,
and yet answer it,” said she. “ May
not you love me, Jenny, and be angry
with yourself for loving on€ that so
_little deserves to be loved 7" * What
do you mean by love, you blockhead ?”
said Genevieve.  An eager wish to
possess some good thing,” said he.
. B “You
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“ You have a fine opinion of yeurself,.
m.PhllOSOphcr ” ¢ Nay,” said be,.
« but may not you love me and miss.
take me to be what L am not, and
cease to love when you know what I
am? Is not Cupid painted blind 2
Why, Jenny, what is it that makes
you blush so much ? I cannot talk to
you now without putting you into a
flutter: how comes this >—it had not
used to be.” ' Get out of my room,
sir, you have no business here,” said
she. * Would you have me do what.
you would rather have me not dop”
said the philosopher, * or not.do what
you would have me do by doing what
you bid me do?” ¢ Get along, you
great hobgoblin, and take your abomi-
nable . paw offt my shoulder—I will
throw the table at your head |—get
out of my room, I say, I have spme
experiments to make with my micro-
scope—you grinning jack-a-napes.”~—
“ Ah Jenny, Jenny, sweet, lovely;
pretty Jenny—" "« You fawning fool,”

" said
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said she, * you shall not see my miceg,
scope.”—* Come, show me your n2
scope, Jenny, I will promise to touch
riothing.—But it is no matter for your
miéroscope ifyou will let me sit here and
look at your pretty face.” Genevieve’s
cheek became scarlet at this; to hide
her face she leaped off the sofa, and
taking her microscope out of its case
put it upon the table before the philo-
sopher, who soon saw that she had
bought a thing that she did not at all
understand how to use. Acerbus was
perfect master of the whole apparatus,
* and Genevieve was astonished to find
so much entertainment in a thing that
she knew no more how to manage
than a cow. After having made some
curious exhibitions, for the instrument
was very excellent, “ Jenny,” said he,
“ you bought this thing on purpose to
_please me, and, but for pleasing your-
self by pleasing me, it could not be tg
please yourself, forasmuch as you can-,
not be ‘pleased with what you do not
- HG6 ' under
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understand.” ¢ Come, teach' me
?hﬁ{ said she; and they soon fell to
prattling together. But as the philo-
sopher said very little but what ano-
ther man might say in his place, we
shall not put his words down here, and
add no more than that he came out of -
Genevieve’s museam when the butler
knocked at the door to call her to’
dinner, for neither of them heard the
first or second bell, though the bell rang
loud enough to be heard fen miles. 1t
was a wonder, reader, was it not ? that
thephilosopher came out of Genevieve’s.
museum without broken bones. But
after all she could scarce tell what to
make of what he said about love, if to
take it as a proposal, or the kindness
of a cousin’; and here she stood, ppor
woman, in cruel doubt, though he
called lier face a pretty one. She
had so far warmed the philosopher,
however, as to put him in the head of
a wife, and he had some talk with his
father aud mother, and Old -Crab,
upon
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upon the subject, for there was not
ope eye in the whole family but
bﬁw Genevieve doated:upon Acérbus,
for as to concealing her dove for him
she might just as well look to conceal
a house on fire. Old Comical, who
had a-feeling heart, said one day to
him, ¢ Ah Buzzy, you will let poor
Beauty,” for so he always called Gené-
vieve, ¢ you will let poor Beauty die
for love of you; put Plato upon the
shelf and tdke down old Ovid, he’ll
tell you what to do with a poor love-
sick maiden—she’ll make a delicious
sweetheart, Buzzy.” ¢ John,” quoth
the philosopher, ¢ the maiden shall
not die.” A few days after, Gene-
vieve, seeing Acerbus come into the
garden reading the divine Plato as he
walked, threw her glove in his way,
and watched him behind a rose-tree:.
when the philosopher came to it, he
picked it up and put it into his pocket:
walking on he presently met Lady
Charlotte Orby, who had been gather-

ing
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ing some strawberries for her mother.
e saw the glove hanging out of
his pocket, and fell a-laughing. It
were odds but he had passed her with-
out knowing it, but her ladyship’s
laugh awakened him from his Platonic
dream, for he was deep in the Timzus,
. when he lifted up his eyes, and beheld
Lady Charlotte, who pointed at the
glove and laughed as aforesaid. Gie-
nevieve, who had been watching them
in the rose-bush, now came up. * So,”
said Lady Charlotte, “ our philosopher
must certainly be in love, look, he
walks about with ladies’ gloves in his
pockets!—I suppose his pockets are
full, see, one hangs out for want of
room—I can’t think whose glove that
18 now.” Genevieve blushed. Uppn
which her ladyship had the boldness
Jo twitch the glove away,-and turning
down the arm of it exhibited Gene-
vieve’s name written on the. inside of
it: “1I have long since had my sus- -
picions,” said she, * but when a lady
: ' gives
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gives a man her glove to play with, it
is a sure sign he may have her has
too if he pleases: but you will be better
company without me,” added she,
running away, laughing as she went;
a spiteful toad !—Genevieve and the
philosopher were now left to them-
selves, and one looked blue and one
asrted as.fire. “Iam come to look
for my glove,” said Genevieve, in a
flutter.  « There it lies,” quoth the
philosopher, pointing at it as it lay,
for Lady Charlotte had thrown it be-
tween them on the walk. ¢ How came
youby it?” said she. “Isaw itlieon the
walk and picked it up,” said he. “ Did
you know it to be my glove ?” said she.
“ How could I chuse,” said he, ¢ when
your glove is bigger than any body's,
glove that I know?” ¢ You might
have let it alone, I think, and not
made us look like two fools,” said
‘she. “Did I look like a fool ?” said
he. ¢ I felt as if I did,” said she. «Is
that any proof that I looked like a'
fool
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fool £ said he; cannoti you look lﬂ\e
afool, Jenny, if you please, without
my iooking like a fool too for com-
pany ? What was there in this thing
to make you change countenance, and
why did you put yourself into the’ rose-
bush?” ¢ What d’ye mean by that
sir?” said Genevieve in confusion.—
“ Mean !” quoth he, “ why, Isaw you
throw your glove on the walk after
you looked which way I was coming,
and then hide yourseif in the bush—
now, prythee, my pretty cousin, what
could you mean by this ?” Genevieve
was in a pucker, and bit her l:ps till
the blood dropt upon her bosom.—
¢ Well, well,” continued he, “ I will
answer the question for you, my pretty
kinswoman : you are willing to be my
mate, and make signs of what you
cannot speak : come, pretty Jenny, for
indeed I think you pretty, you shall
be my matc and I will be your mate,
my pretty kinswoman, and we will be
‘inan and wife together. I have found

' © out
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out your love, and will give you love
for love: 1 have broken the matter tg~
my father and my mother, angd-'my
good uncle Bartholomew, and my good

.aunt, and all think well of a wed-
’dmg between us; and so my sweet
pretty Jenny, I will kiss your sweet
lips, if you please, upon the bargain.”

. Upon which.he made a mark with.his
thumb-nail in Plato, lest he lose his
place where he left off reading, and
shutting up the folio, put it upon a
little bench, then folding his arms
round Genevieve’s waist gave her a
hearty kiss upon her lips; after which,
taking up Plato, and opening the book,
he walked off readitg Greek, and, ieft
Genevieve to her meditations. Now
if she had known what an impudent
thing the philosopher was going to do,
she certainly would have boxed the
philosopher’s ears like a Fury, while he
was marking his book with his thymb-.
nail, and putting it down on the seat;
but how could she know it ? She could

not
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not help standing still to be ‘kissed,
wlen she did not know what it was
that vere coming. It were very well
if every lady had so good an excuse
for getting kissed as she had, for many*
get kissed without any excuse at all]
and that is very indecent, sad toads! *’
Now it is no very easy thing to de-
scribe the odd way Genevieve was in
when Acerbus left her, as aforesaid, to
her meditations : in the first place her
lips had never been kissed by any man
before, so that was quite new to her,
and the first thing she did was to fall
into a great passion at the philosopher’s
impudence, and threaten him vehe-
mently against the next time he should
take such liberties with her august
person: as soon as that passion was
over, she fell into another with herself,
for not falling into a passion with the
philosopher sooner, which might have
prevented the said liberties ; as soon as
that was over, she fell into another,
and that was with herself too, for not
being
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being more angry than pleased to be
kissed neck and heels in such a map--
rier; and then she fell fo spitting and
wiping her mouth with her handker-
chief, as if she had touched poison !
8he had ngt done yet, but still out of
the frying-pan into the fire, she fell
into another passion because the philo-
sopher had found out what she would
rather bave him know, and had taken
all the pains in the world to tell him,
and that was that she was violently in
love with him: then she fell into a
passion of laughing, and then into an-.
other of crying, and after some other
falls of the like kind, she fell back into
the passion of love, afd, what with the
heat of the day, for it was a very hot
one, and all these hot passions put to-
gether, and the last the hottest of all,
Genevieve would have taken fire and
been burnt to the ground, if she had
not run down directly to the bathing-
house and thrown herself into the lake.
We.must now put an end to this chap-.
ter—
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ter—but hold, we promised in our Biil

of fare at the head of it to say seme-

, thmg about Old Comical :—Now thexe
was a lady in these days named Ma-

dam Frances Funstall, who had a duke

for her father and a dairy-maid for her

mother, and lived at a neat Tittle house

in a village called Dillies-piddle « Her

noble father, seeing she was not like

to be a beauty, left her in his will a

legacy of ten, thousand pounds, part of

which she had laid out in a purchase

of a house and garden, and lived upon

the interest of the remainder like a gen-

tlewoman of figure: now this was very

considerate in his grace, for a woman

- without beauty ‘and without money
may get up before sunrise and look for

a husband till ’tis dark, and then go to

bed without one. As for beauty, Ma-

dam Funstall had not as much- as she

could cover with her hand, which was

so small, and her fingers so short and

thick that she could not shut it; she

.Dhad the duke's -nose only, all the rest
belonged
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belonged to the dairy-wench, it was’
red and broad and logked like a bit of
apunge ; furthermore it had maggots in
is,ifot she flies always blowed itin the
suymmen:. her face was a black olive,
as:-round .as a cricket ball, her eyes
black as pitch, her eye-brows very
black and very broad and covererd three
parts of her forehead; her hair as caarse
as a horse’s tail, which shewed - the
strength of her constitutign ; her body
was short and in shape like a brick;
her legs were also short, and her feet
broad both like a duek’s, and she was
like a duck in another thing, she wad-
dled ‘as she walked; her bosom was
extremely prominent and large, and
when she suckled her first child .she
had milk enough to spare to make two |
pauads, of butter a-week, which Old
Comical carried to market, whom she
married, as may be said ; she was forty
.years of age when he came a-courting
to_ Dillies-piddle, spirited thereto by
hls brother’s death, and, mnot only,
coming
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'coming in, as heir at law, to all his
in;operty, but lord of the manor also of
€ock-a-doodle, . which was enough to
make Old Comical proud, but he hated
pride, so he still served Old Crab gs
bailiff, kept his place as the clerk of the
parish, and went to market with bis
master’s corn and cattle as of old time,
but would no longer take any wages :,
his master took him in when he was in
rags, and he would not leave him, he
said, because he had got a new coat
upon his back, if his honour would let
him keep his old place, though he was
now by far the richest man of the twe :
so he still held his place as bailiff and
" clerk of the parish, notwithstanding he
were worth three thousand pounds a-
year, and lord of the manor of Cock-
a-doodle.

CHAP-
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CHAPTER IV.

01 Comical's JSirst Visit at Dillies-ﬁiddle—Furthér
*+' Actounts of, Lady Charlotte and her Lovers— Fur-
¢her dvcounts also of Genevieve and thé Philoso-
-, - pher—~Old Comical moves the quill.

"OLp Comwal was smokmg his; plpe in
the porch at the farm, as it was his
custom after his day’s wgrk was done,
and drmkmg his ale, when Julia came
runoing to him, and said, © John, _
papa wants you in the little parlour, he
has got some very good news for you,
he has, indeed, you. look as if you
‘thought I told astory.” ¢ Why, Rose-
bud,” quoth Old Comical, * you are
grown to be so full of fun now you
have got your old sweetheart again,
that a plain man scarce knows where
to have you.” * If I were not happy
"and merry too, John,” said she, ‘“ hav-
ing so great cause to be both, Ishould
not
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w0t deserve to be either one or the
iler » « You begin to see how thmgs
go in_this world, my sweet rose-bud,”
quoth he, ¢ sun and cloud, sun and
cloud make up our days herc; and, as
for our nights, if a man can’t sleep for
the tooth-ache, or a maidenfor think-
ing of her sweetheart, why, they must
e’en lye awake, or get up and hang
themselves! Ah, madam, you will be
a great lady svon, and I must call you
madam.” * If I get proud at being a
great lady,” said Julia, * I shall soon
grow to be a very little one—no John,
no—no pride for me—and if I see you
with a new face I shall be very sorry
- ever to have liked your old one: you
were so kind to me when I was in trou-
ble that I shall always love you for
it ; but you must be what you used to
be for me to love you as I always used
to do: you won my heart when I was
a little girl, John; when you used to
bring me pretty fairings from the fairs,
_ribands, and pretty beads, and ginger-
bread-
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bréad-nits, and do of sky ‘what T eoul
a!%ys paid for them all dut of 'y
p8of wiges. ‘T shall natlsve you,J ohn'f
iF ‘You ‘Wwill ot conde to my fine house,
W ‘call me yéur rosebud’ as‘you “used
t§ doino” indeed,” moeead of being
Msed hy heait will achie every,t‘w‘m&
Piée youif you use me likeaﬁne"'” A
+*Sume my- body.” 'ﬁuoth Old Qo
cal,” “if T ati much given to'thtaw
my waters out at windew, but" ‘you
have such an odd sert of a way w:th
you, Rosy, thaf you make water comé
out at'a mans ‘eyes in spite of his
heart; But et us have this good news,
Rosy, let ui hear the good news "—« 1
don't kKnow' ‘what it’ is, John,” "said
-Jilia, but my papa said that it wonld
turn” your brains! he 'did indeed:™
“Well,” quoth Old Comical, *if a
wan’s brains lie the wrong side upper-
miost, thé sooner they are turned the
better, Rosy; where's master? in the
little parlour ?” ¢ Yes, John, W isjust
going to tdke his afternoon’s Hap—he
. VoL 1IL B has’
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las worked hard to-day—go directly—
m glad he has got some good news
fbr yau, because it will be good news
for me too.” “Ah sweet, sweet Rosy,”
quoth Old Comical, *the next tlme
I meet George I'll bid him give you
half a dozen kisses for me—aye, and”
stand by and see it done too, and if
he does not do it well I'll make him
do it all over again: ’sume my body
if it does not do my heart good, Rosy,
to se¢ you look so fat again—when
you were so ill and looked so pale,
’sume niy body if my heart did not
feeljust as if a man had it in 4 lemon-
squeezer!” “Come, come, John, do go
—my papa will be out of patleuce ”
Upon which Julia ran out into the
cow-pastures to meet George Grove,
and Old Comical knocked at Old
Crab’s little parlour door: ¢ Come
in!” quoth Old Crab, “ who is to
wait all night for you, ye chattering
scoundrel ! what d’ye stand gossiping
- with my wench for when I send for
you?
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you? Come in and shut the door yoﬂ
ragcal—d'ye knaw that you are grown
to be a better man than your master?
you will go mad, or to the devil,

fof your good luck will be worse
tbaq the gdllows !” “ To run mad for_
good luck, your honour, \ylll make a
merry race of it; what’s the matter?”
* Matter, you dog, why, your brother
died last week while I was in Northamp-
tonshire upon my aunt’s business: I
called at his house and found him at
his last—he has made you his executor
—there’s the will—you come in for
landed property to the amount of three
thousand a-year. He, asked me if I
were coming home, and, putting his
will into my hand, ordered me to give
it to you ; when he took leave of me,
and the rest who were in the room,
fell into one of his fits and died.” Old
Comical turned pale at this intelli-
gence, which was no little change for
one who had such a red face, took his
brother’s will out of Old Crab’s hand,

12 and
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* judran out of the little parlour thhout
}eakmg one word. Whereupon Old
Crab-took -off his wig and hung her
upon a candle branch ; wrapt his head
up in one of his wife’s flannel petti-
coats, and forthwith took- his after;
noon’s nap.’

When a pardon is brought to a rogue

.at the foot of the gallows, a surgeon
is. usually sent along with it to let him
blood upon “it, lest the good news
coming upon him all on a sudden,
should prove as fatal to him one way
as the halter would another : now Old
Comical, it is true, was not going to
be hanged, however he might deserve
a bit of string for some of his old«
tricks—see what comes of letting a

"man alone in the worldl—who knows
what turn 2 man may take? what'if
poor Old Comical had been. nipped
in his bud at the gallows! aye, just
before his honesty began to bloom
like a rose under the very nostril o

*the devil ? thefe wauld have begn a

- fine
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fine example lost of repentance, water
repéntance, ‘dnd réfdrm‘ation@-@)z
Satan would have snapt at: him Jikd'a
cat at a bit of bacon--yes—Tike a
cat at a bit of bacon, if he “had
been hanged: before his guardian angel
pulled his’ ear and gave him a touch
with his elbow, as much ds to say,
mind your P’s and Q’s; old :van : ne,
no, Old Comical was not-going to be
hanged as we were a-saying, and.so
far good news might be the less dan-
gerous; it brought him trouble in
his inward parts however, and what
might have turned another man’s brains
turned Old Comical’s stomach- into
confusion, - uproar and astonishment.
Adszooks, what a rumbling and grum-
bling, what a piping, what a squalling
of the bowels ! what a quarrelling and _
noise, what a piece of work there was
in his inside! he felt as if he had -
-swallowed a great rebellion and they.
" were fighting for a new constitution
in hls belly ! "but he had no mind to

: 18 ° ran’
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frun, mad. for all that; for then, he
\Kold have been . put- m;o a dar-k
m and had his money takqn awg

“ Now,” said he, shutting OId Cral's
garden door, “I will see if T can get
in time to be chief mourner_at my
brother’s funeral, but as for crying,
every body knows how little water I
have to spare that way; folks will be
disappointed if they take my eyes
for a pair of water-squirts: what!
come into three thousand. a-year, and
put my finger in my eye! A very
small bottle will hold all my flittings.
No,—as for weeping, we will leave all
that to be done by all such as come
in for nothing by the death of the de-
parted, they may weep with a better®
.grace, and never be suspected of hy-
pocrisy : no, no,—no weeping, tears
have nothing to do in the matter, for
my brother is better off, and so am I;
then what occasion is there for crying
when there is no harm done on either
side? a good friend is gone, it is true,
: bus
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but when he has done us°all the goo
he can do, and left 4 world of troub
for a better, “he woiild call me a l
if tre siw me fall a-crying, and tell me
's6 to my face, if he conld speak Tils
mind.—Upon which Old Comical shuit
Old Crab’s garden door, as aforesaid,
put on his best suit, and sat oﬁ' for
_the manor of Cock-a-doodle. Now
having settled all matters to his mind,
paid his legacies, settled the widow
in her jointuré house, and pui a
good tenant into Cock-a-doodlé hall,
he gat him forthwith into a post-
chaise, and galloped into Old. Crab’s
farm-yard with four horses and two
postilions, a tankard. of strong beer in
his hand, and-a long pipe ‘of tobacco
in- his. mouth, with the end thereof
sticking out of the post-chaise win-
dow. Old Crab, hearing a great
noise among the pigs, and a cracking
_of whips, . as he sat in his little parlour,
came forth at the moment Old Comrical
dmve up to the backside of the house,

, 14 - for
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for he had too much modesty to come
ug to the grand entrance. ** Why,
you scoundrel ” quoth Old Crab, «1
expected you to run mad, but thijs
is not the way to Bedlam, what the
plague d’ye come here for?” Upon
which Old Comical, pulling his head
and shoulders out of the tankard, for
it was a monstrous jug, big enough
fora man to bathe in it, said, “Look
you, master, I am as much your
humble servant to command as cver,
for all T am lord of the manor of
Cock-a-doodle,” blowing a long pillar
of smoke out of his mouth through
the chaise window : * you have been a
noble master to me, took me in when
I had nothing but rags upon my back
and raw turnips in my belly, fed me
and clothed me, and ’sume my body
if I ever leave your farm as Jong as you
will let me work for you! ne, no,—you
were my friend when I had not a six-
pence in my pocket, and ’sume me if
I ever forsake you now I have three
thousand
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thousand pounds a-year and am lord of
the manor of Cock-a-doodle !”—Upbn
Which Old’ Comical gave his tankard
to the post-boys, “and ‘a ‘crown a-piece
to comfort their constitutions, on the
Toad, as he told them, threw off his
coat and ‘waistcoat and ‘went afield
with the next empty waggon, for Old
Crab was in the middle of his wheat
harvest. And this brings us down, as
it were by a regular flight of steps, to
Old Comical’s first visit, as a loyer, at
Dillies-piddle : It was Sunday morn-
ing, -and Madam Funstall sat tackled
out in her best apparel at her breakfast
table, when Old Comical rang at her
gate with a calf’s heart in his hand,
a great skewer stuck in it, and the
blood all trickling through his fingers : |
Madam Funstall cast her radiant eyes
through her window, a¥she sat sipping
her tea and brandy, saw, and knew
. him in a moment; for Old Comical,
long since her ardent lover, used 'to
stick her pigs and singe her bacon and-

' 15 never
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slever told his love: and how should
hé&dare, when he was a day labourer
on Old Crab’s farm, at a shilling
a-day and his victuals? He had been
fain to Lide till now the slow-con-
suming fire, till fortune smiled; of these
her smiles, however, Madam Funstall
of Dillies-piddle as yet knew nothing:
Now Madam Funstall had a maid.
‘whose name was Keziah, ¢ Cazy!”
said she, “ go to J oﬁn Mathers, he
is at the gate, and tell him we never
kill pigs o’Sundays :—we shall have a
porker fit to stick on Wednesday next,
bid him be with us at six o’clock in
the morning ; stay, now I think of it,
ke was not paid for the last, here, takes
him his shilling and give him a horn
of ale, I dare say he is come for his
money.” During this talk, Old Coini-
eal, feeling a little indignant that a
man of his appurtenances should be
made to stand at the gate, gave the
bell tother touch, when out came
*€azy, “ You liad best pull the: bell
down,
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]
down, had n’t you, you hang.galiows
rascal "’ quoth she; ¢ what-thepligue
d’ye come to dun people for your hog-
money o’ Sunday mornings ?>—I have &
good mind you should be beat off with-
out your ule, though my mistress bade
me draw a horn of the sixpenny, tear-
ing at the bell as if you were a lord or
a duke, you frightful old plague!”—+
saying whichsheflung a shilling’s-worth
of half-pence directly into Old Comi-
cal’s face, some of which flew into his
mouth, which was open to make an-
swer, and some into the bosom of his
shirt, whence they slid down into his
breeches. ‘ ’Sume my body,” quoth
Old Comical, “Yam come fornohornsof
ale, or apy other horns, here ! spitting
the half-pence out of his mouth—which
he=disdained to pick out of the dirt,
where the saucy baggage had flung
them in her passion; “you, and yoyr

-ale and your hog-money may go to
the devil for me, I came for neither
the one nor. the other, ‘nor for ill words:

16, neither,
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neither, and T'll. teach you how you
ought to talk to your betters presently,
or kick you out of the-bishop’s juris-.
diction!” “ My betters! who are you?”,
quoth Cazy—* my father’s a leather
breeches maker, and my mather sells
black-puddings, tripe, and sausages,
and pray what ditch did you come out
of,- you hedgehog! The parish has
put a new suit of clothes upon your
back and turned your head upon your
shoulders, I think.” *Ah, you saucy
slut,” quoth Old Comical, “ this comes
of your mistress’s trusting you with
the.key of the ale cellar; a man may
stand at the gate, and ring his heart
out, while you are swilling at the cock,
with the. spiggot in your hand and.
your mouth at the fosset ! I remember
when you first came into this house, as
lean as a feriet, and as hungry as a
weazel, when your father and mother
kept you upon old leather breeches
and the skins of black puddings, and
sent you to the horse-pond to wash
. down
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down your dinner !. then youtwere-thin'
and civil, and now, after a -year's
keeping under Madam Funstall’s drip-’
ping-pan, you are got as fat as a balt
of grease and as saucy as the devil }”
I dine mpon old leather-breeches !’
I eat the skins of black-puddings !
quoth Cazy: ‘what d’ye:mean by
.that, you. lying old. ballad-singing
rogue ? what have you. picked up at’
the parsen’s? Ha? what did you bring
to his doors besides a bag of bones,
and ballads and a three-legged stool ?*
Ha? what had you upon your back
but a bundle of rags, and what in your:
belly but turnip-tops, rotten apples,.
cabbage-stalks and wind?” “ You
prating young minx,” quoth Old Comi-
cal, pulling his quid of tobacco out
of_his-mouth and putting it upon the
“gate post, “ have you forgot that I
can speak the English tongue as well
.as.you? If you have I will put you in:
mind of it presently in a gentle whis-,
per, sweet as the breath of eve, that,
holds
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holds soft dalliance with the summer
rose, you termagant young draggle«
tailed . gipsy | rags upon my. backt
yes, I had, and ’tis more than you had
when you camesto Madam Funstall’s
kitchen fire! Had you a rag on your
back when you came in, as naked asa
worm and as hungry as a kite in &
hard frost, to lick Madam Funstall’s.
greasy plates and dishes? Ha, breeches-
maker's daughter? answer me that!
Who clothed your carcass, washed your
face, filled your belly and killed your
vermin, ha ! dnswer me that, my lady!
How many hundred: thousand did
Madam Funstall hire at once when she
took you, and your lice, into her hog-
sty to serve the pigs, scour her yard,
wash her fore-court and backside,* an-

.o * Scholium, )
.Backside.]—Applied, with dccency, to the
posteriors of an human creature: figuratively,
a yard or court behind a house,.—Riper’s Dic-
TioNARY, The word is used by the author in

- the last sense. : .
SWEr
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swer me that, cows-tripe:and-chitter-
lings |- L remember when you ran-about
her house as rough as:a rag-mop and as
lean asa: broomstick, when the cook
could scarce keep your head out of the
porridge pot with the kitchen poker,
when you dashed at the mutton fat and
beet drippingashungry as a hound after
-a day’s stag-hunting, when you would
seize the meat on the spit befdre it
was half roasted as ravenous asa starved
savage, and not content with that
sopped the cook in the pan and eat
her, clothes and all !”"—*L.eat-the cook !
’tis. a blazing. lie!”  quath Cazy, “I
never ate a cook in my life, I'll take
my oath on’t!” ¢ Al, ye false young
baggage, you eat Mrs. Veal, and
Madam Funstall, hearing her. rogr,
rau~eaf to see what was the mat-
ter, and found nothing left but a
piece of her checked apron hanging
.out of your mouth; when will you
leave. this sad trick of telling lies,
you young jade?”—“If 1 did .I.
am
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am 'a’ murderer, and -deserve to' bi¢
hanged,” quoth Cazy, bursting’ into
tears + upon which Madam Funstali;
who stood listening and laughing at
her window, tossed up the sash and
asked Old Comical what lre wanted ?
“ Madam,” quoth Old Comical, pull-
ing off his hat to shew his respect at
once and his new wig, and bending his’
body to the earth, “I am come to speak
a few words to your delicacy, should
you but vouchsafe to lend an ear,
Madam, sweet Madam Funstall, to the
voice of your admirer, slave, and ser-
vant.” Madam Funstall, well enough
acquainted with Old Comical’s oddi-
ties, bade him go and sit down in the,
kitchen, and said she would make an
end of her breakfast, and come to him
there, and repeated her orders ‘ts-Cazy
to draw him a horn of ale. “I bhad as
lief draw him a horn of poison,” mut-
tered Cazy, as she marched towards
the tap; “I eat Mrs. Veal, indeed ! a
lying old rogue !”—So the lord of .the
manor
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manor of.. Cock-a-doodle . was e’en
forced to take his eld. place in the
kitchen .and drink . his ale, notwith-
standing he was an esquire and werth
upwards of three thousand pounds a-

year. \ .
Old Comical, it is true, was often
invited by Mr. Decastro to dine at the
castle, and that too at his own table,
not only for the sake of his oddities,
but upon the consideration of his .fa-
mily, which was certainly one of the
first class and connected with many of
the first rank ; but, however this might
be, others made kim know his distance
notwithstanding he was a gentleman’s
son, and hadbeen bred atan university ;
for the honour and respect of' the world
is drawn by gold as iron by a magnet;
and.thi# accounts for Madam Fun-
all, who was as proud as a peacock,
putting Old Comical into the kitchen,
and there he sat in the settle, drink-
ing his ale, and spitting brimstone at
Cazy, when Madam Funstall came into
1t
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it with her nose between her fingers; a
.eustom with -her when she came.into
such filthy places.to speak to filthy peo-
ple : * Upon her entrance Old Comical
rose up out of the settle, and present-
ing Madam Funstall with the bloody
heart aforesaid pierced. through with a
large skewer, spake as followeth:
‘““Madam,” quoth he, “I am-come to
offer you my heart, pierced, as you see,
with a dart, and dripping with blood
to raise your tender pity !—this bleed-
ing heart, which is a calf’s heart; is an
emblem of my own pierced too and
bleeding too like this '—behold this
iron skewer, it is an emblem of Cupid’s
arrow with which my heart is smitten
and its tender substance. divided!”
Old Comical then ﬂung his' wig upon
the bricks, and kneeling dow%n it
with one knee poured out his soul’ai
Madam Funstall’s foot. “Cazy,” quoth-
she, ¢ what beer have you drawn for
John Mathers?” - “ A horn of the six-
peany, Madam,” quoth Cazy. ¢Which
horn
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horn ?. the great horn2” “No; madam,
the little pint.”. ¢“John,”; quoth -Ma-
dam Bunstall, talking in.-her nose:which
she still-held fast betwixt her ﬁngep and
thumb, “are you not ashamed to-get
drunk on Sunday morning?” * Ra-
diant star !” quoth Old Comical, -« put
your longest spit into my bedy if -1
_am drunk, or half drunk !” and gave
her a look that made her doubt if he
were in his rlght mind ;. ¥ Madam,”
continued he; “in whom all virtues
and all good things are mixed up, like
suet, flour, brandy, plums-and sugar
ina pudding ; I am come this morning
to unbutton my waistcoat before you
upon a certain mattery and lay my bo-
som open, spicy sweetness, to your
view: there you sit, have sat, and
over _wil sit like'a lady in-a lobster,
meavenly queen, enthroned, command-
ing all that is within this body and
without it too, my liverand my spleen,
my midriff, sweetbreads, pancroas,guts
and heart ! O Madam. Frances Fun-
stall !
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stall! apple of this world’s eye! O
frait of Heaven! the very gold .an
this world’s gingerbread! butter of
Paradise! angel in woman’s flesh and
petticoats, hear my prayer ”—*“ Why,
John,” quoth she, holding, her nose
over him as he knelt on his wig at her
feet, “ are you mad?” ¢ Not mad,”
quoth he. “ What then?” quoth she.
“In love,” quoth he. “With me?”
quoth she. ‘ With thee,” quoth he;
and forthwith laid his bald pate upon
her foot, and groaned. ¢ Hey-day !”
quoth Madam Funstall, “you have
stuck my pigs to a fine purpose, but
you shall stick nothing more in my
house, I’ll warrant you !—you dare to
make love to me that work for parson*
Decastro for twelve-pence a-day and
your victuals !—Cazy, go this, moment-
and fetch the constable and halt -n
dozen stout fellows directly, we'll have
him ducked in the first horse-pond,
and set up in the stocks to dry!”
“ What!” quoth Old Comical, leaping

up,
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up, “will you duck the lord of the
manor of Cock-a-doodle in a horse-
pond ? Read that, madam,” added he,
putting his brother’s will into her hand,
“and thep say if a man of my person,
kidney, and appurtenances does mot
deserve to be washed in better waters
than the stale of a horse!” Madam
‘Funstall took the will,-and presently
her thumb and finger from her nose,
for Old Comical soon became as sweet
as a roll of pomatum, accepted his
present of the calf’s heart, which she
ordered the. cook, in Old Comical’s
hearing, to boil in cream and spices
for her dinner.

CHAP-
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CHAPTER 1V.
Continued,

Orp Comical returned to the farm
as gay as a lark, and soaring quite as
high upon the reception of his heart,
‘and his successes at Dillies-piddle.
Passing by Hindermark on his way
home, he met Lady Charlotte Orby,
screaming and crying out for help as if
some sad thing were the matter. « O
Mr. Mathers,” said she, wringing her
hands in agony, ‘ run into that shrub-
bery, they will kill Mr. Lamsbroke! Oh
run, run!”—saying which she fell
down in a fit upon the grass. Old Co-
mical, who had got his crab-stick in
his hand to go a-courting to%aﬂ;
Funstall, ran immediately, without
seeing what happened to her ladyship,
into the little wood, as he was directed;
and found Lord George L. and the

' barohet,
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hand, beating poor Harry Lamsbroke
without mercy, who lay on the ground
at their feet. Old Comical, who was
a rough sturdy fellow, as soon as he
saw what was the matter, spit in his
right hand, and, grasping his cudgel
imit, gave the baronet a touch there-
withal across his shoulders, which laxd ‘
him at his full length on the ground,
aud, straddling over Harrys body, was
in the act of offering his lordship too a
taste of his stick-liquorice, buthe wisely
ran from the crabstick while it yet
hung in the air. Itis surprising to see
how a man will run away from a good
-thing sometimes. Honest Mathers,
having cleared the ground of his ene-
mies, sat down, like a conqueror, upon
the stnmz of a laurel, and, taking paor
-i1arry upon his kuee, began to rub his
back, which had received the fury of
" the storm ; when Lady Charlotte, who
was recovered from her fit, came mto
the shrubbery, not a little glad to see
: her
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her lover ‘in such safé hands; he had,
however, been very severely beaten by
his two rivals, and was'so lamed by
a blow which he had received on his
knee, that Old Comical was forced to
put him into a wheel-barrow and wheel
him away. When he eaie to the cas-
tle Dr. Grosvenor was sént for to look:
to his wounds and bruises ; and no twe
blacksmiths ever hammered a horse-
shoe with more fury, or less remorse.
The proverb saith,  After sweet
meat comes sour sauce :” this will now
be seen in the account of this matter :
Lady Charlotte had so managed affairs
with Lord George and the amorous ba-
ronet, that they not only did not sus~
pect her of any partiality for Harry,
but were led to think that she really
dlshked him, for she made “him her
jest and her scorn in public, and car:
ried matters so far as to induce them
even to take his part, which they both’
‘often did, . when they thought her
raillery bore too hard upon him : she
. told
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told them that he had taken the con-
fidence to make her an offer, and treat-
ed Harry with such derision upen it,
that Lord George one day said he
thought she used him very ill, and
that her conduct towards a man who
had confessed -a regard for her was
really barbarous; and, although he was
of a temper to bear a rival as ill as any
man, yet he must needs say that a civil
refusal were enough, and added, that
he did not like to see a man that had
even paid his addresses to the woman
m he loved himself, treated with
uelty ; and in this the baronet joined
him, jedlous, perhaps, that his lordship
should carry all the honours of a man
of fine feelings and generosity. “ I
think, myylord,” said Lady Charlotte,
« yoyr spcak as much like a philosopher
‘4§ it is possible for a man to do who is
_none at all, and certainly like one who
has great command over his passions as
long as they do not dispute the point
with .him: as for this«girl in boy's
VOL. ITL K . . clothes,
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.clothes, (meaning Harry,) :totell you
the truth, he is a very great favourite
of mine, and I only laugh at him-in

public to cover my designs upon him
and deceive others: you may think me

in jest, and think Mr. Lamsbroke ill
used, and since you call for quarter for
him, I will make my advantage of it,
and Mr. Lamsbroke shall walk with
me to the castle to-morrow morningand
attend me to church, and we will go
by ourselves, too, and then we shall have
a better opportunity of saying tender
things to each other:” upon which her

ladyship put her hand kindly.on Harry’s
arm, and, giving him a very foad look,

which was notunderstood by any persog

present except himself, for every body
- thoughtshe waslaughingat tie poor fel-
- low, said, “ Will you walk withyme.tg the
castle to breakfast to-morrow, and gu

. with me to my uncle’s church? Nay,
Mr, Lamsbroke, you look as if you
.. thought me in jest, I am in earnest
mow, I am indeed; -his lordship and
: the
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‘thie 'worthy bardnet- think I'have uged
*you ill, ‘and I am willing to -make
‘you some amends; I have a giddyway
with. me, but I am really sorry if I
*have said or done any thing to offend
“you.” Harry bowed, and looked se-
‘rious, like one who had been made a
jest of too often not to suspect one
chere. “ Well, sir,” said Lady Char-
lotte, “ I am sure the pleasure you have
in going to church will, if nothing else
- can, induce you to walk with me: I
:have not the vanity to reckon any thing
.upon the attractions of my company
witho?_gp strong a motive, I might be
-more Kappy, perhaps, than you imagine
+if I could do it without any.” Harry
_bowed again, and said he would go
~with bir; upon which the ladies re-
- tired into the drawing-room; this talk’
having teken place afterdinnerat Hin-
- dermark. Assoonastheladiesweregone
..every body took Harry’s part, and ¢on-
. demned Lady Charlotte’s conducttto-
.wards him unanimously. ... anmfmy
i K2 soul,
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soul, Lamsbroke,” said Lord George,
« you must be a fellaw of no spirit te
bear spch usage from an angel, and, if
there ever was an angel on earth she is
one: you are my rival here, it is true,
and, though SirHarry and I hiave enter-
ed into an agreement to keep the peace
with each other, I would challenge any
man besides him whom I suspected ta
have the smallest prospect of success
with her; yet, upon my honour, I must
say that I think her treatment of you
is unpardonable.” “ The least that a
woman could do,” said Sir Harry St,
Clalr, “jis to use a man with civility,
at all events, who has offered her the
civilest thing he can offer on his part
I am astonished, Lamsbroke, that you
will come to be insulted in this man-
ner ; she has rejected you, it*is trye,
and laughed at you into the bargam, .
but she is willing to keep you in her
train by the lure she flung out before
she left the Foom.”—< She is full
.of these accunsed snares,” said Lord
George,
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George “ whdt a spite it i’ that so
mueh Wit and beauty should be put
.into the hatids of such a ‘lovely ifthu-
man creature’ “1 do not think she
fneans any ill thing by what she says,”
said Harry Lamsbroke ; “ but one might,
I confess, construe something in one’s
favour out of what she said last.”——
*‘ Speak not of favour,” replied Lord
George, “ for, upon my soul, sir,
from the moment Lady Charlotte Orby
only shows you the least, she makes
you and me the greatest enemies on
earth, or on fifty earths: thus much
is due j&-iny passion for her; still sir,
I will Say, that she uses you extremely
ill to hold out hope to make you niore
a jest\gs she did ‘when she left the
room.” ] % I don't think,” said" Mr.
Grove, in a whisper, ¢ that het lady-
ship has now any wish to change her
situation, if she had she would not
do any thing that would make a
man afraid to marry her; for what:
must a man expect whé ‘iarries'd' wo-

K3. man
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man of wit, whose malice is at:least:
equal to her abilities to gratify it?”
“ A"gseat deal would depend upon the
temper and management of her. hus-
band,” said hislordship. “ As to ma.:
nagement,” whispered Mr. Grove, “ L.
don’t think her ladyship would allow
her husband to take much the trouble-
of that: I, for my part, would not marry
such a tongue unless I had a mind to
show with what patience I could bear
to be flayed alive ; I think I had rather
marry Miss De Roma of the two, for,
if. we disagreed, she would knock my
brains out at once, and put 2n end to
my miseries upon the spot.” ¥ It is
‘well laid out in Miss De Roma to se§
‘her cap at the philosopher,” said Sir
Harry ; “ she may ‘knock hq&i -down
without his knowing any thing at all
about the matter,” looking at Acerbus,
who sat next him in a brown study,
Harry touched his friend on the shoul-
der, and asked him if he heard what.
«y#he baronet had said? The philosopher.
o started,
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started, and replied, “ The baronet must
either have spoken well or ill,- or nei-
ther : if-well, it was so much the bet-
ter for him, if ill it was so much the
better for. me who did not hear him,
and there was no harm done if he
spoke neither the one nor the other,”
saying which the philosopher shut up
his eyes again, and returned to his
brown study. Tea and coffee were
now carried into the drawing-room,
upon which Mrs. Grove, who never
spoke a word if she could help it, erect-
ed a finger to the butler, her usual sign
to him t~call in the gentlemen, who
immeghately left their wine with great
gallantry, and came when they were
bid ; &d it'would be well for them if
they z;la},.ys did so, for the world would -
not be so bad as it is if the ladies had
the management of it; but thls is a
great secret.

. While they were at tea Genevieve,
who had lost the philosopher, galloped-
to the gate on horseback, and was very

- K 4 glad



( 200 )

glad to find him safe at Mr. Grove’s,
sitting in a corner, with his eyes shut,
as usyal. But not todlgress, Lady Char-
lotte, upon Harry’s coming into the
room, called him to her,and ba:dehm't sit
next her; ¢ She had amlnd she said,
“ta recover her character, and wouldnot
be called cruel when, in her heart, she
loved Mr. Lamsbroke.” Upon whick
she said and did a great many kind
things which certainly would have en-
raged the jealousy of Lord George and
the baronet, if all had not been taken
for a jest: so that she and Harry made
Tove to each other in good \a."nest in
the face of all, without being, “n the
least, suspected by any; and her ]ady-
ship carried matters so far as % give
Harry her hand to Kkiss, and (told him
she would teach him how to make love.
Upon-which Lord George said, warmly,
«het favours must be held very cheap
indeed by him, if he shewed no emo-
tion’ at- that being given to another
whwh ‘he m:ght beg and pray for in
- T vain,”
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vam, and thrustmg himself between
‘her and Harry, brought his chair in
after him, which wedged Harry off to
some distance. “ Never mind that,
Mr. Lamsbroke,” said she, “to be forced
apart will but increase ourlove.” * You
may crack your jokes as long as you
Jplease,” said his lordship, “ but no man
shall take what I am refused as long as
I set any value on your fagvours,” and,
offering to kiss her hand, he got a box
on the ear, which did a thing which no
box on the ear ever did before, per
haps, behold, it turned his lordship’s
hair igfo a wig all on a sudden, and it
fell ot his foot on the “carpet, for none
had aguess that his lordship put off
another’ . hair for his own. His lordshrp
was very angryand greatly confounded
at this discovery, for his head, was as
bald as a wig-block ; he picked up his
wig and went to the other side of, the
room in a loud laugh, in which every.
body Jomed except Acerbus, , the phl-
losopher, who sat in a deep -reverie
K5 with
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with the lovely Genevieve at his side,
who could not live out of his sight,
and had come to Hindermark on pur-
pose to be with him: Acerbus was a
very odd mortal, but, in addition to a
fine person, was a good and worthy.
man.

" It would be well if historians, as it
would if others, would do their duty,’
and they are apt enough to neglect-it,
and therefore we think fit to give our
brethren a jog in this place, not such a
jog as Old Comical gave a man onc
day who knocked him down to put
him in mind of a thing he Wyre like
to forget :—no—-a touch on the &how,
to press the moral of things on their
readers, as they push the pen f’ﬁng, as
we shall now do in regard to'his lord-
ship and his wig; his shame and con-
fusion came, you see, reader, from his
attempt to deceive others: now, look
you, reader, if you have a‘false nose,

"a leg which is not of the growth of
your own proper body, or a wig, pull
' them
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them off at once and shew them to
every body, and then, if you have the
-chance to drop a nose, or a wig,it will
beget pity and commiseration, and
not, as in, his lordship’s case, contempt
and laughter.

Toreturn : Genevieve and the phllo-
sopher must needs be thrusting in their

*heads, but we cannot attend to them
at present ; we have got Lady Char-
lotte Orby in our hands and must pro-
ceed with her:—she thought fit to
make an apology to Lord George E.
for smiting off his peruke, and his
lordship bowed, but was a little too
angff to speak : after which there was

by} eat deal said about wigs, and knocks
on ti, pate, which wasall very pretty,
and sone extremely sublime, quite
equal to the highest flights of the his-
toric muse, but we must beg leave to
let the matter pass.

The next morning, which was a
very fine one, the 23d of August, new
style, Harry Lamsbroke arose and put’

K6 himself
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himself in readiness to attend Lady
Charlotte on her way to the castle;
she ran down stairs with her cheeks
glowing like the rose to meet her
love, and they sat off together:. whe-
ther Lady Charlotte put her clogs on,
or not, we cannot find; some say she
-was in too great a hurry and got wet
in the feet, while others, again, assert '
that she not only put on her clogs but
drew a pair of water-proof boots on
over them, which she borrowed of one
Charles Cabbagestalk, Mr. Grove's
gardener :—But as in other histories,
so.in this, matters of the greafest im-
portance must, at-times, beleftin Ah{xbt
for want of documents. -
To proceed : many private m/ﬁ{tings
having taken place between Harry and
Lady Charlotte since we gave an ac-
count of their conversation in the
meadow, fear and reserve had fled at
the approach of love, and all those
cold forms and ceremonies which keep
Tadies, and gentlemen at a distance
‘ from
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from- each other were discarded by
Lady Charlotte and her Harry, butyet
"it was “ 8ir,” and “ My lady,” in pub-
lic and before folks, while dear Harry,
and dear Charlotte, were whispered in
the private meadow or thelonely grove.
The lovers had now come to a little
shrubbery in their walk that boundéd
"Mr. Grove’s plantations which ran ont
towards the lake and the ferry, when
Lady Charlotte, for some reason, sat her-
self down upon a little mole-hill—she
could not be tired so soon—but, how-
ever, not to make a fuss about it, she .
sat down upon a mole-hill, and Harry,
not b miss a good example, sat down
’}tjb{ea.at her side upon another, which
“the moizs had made on purpose; close
to it: Harry then took her hand, 4°
pretty little toy which he now used to '
play with, and began pulling her rings
off and putting themr on again, and’
presently he put one of them upon a
certain finger; which made her lady-
ship blush and sigh at the same time;
{3 My
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* My dearest Charlotte,” said he, put-
ting his arms round her waist and fix-
ing his eyes upon her glowing face, -

“ how long must we keep our love a.

secret thus? Your fatherhas consented,

by letter, to our union, and your mo-

ther, though a little reluctantly, has
now given her counsent, notwithstand-
ing Lord George E. is so much her-

favourite.”—* Your safety, my dear

Harry,” said she, fondly smiling in his

cyes, “is the only thing that remains

to be consulted in this matter; you
have two very dangerous rivals who
will stick at nothing to take your life

as soon as they kuow how m\ch I

love you.”—* But my dearest of: i

dear things on earth, even my Tife i

self not excepted,” said he, ¢ they

must know this or we remain un-
happy :—let us sec if this cannot be
contrived ; let us sit here a little and

consult about it, we are come a good
"way on our walk, and have some time
to spare ;.if we can keep our love a se-
: cret,



(207 )
cret, why may we not keep our union
a secret too?” " A’ thought came into
‘Lady Charlotte’s mind, which painted.
her lovely face and neck all over with
vermilion:—*“ What impediment re-
mains? continued he; “my father,
since you have contrived to give him
an insight into the ruinous state of
"Lord George’s affairs, no longer stands
up for his friend with you, and, upon
that ground, has given mé his consent
to marry you—come, my dearest love,
let us take this advice, I know a friend
who will, upon proper testimonials of
the conisent of all parties, unite us se-
creg', j—and the ceremony once over,
{ epemies may make the best of it—O
swuetest love,” said he, ¢ say it shall
be so,” and clasping herin his arms kiss-
ed her two or three times, we cannot
say which, but it is like he kissed her as
long as she would suffer such barba-
‘rous usage.—At that moment, Lord
George and the baronet, who had
dogged the lovers, and, concealing
them-
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heméelves in a bush at hand, .over-
heard their conversation, rushed out,
and fell upon poor Harry with thelr
sticks without mercy, and it were odds
they had left him dead upon the- spot
if Old Comical, hearing Lady Char-
lotte’s cries, had not come in with his
crabstick in time to save his life. .

Now some may object to this his-
tory that there is too much kissing in
it, but if men and women will do such
things who can help it? When a’love
story is a-telling, what will the ladies
say to us if we do not come to particu-
lars ? What brings them into court ta
hear trials for adultery, if they do a0t
wish rather to be squeezed to Aatm
than not come to particulars? If the
ladies think a kiss is a good thing,
will they not say, “ Dear me! what a
pity it is that a good thing should be
lost!” 'If they knew that no more
kissing were to come in it, would they

.ot throw our history down and read
no more of it? “ Well,” say the la.’
o ‘ dies,
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dies,  if there is any harm in kissing,
why do such grave folks as bishops and
. archbishops marry pretty women? If
they only married ladies to put them
into sermon-cases, lawn sleeves would
not be quite so much to their liking.—
Stoff and nonsense! An archbishop,
may take a lady in his arms with his
<lawn sleeves on and kiss her, and no
harm done—if she be his own wife.
Fo return, and travellers must step
aside if need calls, Harry Lamsbroke,
to give him his due, when he saw Lord
George E. rushing upon him with his
stick raised, ran in to him, and would
have -wrested it out of his hand, if the
.ha7Jnet had not come behind him and
JlruER him to the ground with a blow
from a loaded cane—he then, poor fel-
low, lay stunned at their mercy, and
was e'en forced to take what they
pleased to give him, which amount-
ed to a very severe beating, before
Old Comical came in and diverted the
gentlemen with his crabstick; and &
' e little
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little of it went a great way, according
to the custom of very good things. *
Now as soon -as Old Comical had .
cleared the ground, Lady Charlotte -
ran to poor Harry’s assistance, and
found him strctched out upon the
grass sadly bruised from head to foot :
this sad affair befel at a little distance
from Genevicve's cottage, where Old
Comical got a comfortable wheelbar-
row, laid Harry upon some straw, and
wheeled him away, for so he desired
the thing to be, wheeled him away to
castle: and it was very wisely done,
for there he knew his enemics could
not get at him, for when Lady "har—
lotte was there Mr. Decastro had o
sed them admittance. But they“wcﬂ
not like to give Harry any further
trouble at present, here or any where
else as will be seen.

Now it came to pass, as the route lay
through Old Crab’s grounds, Old Crab.
met the procession. ¢ What the devil

-have you got ‘in the wheelbarrow,
John "
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John ?” quoth he. Upon which Lady
“Charlotte, who was walking in tears
by the side of poor Harry’s litter, told
the story.  “ This comes of telling lies,
you young jade,” quoth Old Crab.—
“ Telling lies, uncle!” said she.—
“ Telling lies, uncle!” sung Old Crab
through his nose— yes, telling lies, -
you hussy!” « Telling what lies, un-
cle?” said she. “ You're a crafty slut,”
quoth Old Crab, “ and deserve to be
hanged ; if they had beaten his brains.
out it would have been your fault; you
have been playing a pretty game, ye
young toad, and they would have
served you right if they had broken
~ou-"bones for your pams, what busi-
nfss nad you, ye young minx, to keep-
two fools at your tail for your sport,
and be hanged to you ¢ what could you
expect when they found out the cheat
but to get Harry’s bones broken? .1
have stood by and looked at this game
and . expected how it would end: I.
wish they had laid the-cudgel on the.
. right
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right back ; but perhaps you are worse
hurt than if they had banged your body
mstead of Hatry’s.” Lady Charlotte
“had not a word to say, for she found
Old Crab to be in the sectet; so she
stood one side of the Wheel-barrf)w and
cried. ¢ The devil 6wed you a shame
and I am glad ’tis come, you deceit-
ful young gipsy; if my wench had
played such pranks, I would have cut
her head off.” Upon which Old Crab
dropt his eye into the barrow, and
seeing poor Harry bleed sadly, he bade
Old Comical make the best of his way
to the castle ; and, mounting old Crop,
rode away to fetch Dr. Grosvenor.—
Upon the doctor’s arrival at the c?:i'
he found Harry in a fainting fit ‘oeck-*
sioned by the loss of blood, his head
being cut open in a terrible manner.—
Genevieve soon heard the matter, and
came instantly to the castle to comfort
Lady Charlotte, who, upon finding
‘Harry to be i danger, fell into great
tiouble. Old’ Crab called at Mr.

Grove’s
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Grove’s house on his way as he return-
ed, and told the story, though he had -
not much time for talking, -for it may
be remembered that it was Sunday
morning, so away went old Crop with
0ld Crab upon her back, and a sermon
full of weighty matter in his pocket.
As soon as Lord George saw Sir Harry
knocked down by Old Comical, he
took to his heels and ran for his life : .
and it came to pass that when he could
run no farther he stopt—what are an-
other’s bones to 2 man when his own
are in any danger? Not a straw—a
man cannot get broken bones mended
for nothing—it is devilish dear work—
_and ’tis best to take care of them: so
Sig fiarry thought, who crawled away
as fast as he could upon his hands and
knees, for Old Comical made a. qua-
druped of him; yes, crawled away into
a great wood of stinging nettles, for
he expected that Old Comical’s clapper
would strike more than one upon hlg .
bell:metal ; but as good luck would

have
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have it he was too much taken up with
poor Harry to look to any thing fur-
ther than clearing the ground of his
enemies. After lying by at least-an
hour, Lord George had the  bravery to
return to the field of battle, andxpokmg
his nose out of a thick holly-bush to
see if the enemy held possession of it,
the coast being clear, he came on to
look for the baronet’s body, whom he
supposed to be dead from the great
thump he heard given upon his carcass.
I{e presently found his hat, which was
a sign that the enemy did not look for
plunder, and presently saw the hecad
“that belonged to it raised above the
stinging nettles to see if the foe were..
returned to the field, and found a {¥i¢ qd
instead come to look for the wounded ;
and in good time, for he could not rise
without help, hardly indeed with it:
not knowing what might come of the
beating which they had given Harry,
‘they called a council of war, and agreed
upon a speedy retreat: leaving a spy
upon
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‘upon the enemy’s ground ‘to bring in
intelligence how matters were like to

_be, they fell back. to an*inn on’the
..public road, and lay by till he brought
them some accounts of Harry’s situa-

tion which frightened them out of the
north of England. They were forced

to halt, however, in the first town

_they came to, and get a surgeon to
.look to the baronet’s body, who laid

hlm upon his face and rubbed as much

tare stuff into it as came to five and

twenty shillings, which some may think

was more than the carrion he had about

- him was worth altogether. The baro-
net said he never had such a blow in

his life, and if it had fallen on his head

“fie would have kept that a secret; for
to knock a man’s brains out is one way
tq stop his tattling. Lord George

escaped for the present, but he had a

bill to pay which, like many others,

e did not expect to pay. In regard
to Lady Charlotte Orby, Genevieve

said, she could very well excuse. any-

trick
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trick being put upon sucl a-couple of
coxcombs who both pretended to be
friends, and yet both pretended to be
in love with her ; she had no doubt, she
said, that her ladyship’s money was
their obJect and that they had foimed
a conspiracy to plunder her between
them; be that, however, asit might,
her friend she could not but say was in
fault to bring an innocent person, and
one whom she really had a regard for,
into such danger. Old Crab stormed
at her scandalous artifices, fraud, and
deceit, and said that a lie in conduct
was worse than a lie in speech. Gene-
vieve, however, hurried away, and so
did Old Crab, for he scarce got back
to his church in time, though he nevefs
put poor old Crop into such a perspira--
tion in her life: but the old mare hap--
pened: for once not to be in a family
way, which was a rare case with her,
and she carried Old Crab over the
country as if he were galloping aftera
.stag. Genevieve was quite in as great
a hurry
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a hurry as Old Crab for his heart, and
when she came to the castle found
Lady Charlotte in & sad situation. -Dr.
"Grosvenor had said that Harry- could
not live, the .scull was certainly not
fractured, but the symptoms in the
head were very bad, and certainly
proved that the brain had suffered a
dreadful concussion. This intelligence
“was brought to Lord George and- the
baronet by a person employed for that
purpose, and they made dll speed out
of that part of the world and all other
parts that were within a hundred miles
of it. Poor Lady Charlotte had been
on the watch too, and picked up the
sad news at Harry’s door, where she
p}accd herself to hear the doctor’s opi-
nion of Harry’s condition: but her
heart was too full to stay there any
longer, and she ran into her apartment,
where Genevieve found her when she
came to look for her: the door of it
was locked, as usual, when she came:
to it, and Genevieve .knocked, and
VOL, III. B/ called
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called and called again, but was nei-
ther admitted nor so much as answered.
When the doctor came to visit Harry
in the evening, Genevieve told him
that Lady Charlotte had locked herself
into her room, would admit no person,
and had neither eaten nor drank the
whole day. The doctor said she must
be attended to, and her door must be
forced if she refused people admittance;
upon which, as soon as he had done
with his patient, he and Genevieve
went to her room, but all knocking
and talling were in vain; he ordered
the door to be forced, when Genevieve
set one of her vast shoulders against it,
and sent it at one push into the room,
and its lock and hinges along with is
Now the first thing they did when they
came in was to look for Lady Charlette;
Genevieve undrew the bed curtainsand
found the bed in great disorder, but no
Lady Charlotte! Poorgirl! therelay her
hat torn in two pieces on the bed, and
-several large loeks of her pretty hair,
which
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which she had pulled off her head in
her distress! blood, too, was found
upon the hed clothes, the sight of
which turned Genevieve pale: almost
every part of the room was searched
which could conceal a mouse, but in
vain, and the doctor, suspecting the
worst, opened the window to see if she
, had thrown herself out at it, not think-
ing, at the moment, if she had that
she might not be able to gome back to
shut it. Mr. and Mrs. Decastro, Julia,
and Lady Budemere now came into the
room, when Julia, after much wonder
had been expressed at her getting out
of the room and leaving the door lock-
ed, turned the door over as it lay on
tire floor to look, which the others did
not think of, if the key were inside
the lock, and to their greater astonish-
ment it was found to be there: upon
this they all stood staring at cach ethep
without speaking one word : Now Ge»
nevieve, who stood at the foot of ther
bed, which was a yery large one, and
L3 had
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had curtains on it large enough for the
main-sail of a seventy-four, chanced to
take a step back and felt something
large through the curtain, which she
immediately pulledasideand djscovered
poor Lady Charlotte clinging in a half
senscless state to one of the bed posts :
her eyes were fixed, her face was pule,
her hair in disorder, and her bosom
bare: her neck and her arms and her
clothes were spotted with blood—she
took no notice of those who stood
round her: the ladies hurried out of
the room in terror, all ecxcept Gene-
vieve, attended by Mr. Decastro—
when Dr. Grosvenor attempted, with
Genevicve's assistance, whose tears ran
down fast into her bosom, to get Lady
Charlotte away from the bed-post:
Genevieve used some force, but de-
sisted through tenderness. It was in
vain to speak to lier, she took no no-
tice at all of any thing they could
say, and appearcd to be in a kind of
“stupor: Dr. Grosvenor said that she
must
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must be taken away, when Genevieve
unclasped her arms by main force and
she made no further resistance, but suf-
fered them to place her in a chair, and
the doctdr endeavoured to get a flood
of tcars from her, which he said must
be done if possible: she remained,
however, unmoved ; (ienevieve wept
»over her and said, she was surc she
had lost her senses. The doctor agreed
that she was in a dangcrous way, and,
begging Genevieve to stay with her
till he returned, left the room: In the
doctor’s absence she took all the means
which the doctor suggested to bring
her to weep, but in ,vain; she raised
her gently from the chair, and carried
her about the room, and felt as if she
had a dead lump rather than a living
creaturc in her arms: she then tried if
she could get her to walk, which she
did slowly, but she soon ceased and
hung upon Genevieve. The doctor
now came into the room, and taking
Lady Charlotte’s bloody gown off put
L3 another
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another on her, and after (zenevieve
by his order had gathered up her hair,
composcd her dress, and washed the
spots of blood off her face and neck,
both of which she had wounded with
her nails, her breast espccially, thé doc-
tor said she must be brought into Har-
ry’s room, who was grown a great deal
better than he had expected to find him:
Upon which, Genevieve, knowing
Lady Charlotte’s temper, said she had
best be carried there and left alone
with Ilarry : of which the doctor ap-
proved, and Genevieve took her into
her arms and carried her into Harry’s
apartment : As soon as she came into
it, the doctor, who narrowly Watched
her, took notice that she moved her
eyes, which she had not yet done, as
if to look for something: the doctor
said it was a good sign, and presently,
seeing Harry hold out his hand to her
as he lay on a sofa, she gave a faint
‘scream and cried out “ He’s alive! he's
ahve" and dropped her head on Ge-
. nevicve's
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nevieve's shoulder: poor Genevieve
had a sad time of it, for she wept as
. if she would break her heart: Harry
and the doctor did all they could to
comfort her, when Lady Charlotte
raised her head off Genevieve’s shoul-
der and turned it quite round, as if to
search for Harrye: the doctor then bade
. Genevicve put her upon the sofa near
Harry and left the room: but Gene-
vieve, instead of going out with Dr.
Grosvenor, slipt behind the bed cur-
tains to be upon the watch. Harry,
who was a good deal recovered, not
knowing any one to be in his room but
themselves, put his arm round Lady
Charlotte’s neck—he had but one he
could use, poor fellow, and she fixed
her eyes in a sort of dead stare on his
face: Harry then kissed her lips, which
seemed to rouse her like an electric
shock, for she cried out “ O my love!
amy love!” and broke into a flood of
tears on his bosom. Poor Genevieve.
sobbed quite loud enough to be heard’
. L4, by
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by any person in the room, aund do
what she could she could not restrain
herself’; she found that they did not
perccive it, however, and still lay on
the watch, glad to fird Lady Charlotte
shed tears, which she now did very
plentifully : Harry, who was the only
person in the world at all like to com-
fort her, said he was a great deal bet-
ter, and thought he should come down
stairs and breakfast with her the next
day :—there was a glass with some
egg and wine near him which he per-
suaded her to drink ; she seemed to be
thirsty, for she drank it all—it was the
only nourishment she had taken the
whole day—when she had taken it
she came close to Harry, and leanmg
her head on his shoulder received and
returned his kisses with tenderness and
rapture. Genevieve could stand her
ground no longer, but stole unper-
ceived out of the room, and told Dr.
Grosvenor not all slie had seen and
“heard, but as much as he wanted to
know.
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know. The doctor now came and

knocked at the door, Harry called him

.in, when he found Lady Charlotte re-
clining on the opposite end of the sofa,

quite overcome by the wine and egg

which she had taken. Upon Harry

telling her she should come again the

next morning she willingly left the

.toom, when Julia assisted Genevieve
to put her to bed; the doctor followed

to leave his instructions. | Lady Char-

lotte owed a great deal of her agonies

to her odd temper; she had piqued

herself upon concealing her affection

for this beautiful youth, whom she

loved with all the passion and tender-

ness that the fondest of all female bo-

soms was capable of, and the discovery

of the cheat, which she had carried so

well, stung her to the quick; this,
added to the shame she were like to
owe upon it, and her terror for poor
Harry’s safety, were bringing her apace

to a frenzy: the doctor said she had a

L5 narrow
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narrow escape—forbad the subject, ro
any the least allusion to it, to be
touched upon in her hearing, and gave .
hopes that all would be well in a short
time with both of them, when they
ought to be united, if possible, imme-
diately. As the doctor said so it befel ;
in three wecks time all was well again,
but the bruises which Lady Charlotte,
had given her bosom required the doc-
tor’s attention almost as much as poor
Harry’s wounds. Now we are on this
subject we will add that as soon as
Harry and Lady Charlotte were well,
they both stole away in the night and
not a soul could tell or guess which
way or whither they were gone : her
ladyship had put on great reserve,
talked but little to amry but her Harry,
and seemed to have something more
than common on her mind :—on being
.called one morning to come to break-
fast, she, Harry Lamsbroke, and her
‘{adyship’s maid were not to be found !
' Gicne-
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Genevieve said she was a very odd
girl, and this escape was quite of a
piece with the rest of her eccentric
conduct: it was supposed that they
would ge and get married, and appear
agait one day or another.

L6, CHAP-
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CHAPTER V.

Genevieve and the Plhilosopher come again on the
Stage—an Eye had to their matters. .

THE sad effects of deccit appeared too
plainly in the last chapter to need any
further illustration in this.—We shall
now turn our style to another love af-
fair—surely the ladies will have enough
of it:—one word to keep the dogs from
barking—it is no disgrace, but an ho-
nour to the most modest woman in the
world to be in love, and to be pleased
- with love, N.B. as long as it is inno-
cent. "
The philosopher could see that Ge-
nevieve was much in love with him
without so much as one eye open, and
he broke the matter to his father and
mother and Old Crab one day as they
sat together. ¢ Buzzy,” said Mr. De-’
castro, for so he used to call Acerbus,
“we
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“ we do not at all wonder that you
have seen this thing with your eyes
.shut, it has long since been visible
enough to us whose eyes are open, and,
to tell you the truth, we have just been
talkiny about it before you came into
the room ; and brother Bat says, it is
high time his ward were settled in the
«world, for he tells me, which I could
scarce believe, but time steals away,
that Jenny is now threc-and-twenty
years of age ; she has had a great many
lovers, drawn, as she needs will have
it, rather by the effluvia of her gold
than the smell of her merits, and now
declares, that unless 'she can find one
to whom money is no temptation, she
will never marry : as this is the case,
I think she will scarce get a lover to
her mind, unless a philosopher takes a -
liking to her.” “ You have found out
at last,” said Mrs. Decastro,  that she
is in love with you, have you, Buzzy ?”
« Mother,” quoth he, * in good truth I
have.” “ Well,” quoth she, “ but how *
do
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do you stand affected towards her?”
“ Verily,” quoth the philosopher, “ I
love pretty Jenny.” ¢ Come,” said
Mzt Decastro, “so far all goes well—
what d’ye think of this, brother Bat:”
“ Why,” quoth Old Crab, “I think
the jade wants a husband, but she'’s a
turbulent toad, I can hardly recom-
mend her—DBuzzy, you will get your.
brains knocked out.” “ Well,” quoth
the philosopher, “I am come for your
advice, and will act under your direc-
tions; if yvou think ill of this matter I
will return to the University ; if well,
T will tell pretty Jenny my mind with
a loving kiss the first tine we meet:
what do you think of this matter,
uncle? speak.”  “ You dog,” quoth
Old Crab, “you will get your bones
broken !—canst relish matrimony, dost
think, with a cudgel by way of sauce
to it? ha, Buzzy?’ “If so it be,”
quoth the philosopher, “that pretty
Jenny will give broken bones and
<the knocking out of brains by way of

proofs
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proofs of her love for a man, I will tell
her, at first hand, that I will take her
Jove for granted, without putting her
upon the trouble of giving any such
testimony of the matter: it will be
time ‘when 1 ask Jenny if she loves
me, as if I doubted it, for her to come
in with her proofs, and break my bones
. in order to convince me of her affec-
tion; but when a man admits a thing
to be thus, or thus, there will be noneed
of any argument to enforce the belief
of that which is already granted.—
But, if it so be, that I am called upon
for mine objections to pretty Jenny,
my main objection is her money.” Old
Crab sucked up his cheeks at this, and
Mr. and Mrs. Decastro fell a-laughing.
“ Very good, very good, and mighty
well,” quoth the philosopher; ¢but
answer me, honoured sir: can that be
a good thing that puts a worse thing
.in the place of a better thing, and
turns out a good thing to make way
for a bad thing?” “ No, certamly,™
quoth Mr. Decastro. ¢ It is well,”
quoth
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quoth the philosopher, “it is very
well :—but answer me, if a man be a
good thing is it a bad thing if he be
taken for other than a good thing?”
« Certainly a bad thing,” said Mr. De-
castro. “ Is a good thing turned
out to make way for a bad thing if
a bad thing be put in the place of a
good thing?” quoth Acerbus. «If
the good thing be put out,” said Mr.
Decastro. “Isany thing better than
life?” quoth Acerbus. “ No,” said
Mr. Decastro. “Is that which is a
dearer thing a better thing?” quoth
Acerbus. “ Certainly,” said Mr. De-
castro. “Is honour dearer than life:”
quoth the philosopher. It is,” quothy
Mr. Decastro. “Then if what is
dearer than life is better than life, there
is somcthing better than life,” said the
philosopher. “ Brother John,” quoth
Old Crab, “thou’rt an ass.” “Come,
I confess it,” said Mr. Decastro ; “ Buz-
zy has such a twisting way with him
—but what’s all this to the purpose ?”
“Is honour a better thing than mo-

ney,”



( 283 )

ney,” said the philosopher, oris money
a better thing than honour?” ¢Ho-
“neur must needs be best,” it was an-
swered. “ Then if money come in
and turn’honour out, a worse thing
puts dut and takes place of a better
thing even than life, or how?” ¢ So
it appears,” said Mr. Decastro, ¢ from
«what has been granted.” ¢ If honour
be a good thing what brings hurt to
honour must be a bad thing—is that
true ?” said the philosopher. “It is
very true,” said Mr. Decastro. “ How!”
said the philosopher, ¢“is money a bad
thing ?” Mr. Decastro stared, and.
said, “ No.” ¢ Can any love be good
love which hath any other than a good
thing for its object?” said Acerbus.
“ Certainly not,” said Mr. Decastro.
“Is that a bad thing or a good thing
that brings the motive for a man’s love
in question?” said the philosopher.
“Itis a bad thing, surely,” said Mr.
Decastro. “ Will not money do this ?”
said Acerbus. “In a‘marriage suit it
certainly
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certainly will,” said Mr. Decastro.
“'Then money is not a good thing but
a bad thing,” said the philosopher,
“but we this moment dcnied it to be a
bad thing.”—* So far, so far,” quoth
Mr. Decastro, rubbing his forehead-—
but, but, but”—¢ You look to be in
doubt,” said the philosopher; “let us
see what can be done for you: can a
good thing be a bad thing and a good
thing at the same time ?” “ Why, no,”
said Mr. Decastro, “I will swear to
that.” <« How !” said Acerbus, “is
not money food to one and poison to
another? and that, too, at one and the
same time :” “ Why, that’s true again,”
said Mr. Decastro; “faith I did not
think of that.” ¢ True!” said the phi-*
losopher, ‘“how can that ber” putting
a guinea down upon the table— what
is that, food, poison, or a guinea?” Old
Crab gave Acerbus a look, upon which
he said he meantno light thing, but to
show the consequences of uncondi-
tional answers. “ You are laughing
at
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at your father, you dog,” quoth Old

Crab, “d’yc call that no light thing ? If

‘you are wise your father will be; but
if a son hath a fool for his father, he is

the greatest fool of the two if he proves

it to his face.” “ Come, come,” said

Mr. Decastro, “ I know Buzzy’s a good

boy, and I love to hear him chop logic,

though, I own it, I know nothing at

all about the matter : but, I den’t know
how itis, he always makes me as giddy

as a goose. Come, Buzzy, what has

Jenny to do with all this?” ¢« Why,
sir, I said, to take a step back, her mo-

ney was my objection to her, for what

‘brings a good thing into doubt must
needs be so far a bad thing, and put

out a good thing to make way for a

bad thing, for it puts out credit to

make room for suspicion, for who takes

a rich wife that will be thought to dis-

like her money? and who that takes a

poor one will be thought to tell a lie

at the altar? and who will not put a

large fortune among the just causes

and
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and impediments why two persons
should not be joined together, if a man
must needs purchase a wife at the ex:
pense of his honour? I know pretty
Jenny loves me, and I can love pretty
Jenny ; but what can we do with all
this money ?” ¢ Come, Buzzy,” quoth
Old Crab, “take it as the old philoso-
pher took it when it was offered hime.
‘not for myself,” said he, ‘but to
shew folks the right use of it.’” « Ve-
rily, uncle Bat,” quoth the philosopher,
“you arc afraid that Jenny should die
before she is married, and all her money
come to you, for so it stands in her fa-
ther’s will, you say.” « A plague upon
her money !” quoth Old Crab, “ Il

have none of it—I have as much as
want—I wish the toad were married
once, though I don’t want to see a
poor fellow’s head knocked off his
shoulders.” * She would not have had
so much money if you had held your
-hand, uncle Bat; you made it more
than it was at first,” said Acerbus.
“Well,”
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« Well,” said Mrs. Decastro, “ this is
the first time any lover objected to
his mistress because she had one hun-
dred thousand pounds to her fortune.”
“As I live,” quoth the philosopher,
“few people know that more ill than
good comes of much money ; and this
I could prove by a variety of deduc-
tions, but I am loath to spend your
time. "—¢ Brother Bat,”. quoth Mr.
Dccastro, ¢ what can be done in this
case I"—*“ Why,” quoth “Old Crab,
“ Buzzy must let the jade alone if he
will not take her and her money for
better for worse: then if she dies I
shall be plagued with it—and some
may think 1 keep her unmarried with
an eye to it—Come, Buzzy, if you like
the woman, take her, and we will see
if we can tie her money up.”—* Uncle
Bat,” quoth the philosopher, «“I will
have nothing to do with it, my father
allows me plenty.”—¢ Well,” - quoth:
OId Crab, “supposec we tie up the
money in ber own apron, if she hath,

1o
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no objection—and she will not stick
out ’tis like:—there are few women
but are glad enough to get the com-
mand of the purse; she will not quar-
rcl with any upon that score; it is
what the sex will be eternally elawing
for though their husband’s eyes lie in
their way to it.”—¢ Well, well,” quoth
the philosopher, *if you can keep me
out of the way of it, that is all I
want.” ¢ It can be done as I say and
left under ‘her direction and appoint-
ment,” quoth Old Crab. ‘My dear,”
quoth Mr. Decastro to his wife,
“ Jenny is in the library, waiting for
Buzzy there, for I saw her go into it
after she hunted all over the garden
for him; I have been much amus&l
with watching her—go to her and tell
her there is a young man ready to pay
his addresses to her if her money can
be tied up so as not to bite him: go
and sound her, but name no names.”
Genevieve at that moment came into
the room, for-the tea and coffee were

brought
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brought in, and blushed at the sight
of the philosopher. “ Come here, you
,jade,” quoth Old Crab; “ have you
mind to be married if you can find a
man you gould be glad to eat up at a
mouthful ?” “I am as like to eat a
man as to marry one,” said she, “as
far as my mind goes in the matter.”
“ Why,” quoth Old Crab, ¢ there is a
man whom you could be glad to swal-
low, shoes and all, I know, if you could
get a fair gulp at him!” % O my dear
uncle,” said she, crimsoned over head
and ears, “ how you talk—Lord !”"——
“ Lord! aye, Lord indeed,” sung Old
Crab through the nose, “if you aren’t
in love I'll be hanged” come, I can
find you a husband if you can agree to
keep all your money to yourself.”—
“ Aye,” said she, “that’sthe trash they
are all after”—* You hasty slut,” quoth
Old Crab, “hear a man speak and be
hanged !—he would have your money”
— Then he shall not have it, nor will
I have him, uncle,” said she, “and so

I will
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I will save you further talking.”
“ Ah, ye chattering baggage !” quoth
Old Crab, “will you hear what I have
got to say or wo'nt ye? The man would
have your money put out of his reach,
that he may save his credit in making
such a rich gipsy an offer: what d'ye
think of that? chained up, for he hates
money as he hates the devil, and would
speak his mind if your great bag did
not hang in the way.” Genevieve
very well knew the philosopher’s mind
about money, which was one thing that
made her so fond of him ; she had the
audacity to cast an eye at him as he sat
opposite to her, but his eyes were shut,
and his spirit was walking in the groves
of Academus. “ Uncle,” said she, “this
is strange news—and if it came from an-

other I should take it for a jest.” “ Do

you consent ?” said Old Crab. “ Pray,
my dear uncle,” said she, “who can
this be?” ¢ Let him name himself,”

quoth Old Crab, “ when you see hin,.

and if you don’t see him it will not, be:
for

-
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for want of lﬁokmg ‘after” him, you

‘slut, you'make good use of your eyes
.that way.” Upon which Genevieve
‘handed the philosopher'a cup of cof-
fee, jogging his elbow at the same time
to call. his senses up, that were most
of them fast asleep. As soon as Acer-

bus openéd his eyes she darted her own

_bright stars directly into them with one
of the sweetest smiles that ever charm-

ed aman’sheart. “Aha, Jenny,” quoth

he, “how long have you” been here,

we have been talking about you:"—

Genevieve's face was as red as scarlet,

for she took it into her head that it

might just be possible that the philo-

sopher was the man, this put her

into a flutter, and she spilt some of the

coffee upon his hand.—It is supposed

when folks are in a flutter that the ani-

mal spirits dash through their pipes

into the muscles by spirts and jerks

which breed those irregular motions

that make people spill coffee upon the

flesh of others that lie in the way of

VOL. III. b3 that
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that very terrible liquor, as it now hap-
pened—forasmuch as the philosopher
gotthe backside of his hand scalded: she
might have kissed his hand :and made
it well, but she was too proust for that.
—One reason why pride is called a
vice is because it keeps women from
doing impudent things, and that isa
pity. ¢ What an aukward two-handed
jade it is,” quoth Old Crab; “who’s to
buy carpets for you to spoilt” “ My
dear uncle,” said she, “an accident
may happen to the Graces.”—*“ I nc-
ver heard of their spoiling people’s
carpets,” quoth Old Crab, “ not I, or
brought in as a saving clause for a
clumsy cow.”~.Old Crab was in a plea-
sant humour this evening. The phi®
losopher arose with great dignity, and
taking a folio edition of Plato’s works
by Marsilius Ficinus, walked into the
shrubbery. ¢ My dear aunt,” said
Genevieve to Mrs. Decastro, “1 vow
I have quite forgot to, gather your
roses, 1 will go and get them while I

. think
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think of it,” and out she fan after Plato
and ' the ph"losopher And now the
:ambuscado in'the rose-bushes was laid,
and tb\%love thrown in the walk with
the hop® that the philosopher might
pick it up and eat it: this was a trap;
it was but a glove: very true, it
was only a glove: it was a great
.pityshe ‘did not pull off one of her
stockings and throw it in the way:
but of this thus far.—Hereafter Acer-
bus paid his addresses, as we have said,
and made Genevieve so hot that she
ran’into the water, as hath likewise
been said—so far this matter is topped
up: very good-—yes topped up so
far, but we must leave the rick to
settle, it will take another load by-
and-by.

"Genevieve, on her way to the“bath-
ing-house, overtook Julia, who loved
water like a fish, anid was going to get
a, dip:—so she told the pretty mitk-
maid that she had a proposal from the.
philosopher, and said ‘she should like
vastly to be marricd the same day with

M2 her,
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her, but did not know how to bring
the thing about. « My daydraws very
near, Jenny,” said Julia, “and I am
frightened out of my wits whenever T
think of it; it will be a terzible day,
Jenny, don’t you think so? and yet I
look for great happiness in it; for it
will make my dear George my own
for ever.”—¢ I believe it will your
George; for Acerbus says, whom now,
Julia, I will call my Acerbus, (I am the
happiest woinan in the world ; I will
not even except you, and I think you
must be as happy as any, indeed I do.”)
—“ Well, Jenny, but you don’t tell
me what it is that Acerbus says of my
honey—sweet George ?”~—* Oh, I had
forgot ;—why,” said Genevieve, “ hé'
says that George is a very good young
man in a moral and religious sense, and
that is the surest ground for a woman,
by marriage, to make her George her
own for ¢éver; for there are a great
-many Georges, my dear Julia, that
-martiage will not make a woman's own,

as
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as you call 1t, but every woman's
Georges that will have them.”—« My
‘dear Jenny,” said Julia, “how can that
be, whg my papa says, that if a man
marries two women he will be hanged
if one do not die before he marries
another ?’—¢ Ah, my dear Julia,” said
Genevieve, « the thing is too shocking
*to be explained ; I wish I.did not know
half that I know of the world; and
that you may never kngw a fiftieth
part of the ill that is in it.”—¢ But,
my dear Jenny,” said Julia, “ tell me
how this thing can be, will you:"—
“ No, no, J uha, it is too bad : wait till
you are married and ask gyour husband.”

“ If there is any thing very bad in it,
I don’t think he will be able to tell me,”
said Julia, “ Why,” sald Genevxeve,
“it'is good to know what ill is, in
some sense; but yet I thmk it is best
. to know nothing of it. I wishI knew
as'little of it as you know of it, Julxa,,
and had lived,as you havelived, among
the sheep and cows, whose inhocent
M3 - lives
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lives put man to the blush, and raise
the beast above humanity: I sincerely
thank heaven for the escapes which I'
have had by its kind help singe4i have
been made a show of in the world: I
have ever wished, Julia, to be married;
woman is made to be married ; but of all
the rubbish of the creation, viz. mén
of fashion, as they are called, that have
made me offers, not one came forward
but added aycart load, in his turn, to
my dctestation of the sex !—I must ever
except poor Smith, but I have told you
his sad story :—at last my dear Acerbus
makes me amends for all ;—Oh, Julia,
T ever loved hitp—I will put my soul
into his hand ; he, I am sure, will make
it eternally happy.” ¢« My cousin is a
handsomng young man, Jenny.”—* It
is nonsense, Julia; beauty is but a'sha-
dow—if you love George because he
is handsome only, you build your house
upon the sand.” “ I do not,” said shie;
“ but when George comes to marry
me, I could be glad to see him bring

: . his
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his_ beauty along with him too: our
beauty, Jengy, will be something, for
-George and I to play with while we are
young, and when we grow old we will
come to our stores:—Ah, Jenny, you
thitk'so, as well as I, I know very
well.”  Genevieve said, with a fine
blush, “ Why, Julia, I do not think the
worse of my Acerbus because he is a
handsome man; T like him all the bet-
ter.”—¢ Ah, Jenny!” said Julia, and
laughed. “T’ll drown )fou, you toad,
I will,” said Genevieve, and, taking
Julia in her arms, for they were in the
water, taking Julia in her arms, gave
her a good ducking,. ,

M4 CHAP-
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CHAPTER VL

The Earl of Budemere’s Return to Engh:t{—mla
& House near Hindermark—his sudden Death—~
Genevieve and Julia's Marriages—Genevieve meets
with a sad accident—the Philosopher retires to
Osford—Sir John Lamsbroke comes to Oaken
Grove—a dreadful thing befally Julia.

It would not be, perhaps, worth our
while, if we had time, to inquirc how
it is that men of large estates come to
be, for the most part, sad profligates? .
—Well, but who should be if those
-very people are not who have it the
most in their pg\ver to be? Are they
not educated with great fuss and very
little pains? Are not all the school-
masters in the world afraid of them?
Who dares flog them when they are
boys, and who dares to correct them
when they come to be men? We, our-
selves, bring the character of the Earl
‘of Budemere with fear and trembling

: before
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before the public, in order to be a
warning to men who, like him, walk
. upon the quarter-deck of the world,
lest they, like him, make a false step,
and tuinble overboard neck and heels
as he did, fished up indeed by Old Crab,
but almost drowned.—So, my lord, if
.you chance to read this, our history,
take no such whim into your pate as
that we hate great folks, and at the
very moment, too, when we are doing
them the best turn we can.—Pray, why
are a great man’s tutors and masters
. paid .to be quiet and let him have
his head? If they check him why are
they turned out, and others of better
tempers, and more wiling to put their
pay into their pockets, and give them-
selves and their pupil no further trou-
ble, put into their places? Thus. it is-
the young gentleman gets ruined, and
who can help it, if the gardener is afraid
to pull up a weed, lest he get turned
out of his garden? The Earl of Bude-
mere, of whom we are now. to speak,:
M5 was
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was bred in this way ; he came.into a
fortune of forty thousamd pounds a-
year at the old lord’s death, and took
all his father’s honours when his father
could keep them no longer: he-had-a
good constitution, and thought that
one of the last things he should want
would be health: he had a good estate,
and thought that one of the last things.
he should want would be money: so
he laid about him until he found he
was mistakenin both cases. When he
was one-and-twenty he had a woman
stuck into his bosom by his friends; be-
cause they thought it fitting that he
should marry, and knew better than he
did whom he ought to chuse, and this
lady was one of Mr. Decastro’s sisters :
he was civil to her, and she was-civil
to him, and that was something ; but
they never loved each other, and would
have been the last people on earth, per-
haps, that would have come together
if they had been left to chuse for them-
*selves: now, when Lord Budemere
could
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could not find" a. woman . in: his own
house whom he liked, he looked for one
-inanother,which waslikely enough, and
not at all unnatural, and his lordship,
to glve him his due, was a good deal
upon.‘the look-out in this way, as, we
think, hath already been pretty well
shown: he never had more than ong
child by Lady Budemere, the beautiful
Lady Charlotte Orby, of whom much
hath.been already said, and much more
may be said: if he had kad more, per-
haps, he would have been less extrava-
gant; as matters fell out, however, he
came to be forty years of age before
he had quite ruined himself, and there
was some economy i1 - that, when he
had brought his affairs into such con-
fusion that he really did not know
what he could call his own. His lord-
ship’s matters being in such a sickly
state, it was high time to call in the
physician, and Old Crab, whose pro-
fessional skill was well known, was ap-
plied to in this case, as we have said ;"
M6 which,
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which, indeed, differed so little from
Mr: Deeastro’s, that we need not come -
to particulars, any further than to say,-
that Old Crab, who spoke well of
nobody and did good to everybody,
after a torrent of abuse, undertook his
lordship’s case; but when he came to
look into his affairs he found a very
desperate case indeed; if money could
be got it was taken on any terms; he
found estates mortgaged for as much
as they were ‘Worth, leases sold, timber
cut down and disposed of at any price,
strip and spoil on all hands, money bor-
rowed in every way, and in the worst of
every possible way ; in short, no stone
left unturned if*a six-pence could be
found, or could be expected to be found
under it! Old Crab.got into an ocean
of hot water in this business, and came
to such a quarrel with Sir John Lams-
broke, Harry’s father, about a New-
market debt which fell due upon some
horse-race, that, upon being struck by
the baronet with. 2 ‘whip, Old Crab
; took
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took him off :the'ground; flung. him
down a stair-case, and broke his' arm.
- If Old Crab, indeed, had paid dll titat
was demanded, Lord and Lady Bude-
mere might have come to the parish for
their bread, if they could have made out
asettlement; OldCrab, however, fought
‘most nobly in the breach, and what by
making large deductions from soine de-
mands, wholly refusing others, plough-
ing up twe fine parks, turning them
into farms, and letting ‘them at good
rents, pulling down great houses for
which he could get no tenants, build-
ing less, and letting them to the best
advantage, and other the like measures
of prudence, fifteen-thousand pounds
.a-year were saved out of the wreck of
.this noble property, and the family dis-
entangled from the world. When he
looked into matters he was not a little
astonished to find Lady Charlette’s
fortune not aboard ship when matters
were in a sinking condition ; for Old
Crab knew that Lord Budemere had’
the
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the. care of her money. But Lady.
Charlotte was a cunning - baggage,
and, like a rat, ran out of a falling.
house, and took: her cash along -with
her, for some reasons best known to
herself; and, as good luck would have
it, she came of age just in time: the
money stuck in his lordship’s hand
like pitch, but she brought soap and
sand, and a lawyer by way of serub-
bing-brush, scoured out evety periny,
and left his Tordship’s hands as- white
as snow :—what a nice thing it is to
have clean hands!—* My father don’t
waiit money, sir,” said her ladyship to
one of his cred'{tors, whom tceth and
nails eould not téar out of the house;
“ he has just paid me fifty thousand
pounds :==Mr. Pettycraft,” said she to
her lawyer, “shew this gentleman the
letter of attorney: if you are wise,”
added she, -“ you will be civil and
leave the house.” This was one of the
conditions between the sly puss and
her father: Mi. Pettycraft knew his

cug,
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etie; and: told the aforesaid: gentleman
as-much as made for his purpose; wlo
seemed to thinkthats man mnist be rich
whe could pay-fifty theusand pounds,
and was so civil as to:leave the house
for fearof offending his-lordship, who
grew to be a very terrible man on a
sudden. Lady:Charlotte was certainly
» in the right to get hold of her fortune,
but not quite so right, some.may think,
inthe means she took to de so. Money
is the saliva of the devil.+After a great
deal of trouble and a great- deal of
quarrelling, Old Crab did much mere
than any one ever loeked to be done
for him, indeed he risked his life in’
his lordship’s serviee; for, as he was
returning to London out of Berkshire,
he was way-laid, and shot at by one.of
the creditors, whom he killed on the
spot with a blow struck with his fist
upon the man’s heart; a bullet went
through Old Crab’s wig, and carried
half his ear along with it. Upon his.
return into §he Noithi, after he had
paid
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paid all, and counted what money was
left in the bag, he said to Lady Bude-.
mere, one day after dinner at the castle,
“ You may senda letter, if you will, to
your husband, and tell him we have
bit of bread left for him if he hath
a mind to come back to England and
eat it.” Upon this he flung a scroll of
paper into her lap as she sat opposite
to him, that contained the totals of re-
ceipts and expenditures, with the ba-
lance left in their favour, which ap-
peared to be fifteen thousand pounds
a-year. As soon as Lady Budemere saw
it she kissed the paper and wept.—
Upon getting a little self-command
she began to pour out abundance of]
gratitude and thanks:— Aye, aye,”
quoth Old Crab, interrupting her, “that
will do, that will do, the less you say
about it I shall be the more pleased :
—there, get along and write to your
husband, if you think him worth the
trouble ;—don’t stay here and set all
thewomena-snivelling ;” which,indeed,

: was.
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was vety much' the case, for Mrs. De-
castro, and Mrs. B. Decastro, Julia, and
Mrs. Grove, who were present, Gene-
vieve-had left the room to walk with
Aristotle and the philosopher, came
down with a great deal of salt water
upon the occasion, and shed tears
enough, if all had been put in a pond
«together, to swim a brood of ducks. -
Lord Budemere was then at Paris,
and, upon the receipt of his wife’s
letters, came immediately to England,
and joined the party at the castle, took
a house, belonging to Mr. Grove, near
Hindermark, and, in imitation of Mr.
Decastro, had a mind to live retired
from the world; but, while the house
was getting ready for him, he retired
from the world in a way he did
not expect, for his lordship died of
an apoplectic fit, occasioned, as Dr.
Grosvenor said, who was called-in
whenhemight as well have been called
to York, by the excessive joy he felt.
wpon the news of his-affairs being so °
well
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well settled, and himself and all his
concerns disembroiled from the world.

We are running a little before the time
here, but must say a few words, and
beg the reader. to excuse their coming
a little out of order, upon the meeting
between his lordship and Mr. Grove.
The Hindermark family were on a visit
at the castle; when Lord Budemere,
who came from Paris as soon as he got
the better of an illness, which held him
there several months, arrived, not unex-
pected, for he had named his day, when
the first person he fixed his eyes on,
coming into the room, was Mr, Grove.

People who have been bred in courts
will meet the devil himself without g,
sign of any emotion ; his lordship paid
his respects to all persons present with
that ease and elegance which good
breeding gives a man, and coming to
Mr. Grove he offered him his hand,
which Mr. Grove refused, making his
lordship a bow in silence. ¢ I think,
sir,” said his lordship a little angry,

“ after
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% after ‘what' happened at Bath,.the
léast you could expect was any offer
of civility on my part; the moment I
saw you I came to a resolution to be
silent upon it, and take, perhaps, a fit-
ter opportunity to get your unaccount-
able behaviour there explained to me;
but'I confess that, for some reasons, I
am not sufficiently master  of myself
to wait' for such explanation beyond
the present moment, explain your ab-
rupt departure, sir, and your ill usage
of me and my family !"~-Upon: which
Mr. Grove was carrying his nose, as
his custom was, up to his lordship’s
ear, i order to deliver a little whisper
into it, when Lord Budemere stept
back; for when a man is angry with
another he has no mind to come near
‘him, unless he means to knock him
down—* Speak out, sir, that all may
hear that apology which, I am sure,
there is nobody present but must needs
expect me to call for.” ¢ Did your
lordship see Mr. Pettycraf't,” said Mr.’

Grove



( 260 )
Grove in a low voice, which was little
else than a whisper, “ before you left
Bath #”"—¢ what if I did not, ” said the
peer.—¢ Then, my lord,” resumed Mr.
Groveinawhisper,—*Speak aloud, sir,”
interrupted Lord Budemere ;— Per-
haps, my lord,” continued Mr. Grove,
still whispering, “your lordship may
think even a whisper a little too loud :
should I communicate the contents of
that paper,” putting Lady Charlotte’s
anonymous letter into his lordship’s
hand, in the lowest whisper man ever
gave breath to.—Lord Budemere read
the letter, and turned as pale as death:
~—he immediately made some excuse
to speak to his servant, and left thev
room.—Everybody present was anxious
to know the contents of the paper;
but Mr. Grove said, in a whisper, “it
was some secret matter between Lord
Budemere and himself,” and put the
paper very coolly into his pocket. The
butler presently came in with a mes-
sage from Lord Budemere to Mr.
Graove,
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Grove, who 1mmed1ately left the room;
what passed between Mr. Grove and
his lordship we never could find, any
Further than that Mr. Grove promised
him not to reveal the contents of the
letter ; and his lordship could not have
found a man, if he had picked out one
dumb from his mother’s womb, who
could keep a secret better. His lord-
" ship and Mr. Grove presently returned
with casy faces, and the rest of the
party, coming from the1r dressing-
rooms, all walked into the dining-
room, and sat down very sociably to
dinner.—But these thmgs befel some .
months after the present time, to which
we.-must now return. *

We fear that we shall be deemed
incxcusable by some, while we shall, -
perhaps, get heartily thanked by others,
for omitting some very pretty love
scenes between Genevieve and Acer-
_bus, and some sweet love letters be- .
_tween George and Julia, who were
cruelly parted by Old Crab for romp-’

ing
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ing together, and only allowed to write
to one another until the day came to
be married, when memorandums of the
former, and copies of the latter now
lie spread beforc us; but as the letters
would fill a world of paper, and the
memorandums another, we earnestly
beg to be excused bringing them all
in here, notwithstanding they are very.
full of kisses and other sweet things.
Should they be very eagerly called for,
however, we.will keep them safe under
lock and key, and publish them all in
two volumes, or twenty-two, if they
liold out, by way of appendix to this
our history.

Genevieve, after she had tumbled,
about in the water till she was cool,
dressed herself and left the bathing-
house; but, instead of returning to.the
castle, where her old apartment was al-
wayskept for her use, instead of return-
ing tothe castle whereshe would be sure
tomeet Acerbus, shebentherstepstothe
ferry, and, passing over, walked home,

medi-
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meditating -upon what had befallen.
The coldness of the water and lapse of
a few hours had now, in some degree,
allayed the tumult which the philoso-
pher’s unexpected attack had occasion-
ed, and, after a little fluttering upon it,
she brought herself to a mind to let
him marry her as soon as he would,
_but was not without her fears that he
would be very slow in his approaches,
and in-some alarm too lest he, by the
next day, might forget all about his
offer. She went to bed in such an odd
way that neither Lucy, nor her old
nurse, could tell what to make of her,
and sometimes thought she must have
had a quarrel at the castle where she
had dined that day. Lucy asked her
if she had got the cholic, and Old
‘Nurse watched her eyes to find if she
were going mad. ‘Whatever were the
matter with her, however, they were
sure she had not lost her appetite, for
she ate up two cold chickens, with four
plates of ham, and drank a quart of
strong
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strong beer before she went to bed.

The next morning she arose very merrx,

and sung all the while Lucy dressed
her; as soon as she had done, like one
who was out of her wits for joy, she
took Lucy by her waist and kissed her

cheek, and told her she was a’ good
girl, for she had not stuck above halfs
a-dozen pins into her all the time she
was dressing her; and, to say the truth,’
Lucy’s hands shook so at seeing her
miistress in such an odd taking, that she
did nothing But prick her all the while
she dressed hers—She had no sooner
sat down to, her breakfast and put the
first dish of tea to her lips, when the
bell rang, and in came the philosopherto
pay her his first visit.—* Ah, my pretty
Jenny,” said he, “my sweet, sweet,

sweet sweetheart, I need not ask, when
1 see those roses, how you do.”—Saying
which, he would have kissed her; but
Genevieve, what could ail ‘her? gave
him a great push which laid the phi-
"losopher at his full length on the carpet.

—The
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—The phildsbp‘béi, however, jumped up,
and neverstood torubhis elbows, which
were the first thmgs that came to the
ground but re-attacked her with great
spirit, upon which she called him an im-
pudent coxcomb, and asked him to sit
down and breakfast with her: he told
her he had already breakfasted, and, as
- he could not stay long, would tell her
his errand in few words; and, taking
her hand, said, “ My pretty sweet
Jenny, will you marry me on ‘Saturday
next?” Genevieve dropped her face
upon her bosom and blushed; raising
it presently she gave hip/a kind look,
ahd said, ¢ thatis Julia'’{ wedding day.”
—“T have got a ring and a licence,”
quoth the philosopher, putting them
down upon the table; come, “ we four
will make one day of it: say the word,
my sweet Jenny, will you marry me
on Saturday?"—* T will,” said she:—
“then thus,” quoth the philosopher, I
cliim you for my wife,” and put the
VOL. III N’ ring
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ring upon her finger to see if it fitted
the pretty thing it was made for, and
it made it tingle just as if a nettle had
stung it. Now when two people who
are going the same way together,
happen both to be in a humy, it
falls out well cnough: this day was
Saturday, so one week brought the
two weddings together. Our philo-
sopher, who differed from every body
clse, in every thing else, differed
{iom other folks in this thing amongst
others; for, whereas, most men court
a woman first, and then get her con-
serft to be tmarried afterwards: the
philosopher mide surer work of it;
he got her consent to be married first,
and courted her afterwards, which,
having read in old books how change-
able a thing a woman is, may be the
best way.  There was no fear of Ge-
ncvieve, however, whose mind the phi-
losopherknew very well already. Now,
reader, we would glve a penny to know

whether
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whether you would chuse rather to
stay and dine with Genevieve and her
eccentric lover, walk with us to the
farm, and see with how much -grace
sweet Julia bore her lover’s banish-
ment, or run afterLady Charlotte and
Harry Lamsbroke, and see what amends
she made her lover for all the hard
rubs he had suffered for her sake; but
we must let them run where they
please, and do what they please, and
say nothing more about them, at least
at present; and, indeed,tany reader'of
common sagacity may guess what it
was that they ran away foy: they owed
one another a spite, ary}\vere willing
to be revenged, and, when they re-
turned to the castle, they brought a
pretty little boy with them as a proof
of it. But SirJohn Lamsbroke, Harry’s
father, getting intelligence of the affair
between Lord George E. and his son,
came to a quarrel with him upon it,
when a duel was the consequence,
in which Lord George was shot’

N 2 through
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through the heart. Sir John stood his
trial upon the matter and was ac-
quitted: hearing that some clown, who
worked on Old Crab’s farm, had as
good as saved his son’s life, he sent
Old Comical a present of a hundred
guineas, which Old Comical how-
ever returned, with his best com-
pliments, giving Sir John to under-
stand, at the same time, that he was
not the man which Sir John Lams-
broke took him for.

CHAP-
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CHAPTER VI,
( In Continuation, J

Juria, whose wedding-day came on
apace, was much engaged in making
her wedding clothes, which she begged
to be permitted to do, notwithstanding
the remonstrances of the great family
into which she was coming, and if she
bad brought as much moaey as she did
excellence and beauty into it, George
Grove would have been :z rich as any
man in the world; but fhere was no
lack of moncy there, tl;ld Mr. Grove
made his son such an ample allowance
that Old Crab objccted to it, and said,
“ it would turn the young people’s
brains:” so Mr. Grove took Old Crab’s
advice to increase the allowance by de-
grees as emergencies might require,
wisely judging it better to sink the
weight of money upon the young man’
by little and little, by which he might
N3 . be
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be the better prepared, and, too, the
better enabled, to bear it. Julia, re-
siding so long at the castle with Ge-
uevieve, Lady Charlotte Orby, Mr. and
Mrs. Decastro, and other fine folks who
came there, got so polished and refined
as to become, with grace, the high sta.
tion which she now was rising to; and,
to amuse her mind in her distress, both
Genevieve and Lady Charlotte had
taught her many things which are con-
sidered to be indispensable ingredients
in the elewarz‘t composition of a gentle-

woman
Genevieve,\ﬂs soon as. the philoso-
pher left her, sent her servant with two
notes of invitation to Hindermark, one.
to George Grove to come and meet
his friend the philosopher at dinner, and
the othier to Mrs. Kerry Tacklecrack,
his old maiden aunt, who was come to
Hindermark to be present at the nup—
tials of her nephew George: this invi-
tation pleased the old lady very much,
who loved, she said, to see appearances
saved,
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saved, and a little prudence in young
women ; for Genevieve made no secret
_of Acerbus’s addresses, but told her the
stowy at full length, leaving out the
kisses, whicli gratified the old virgin
with being made a confidant : so at four
o’clock—Genevieve dined early in sum-
mer for the sake of a walk in the even-
ing,—at four o’clock the philosopher
and her other guests arrived. Now
we have looked into all our documents,
hints, records, and memorandums, but
cannot find what Gendyieve had for
dinner: this is very v%atious; how-
ever, we must content gurselves with
knowing that she cesiainly had some
dinner, because we find it said that,
after dinner, Mrs. Kerry Tacklecrack
(Kerry is adiminutive of Kerenhappuk)
spake as follows:—* You have a very
pretty cottage here, Miss De Roma.”—
“ Yes, madam.”—¢ You have furnished
it and laid out the gardens with great
taste and elegance.” “Iam glad you
think so, madam.” “ Had youall your”
N 4 furni-
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furniture from town?” “Yes, madam.”
*“ Were you. your own architect?”
“ Yes, madam.” “ You have shewn
great taste in your choice of spot.”—
“So they say, madam.”—* Yes, in-
deed, and with very great judgment,
because I think so; Iam a great critic
in these matters, and have great ex-

perience in building, furnishing, plant- .
ing, laying out land, and making wa-
ter; but you have the lake just before
you, so you necd make no water, and
that is a lu "ky thing; for there are
situations an;l places when one cannot
make water, i‘f\' one would, to save one’s
life, and ne platk: can be pretty witheut

water in it, or near it.” “ Very true, «
madam,” quoth Genevieve, “ I love
water vastly.” ¢ There are so many
pretty spots here that, I think, you
must be greatly puzzled which to chuse;
but you cannot sce a bit of the castle
from any other: herc you get an elbow
of it, an angle, and that determined
" your"—¢ It did,"madam.”—¢« Lawk-a-
daisy,
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daisy, well, I thought so, if I did not
I’ll be whipt.” Uponwhich Genevieve
-and Madam Tacklecrack retired o the
dra¥ing-room, and left George Grove
and the philosopher to drink a glass
of wine together, and toast their
sweethearts.—As soon as they got
‘into the drawing-room, Madam Tackle-
crack went off again :—¢ So, you will
be married next Saturday, Miss De
Roma?” « I shall, madam.”—¢ Lawk-
a-daisy! O! well, I think I could never
bring my mind to be makried.” “ Why
not, madam?” “ O, why} I can’t abide
young children: and if I were to marry
I should have ﬁfty—do you mean to
suckle? I dare say you will be able to
do it"—*“ Good heavens!” madam.—
“ Good heavens '—why, the men can’t
hear us; we may talk over our own
matters, surely : it is a woman’s duty
to suckle, and if she does not suckle
‘she will have no luck with her chil-
dren: it is unnatural in a woman not
to suckle; what's Her milk sent for?

N5 Not
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Not to be physicked away—I hope
you mean to suckle, Miss De Roma.”
—“"Dear madam !"—* A’worhan cgn't
love her child, Miss D¢ Roma, who
will not suckle it; but what will you
do with your husband, when you have
got him, bring him here?” « Yes, ma-
dam.” ¢ You have decked out your
bridal chamber very prettily, I warrant;
will you let me see it?” “ Yes, madam;
these doors will pass you intoit.”— O
you must cony: and explain things :—
bless me, wh# a pretty bed! Dear me!
These true-lolze-knots are very pretty,
very pretty, indeed; well, on which
side will you put your husband, hee?
I dare say, now, you have it in mind
on which side you will put him,
hz? You must put him on your left
side, and then he will lie next your
heart.”—* My good madam !”—« Well,
well, well, what a sweet pretty quilt!
—What'is this, what is this? the mar-
tiage of Cupid and Psyche upon it!~—
As I'live you will not lie under all thesce

blankets?
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blankets’—Well, I never saw a bride’s

chamber so prettily furnished '—Well,

+but which is to be your hushand’s
dr&sing-room; he can’t dress before

you, you know, that won’t be decent?”

—¢ Here it is, madam.”—¢ Lawk-a-

daisy-o, how sweet and pretty; but

“which is the bridc’s closet? « This is
my dressing-room on this side, madam,

if you méan that.”— Blue and gold,

vastly neat, indeed ; but stay, I don't

sec any kisses about your bed; don’t

you know how to make Risses out of ri-

bands?”—¢* No, indeed, jadam ; Inever

heard of such things.”—¢ O dear, dear,

dcar—a bride’s bed without any kisses!

—1I never knew such a thing; I will

make you some kisses and send them

to-morrow —here—they must hang just

hiere, a long festoon of them—bless my

heart alive ! I was sure I missed some-

thing !—Well, I will send you some,

*but you must be sure to tell yo;lr
husband what they are, he, Miss
De Roma? You must promise me
NG that,
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that, or I will not show you how to
make any, I won’t indeed: there are
smgle kisses and double kisses; the
singl¢ kisses must hang here, and then
after the single kisses come the double
kisses, and they must hang here; and
then after them comes the tassel, that
is a great bunch of kisses tied all to-
gether, and that must hang here, just
here, over little Cupid’s head, that is
the right place for the tassel. O how
sweet the roses and the mignionette
smell here 7—Pear me, Miss De Roma,
well, you haye a great deal of taste!
What beautiful furniture! How ele-
gantly disposed!” “ Madam, you do me
excessive honour; but really, if you-
suppose these apartments were fitted
for the purpose which you have hinted
at, you make a mistake; indeed, there
was not time; for it was this morn-
ing, no longer since, L assure you, when
my lover and I fixed on our wedding-
day.”—« Fiddle faddle,” said Madam
Kerry, “ I know better,” and upon this

they
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they returned into the diawing-room,

“ Oh dear me, oh deéar me, oh dear
me!” quoth Madarh Tacklecrack, throw-
ing*her person upon a sofa, “I havebeen
so troubled with the cholic ever since
I havebeen at Hindermark this time—so
pinched—whether it come from drink-
ing claretafter dinner,or eatingsomuch
oftheirmonstrous great windy brocoli—
soteazed withsucha pushingand thrust-
ing in my bowels, so plagued with such
a maundering and wambling in my sto-
mach, so disturbed and as{onished with
strange noises and squabbting in my in-
testines, such piping and singing, such
quaverings, trillos, and sounds of music,
that I dreamed last night, after eating
a cabbage and a half for my supper,
that I had the whole band of the
Royal Horse Guards in my stomach !—
Oh! then I waked in such a condition!
in such a tempest of wind!—Oh, Miss
De Roma! is your good old woman at
hand? Don't ring the bell, for then
your man will come;*can I get at your |

‘ " old
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old nurse? I hear a noise in the next
room.”—* It is nurse,” said Genevieve,
upon-which she called the old woman.
—< Nurse,” quoth Mrs. Kerry, “a thim-
ble-full of that noble cogniac-which I
tasted here the other day—justa thimble-
full.”—*“Ihope, madam,thatcruel wind”
—quoth nurse, and would have talked
a little, if Madam Kerry had notinter-
rupted her ;—¢ yes, nurse, go and get
the brandy, and we will talk about it
afterwards ;” vpon which off went old
nurse as fast 4s her corns would let her
go, and cam} into the drawing-room
with a bottle of brandy in one hand,
and a tumbler as big as a fire-bucket in
the other, which Old Comical, who*
got hold of the story, called Madam
Kerry’s thimble ever after. In the
glass was a table-spoon, which made
Madain Kerry start—¢ what’s that spoon
for, nurse?” said she.—* I thought, ma-
dam,” quoth old nurse, “that it werea
.sup of brandy and water.”—* Water!
nurse,” said the old maiden, * water!—
no,
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nd, nuise, I am too bad for that this af-
ternoon; pout-away, nurse, pouraway,
poyr away ; I say, pour” away, pour
away, bless me! cover the bowl of
the spoon, nurse, pour away! O’ my
conscience, the woman Hhas the crimp
in her shoulder, pour away, I tell
you, I can wait no longer; was there
ever such_a narrow-mouthed bottle
in the world —come, give me what
you have squeezed out.—So: very good
—this is proof:: very goxd, indeed !—
this is old Tom.”—* Would you chuse
another little drop, madam ” said old
nurse. “ Stand still, nurse; stand still:
don’t be in a hurry—stand still'-——what
d’ye think of that, nurse? There! again!
—there! there! there! that last was
the best of all>—Now, nurse, won’t
you believe that T was troubled with
the wind ?” # I'fackins, madam, I hope
you are better {—An empty house, they
sy, is better than a bad tenant.” Ge-
neviéve threw herself flat upoh herback "
upon & sofa, and laughed till her sides

. ached!
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ached '—¢ Hold still, nurse ; hold still:
—now go and cover the bowl of the
speon—not one drop more—with boil-
ing water—no, no, stay: leave ‘the
brandy-bottle by me; one can’t tell
what may happen while you are gone
a mile for hot water,” said Madam Ke-
renhappuck ; “ I'may die of the cholic
before your poor old corns will bring
you back again—there, sef the bottle
down there; that will do very well :—
what a fine rich colour it has,” said the
old virgin, lo’i)king through the bottle;
“ I wish I may die,” added she, with a
hiccup, “ but this same brandy is very .
goodin flatulentcases. Upon my word,

Miss De Roma, the cholicis no laugh®
ing matter.” ¢ I really beg ten thou-
sand pardons, madam,” said Genevieve;
“ but you have such a droll way with
you that I think I coulddie of laughter.”
Old nurse now returned with Madam
Kerry’s thimble, and a table-spoonfull
. ‘of hot water at the bottom of it; upon
which Madam Kerry poured out all

: the



( 281 )
the rest of the brandy, and, giving old
nurse the empty bottle, said, « that will
do, at present, nurse; if I fall ill after
thi®, hold another bottle ready at a
moment’s warning.”—* Yes, madam,”
quoth.old nurse, and was going, when
Genevieve, who might well be glad
of a little fresh air, told her to bid the
footman carry the tea and coffee into
the green-house, which was furnished
like a pretty sitting-room, and walled
round with all sorts of sweet herbs,
shrubs and flowers. Upen which Ma-
dam Kerry put the brandy and water
where it ought to be, at least into the
best place which she could find to. put
it in, videlicet, her stomach, when she
and-Genevieve walked into the green-
house, and Genevieve was glad enough
to leave the room, for it smelled like a
brandy-shop. She was just going to
ring the bell, when Madam Kerry
stopped her hand; « Come,” said she,
“ you are in such a huiry to get your
lover into the room; you shall not send *
for
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for him yet; I must have a little talk
with you, and first I must give you a
little good advice: I know you are
very fond of farming, but you must
leave off working on your uncle’s farm
now you will be married, hoeing and
reaping and scrambling about; it will
be very improper, not to say any worse
of it, and your custom of throwing
yourself into the water when you are
hot must be left off too; it is always
a very dangerous way, but you think
you have a ‘constitution to bear any
thing; and you must be content to
‘walk and leave that helter-skelter trick
of running from place to place, and
Jjumping every ditch that comes in yowm
way; this is harum-scarum, and rantum-
scantum: the strongest people are al-
ways in the most danger : lugging gates
off the hooks, girthing your own horse,
hauling garden tubs, pots, and boxes
about, drawing of water, and the like
toiling and moiling must be let alone ;
it must indeed: O’ my conscience you

will
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will come five years before your timc
else!” “ [ am extremely obliged and
hagoured by yourgood advice, madam,”
said Genevieve, “ and take it asa proof
of the friendship which you have so
often expressed for me: to collect wis-
dom for the use of one’s friends is to
i)ut one’s pains to the best of all uses,
for we cannotenterupona new scene ot
life too well guarded against the dangers
which may occur in it; and, to be told
before-hand what they are, and how to
provide against them is, of all others, the
most valuable, as well as the most friend-
ly piece of information ; but now, if you
please, we will take our tea and coffee,
madam.” “ One moment, one little bit
of amoment,” said Madam Tacklecrack,
who would have talked until midnight,
if ‘George Grove and the philosopher
had not come, uncalled, and followed
the footman with the tea and coffee.

* If a man were to go out a-hunting
and find two women exactly alike and

bring them home yiih him, how folks’
7 would
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would stare at them, and what a tatk
there would be over them'!'—and yet
the wonder seems to lie all on the other
side, videlicet, that among so many it
should not be an every day matter.—
Genevieve and Julia were certainly no
wonder of this sort, for no two women
could ever differ more, and yet b¢
greater friends. They got a good deal
together in the course of" this week
which was to make two brides of them
before Sunday morning, to talk the
important matter over; Julia was all
love, fear, and bashfulness; Gene-
vieve, gathering courage out of an-
other’s fears, seemed to think that she
should stand her ground without fear
and trembling : if a woman catches a’
man, or a rat, 'tis all one, she i3 afraid
to meddle with either, for fear they
should bite her fingers: It is wonder-
ful to see how folks will laugh at fear
when it is at a little distance, and how
they get the fidgets when any terrible -
"thing is at hand ! Genevieve’s joy was
s0
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so Ymmoderate that she would have
played at leap-frog with Julia if she
had a mind to the game ; she was as
n™ as the moon could make her—if
a man had taken the moon in both
hands and squeezed all its juice into_
her brains she could not have been
more mad for her heart. This comes
of overrating things, setting greater
store by them than they are worth;
let people marry, as they may to their
heart’s content, marriage is no Paradise
after all; there will be bitter herbs
enough in the pot, and their being un-
expectedly found in it will make the
broth none the more savoury: Ad-
zooks ! folks thought that the philo-
sopher must marry a woman without
a skin at last, for a man might have
sworn that Genevieve would have
jumped out of hers before Saturday
morning !—As for Acerbus he never
moved a muscle.—Come, come, don’t
stand chattering here, come to the wed-
dings!—Very well, gourteous reader,

we
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we.will carry you as fast as we can, go
—What the devil comes of so much
spurring *—tumbles and bruises, bro-
ken bones not soeasily mended —fid¢!c-
faddle! to the weddings !—To pity the
impatience of ladies and gentlemen
who are doing us the honour to read
this our history, we will now proceed
to say, that after a week spent in due
preparations and preliminaries the
happy day arrived, and, as good luck
‘would have it, it was one of the finest
days that ever was seen in the world,
so bright and so sunny that Old Crab
read the marriage cercmony without
putting his spectacles on !—As soon as
it was over, Genevieve was in a great,
pucker to get out of sight, for, on
some account, she did not like to be
stared at, nor Julia cither, so the two
brides and the two bridegrooms took a
walk together, that is, for we would
not be misunderstood for the world,
all together: Now the plan was laid
out in due order by Madam Tackle-

crack,
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cradk, thatall the good folksshould meet
at the castle to dine, after which Gene-
vieve and the philosopher might Te-
titeto her cottage if they pleased, and
George and Julia steal away to the
house built by Mr. Grove, and now
ready for their reception, in the pretty
meadow before mentioned. Now,
good reader! if we thought that by
any extraordinary effort of imagination
thou couldest form a conception of
the joy of this said dinner at the castle,
we would leave thee to picture to thy-
self this scenc of mirth and extasy—
but we do not think thou canst—and
yet we cannot describe it—so must
e'en leave it to thine imagination after
all.  When the ladics retired after
dinner to the drawing-room, Gene-
vieve, for some unaccountable reason,
left the party and was seen to walk
down to the water-side, for that was
all the intelligence that could be got—
and was not afterwards to be found!
Acerbus, who went out to look forher
amongst
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amongst others, saw her hat ﬂoatil‘xg on
the lake, which, taking a boat, he
picked up at a great distance from the
shore; this gave good reason to concltide
that she must have fallen inte the water
and be drowned. Men and boats and
nets were instantly employed to search
for the body, but, although the search
was continued for a week, it could not
be found. Acerbus, after erecting an
clegant cenotaph in his uncle’s church
in honour and memory of poor Gene-
vieve, retired to Oxford under a load
of sorrow.—The disturbance and con-
sternation which this melancholy event
occasioned is, and must be, left to the
conception of all such as read this his-4
tory, for we think that it will not be
expected at our hands to attempt any
description of an indescribable thing.
Poor Julia, though in the arms of the
man whom she loved above the world,
could find no pleasure there, but spent
‘many days and nights in bitter lamen-
_tation for the loss of one whom she so
\ much
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mch loved, and by whom she was
loved so well. A more awful instance
of the uncertainty of human happi-
. fi¥ss, perhaps, was seldom seen than
this, or one for which the minds of ail
whom, it concerned were less prepared :
But having much on our hands, we
must leave it to the reader to moralise
as may best suit his humour or inclina-
tion, and pass on to another strange
event which took place soon after the
above. .
Amongst other relations who came
to these weddings was Sir John Lams-
broke,” Harry’s father, who married one
of Mr. Decastro’s sisters, a man of
great fortune, fashion and vices, and,
not having any better employment,
cast an evil eye on the beautiful Julia,
and laid a plot for her destruction.
He concealed under smiles, and much
sunshine of face, a deep grudge which
he owed Old Crab, her father, with
whom, it may be remembered, he had
a severe quarrel in the affairs'of Lord’
VOL. III. ) Bude-
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Budemere : he held out reconciliatibn, .
however, in order to take a deeper
revenge as opportunities might offer,
and which he could not so well avail
himself of if he held off in anger for
what was past. Seeing Julia, amongst
others, more especially overwhelmed
with grief upon the late melan-
choly event, he invited her . and
George Grove and Mrs. B. Decastro
to Lamsbroke park, insinuating the ad-
vantages which a change of scene
might give to minds oppressed with
sorrows: Old Crab demurred a good
deéal upon the matter, but when he
found that Julia’s husband was to be of
the party, and, to add weight to the’
invitation, that Lady Lamsbreke, who
was in a very bad state of. W
wished exceedingly to see her niége
and give her her blessing upon her mar-
riage, as she thought she had but a
little time to live, he at last consented,
and the party sat off together in Sir
John Lamsbroke’s travelling carriage

for
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tor” Lamsbroke park, which was about
fifty miles distant from Oaken Grove.
In the middle of- their journey ‘they
stopped at an inn in a little town to
dine; as soon as dinner was over
George Grove and Mrs. B. Decastro
fell fast asleep in their chairs, and Sir
John said to Julia, “ Mrs. George, we
will, if you please, take a little walk
in the town, and when we return these
good folks will have had their nap,—
and be ready to proceed.” But Julia,
so cautioned by her father, made her
excuses, and would by no means trust
herself alone with her uncle. He made
light of it, however, and said, ““ well, I
will walk out by myself, and return
presently.” It was now getting dark,
and Julia, a little surprised at her un-
cle’s stay, and the long sleep of her
mother and her husband, attempted to
awaken first one and thén the other,
but in vain ! it now grew darker, and
whlle J ulia was trying totouse George'
o 02 . * 'Grove,
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Grove, four men came into the room
with crape upon their faces, and
forced her away, calling and screap:-
ing to her husband for help to no
purpose.

CHAP-
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‘"CHAPTER VIL

What becomes of Julia—a strange thing befals Old
Comical—the consequences thereof.—Old Comi-
cal as work again.

OLp Crab had dispatched Old Comi-
cal with orders to see a lot of fat oxen
delivered safe into the hands of a dro-
ver ; which, having done, and return-
ing through a wood, Old Comical was
alarmed with a clap of thunder, sure
sign that a storm was a-brewing:
upon ‘which lionest John, who always
thought a dry coat was better than a
wet jacket, tacked his horse about and
returned to an inn which he had just
passed in the wood which was the only
house within ten miles of him. He
rode up to the door and asked for sup-
per and a bed, pulling out the frill of
his shirt to show the landlord his clean
linen. Whereupon the landlord called
him “Sir,” and said he might have:
‘ 03 supper,
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supper, but all his beds were engaé’ed
as he was in expectation of much com-
pany. Upon this Old Comical rode
into the yard, put his horse into a warm
stable, and, after seeing him well fed
and rubbed, walked into the house to
take care of himself. * Major Domo,”
quoth Old Comical, “I will lie here
to-night if I lie with my horse !”—for
it rained and thundered very much at
that time. The landlord said that
there would neither be room for lhim
nor his horse, for all his stables as well
as his beds were engaged, and more«
over he must make the best use of
his time to eat- his supper, for hie could
not stay there another hour. Olde
Comical, who had seen the world - and
something in it ‘before to-day, picked
a suspicion out of the landlord’s man~
ner that made him a little curious:
*“Look ye,” quoth Old Comical, “give
me a bed, or I will sit up and see what
guests you expect here in the middle
of the night, old boy, depend upon it.”
The
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THe landlord looked perplexed, and
very much like a man who was not
Dbest friends with his conscience ; call-
ing his wife aside, after a little talk
with her he came back presently, and
said to Old Comical, “ Sir, if you are
not afraid to sleep at a distance from
the rest of the house we can make a
bed for you in-a room over the stables,
you may ‘go to it up these stairs
througlya passage. ‘“Shew me a room
with a good bed in it,” quoth Old
Comical, “and leave the rest to me,”
and thereupon sat down to some fried
eggs and bacon and a quart of strong
beer well seasoned with nutmeg and a.
toast. While Old Comical was eatmg
his supper, he observed much ado in
the house with airing of beds, and great
fuss and preparation for the company:
which mine host expected that night
at his house: As soon as he had sup-
ped, and indeed his landlord thoughti
he never would come to an end of ¢at<
mg and drinking, the innkeeper-and’

04 his
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Tis ‘wile seemed a little too anxioud fo
get tum to bed not to raise Old Comi-
cal’s curiosity, who called for a pipe
and a bason of half-and-half by way
of grace-plate after supper. “ Old .
Cock-a-doodle,” quoth Old Comical to
mine host, “this is rare tackle,” point-
ing to his liquor; ‘ come, bring a
glass and taste thine own,” whereupon
he lighted his pipe, and bléw a sheet
of smoke over the landlord’s shoulder.
The landlord however pleaded hurry
and expectation of guests in. excuse,
and said, he wished at that time for his
room rather than his company : upon
which Old Comical finished his pipe
and his punch, oiled his boots, called®
for a candle, went to bed, and
presently to sleep, nthithstanding
thunder, lightning, wind and rain, in
addition to no little curiosity to know
who was coming that night to the
house, and what. mighty reason there.
could be for getting him out of the
Way ; for that there was a reason was
evident



( 297 )

evident enough, though want of room
was put for it when Old® Comical was '
~as good as turned out of the kitchen.
When a man goes to bed tired it is
not the tinkling of a purling- stream
that will keep him awake, and though
Old Comical got into bed with his
“breeches and stockings on, meaning
to steal dQwn stairs presently and take
a'look at those guests which had made
such a bustle in the house, he fell
fast asleep and slept soundly from nine
o’clock until one in the morning, when
he was awakened by a carriage driven
furiously to the house attended by
some on horseback. Upon hearing
the wheels Old Comical jumped out of
bed, and, creeping to the window,
opéned the casement with as little
noise as possible, and held an ear out of
window ; “all on-a sudden he heard
some woman scream with all her might
and call for help, and, what astonished
him the more, he thought he'’knew the,
voice! Upon this he dressed himself
C . 035, as
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as fast as he could get liis'clothed o,
some-of which were not feadily found
in the dark, and, if it had not been-
for a great flash of* lightning he ne«
ver would have found his wig, gent:
ly ‘opening his room door, he ‘stole
down a staircase which led into a
long passage where a large screen’
was placed, behind which he lay by
to watch for farther intelligence:
He locked his room door, however;
prudently enough, before he left it,
lest another should get possession of
his bed, and he thought he might as
well return to it again as pass the re-
mainder of the night in a cold passage,
which was one of those wise reflections
not at all unusual with Old Comical.
He had not been many minutes behind
the screen before he heard the feet of
several on the stairs, upon whiclrhe:cut
a-hole in the screen with his knife, and
put his eye to it to:see what was to be
seen ; and presently he saw: four men
with crape upon their faces bring seme
' lady
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ladly by main force, for she struggled
violently, and screamed as loud as a
. handkerchief bound. over her face
would permit her, attended by two,
women with candles in their hands,
and qarry her into a bed-room, which
was oppesite to the screen behind
“which he stood, when, coming near
him, he sot a view of the lady’s face,
and saw with no_small surprise that
she was Julia! In the room Old Co-
mical saw a bed which was opposite to
the door, and upon this bed he saw
the four men put Julia, who was at that
time quiet enough, for she had fainted
away ; there they left her in charge of
the two women, and came out of the
room. In a little time the two women
came out also, and one said, “ that
fainting fit came just in good time, we
should-have had trouble enough. tq put
her to bed else.” Upon. which Old
- Comical put his eye to the hole jn the
screen and saw one of the. women bring
away Julia’s clothes, and shut the
o6 room
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room door. Now all was dark in the
passage when Old Comical heard one
speak these words:  What is this:
man?” The voice that answered he
knew to be the landlord’s. ¢ Pleasc
your honour, heis some farmer, or
drover, for he talked about oxen.”—
“Where is he ?” ¢ Far enough out of
our way ; we put him to bed jn a room
which is over the stables.” ¢ The de-
vil take this fellow—it will not do here
—she must be carried further,” said
the voice.© I can lock the man up,
if that be all,” said the landlord ;  for
we have a door in the passage to
his room, and bring you the key.”—
“Let it be done,” said. the. voice.—
When Old Comical heard one go and '
Jock some door in the passage near his
room and return.  All now was silent
uwpon which Old Comical came from
the screen, and poking his way in the
dark got hold of the lock of the room -
door opposite to it, and opening it,
felt his way to the-bed whereon he had
; secn
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seén the four men pugglulia, and grab-’
bling about it witl™Ms hands, soon:
-found her in it. - She was at this time-
recovering from her fit and began to
stir, when Old Comical put his mouth-
and nose close to her ear and said, “ it
is I, madam, it is John Mathers come-.
to take you out of harm’s way.” Poor
Julia kney his voice in a moment,.and .
cried ‘out, “ O John, save me! save
me !"—and immediately fell into an-
other fainting fit; whereupon Old Co
mical gathered Julia up in the bed-
clathes, which he wrapped, sheets and.
blankets and quilt, well about her
body, and being a sturdy.fellow, took:
her up in his arms and contrived to get -
out of the room with her into. the pas--
sage after some few rubs against. the -
walls. At that moment a foot was
heard as of one-coming up a stair-case, ,
and the flashings of a distant light just:
served to show Old Comical his sereen |
in time, behind which he carried Julia, .
and stood beating his brains, for what"
had
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hadbest be done. Presently two catne--
intethe passage-and. walked:up to the-
screen, and one said ¢ Which is -the
room ?”’ some woman answered, ¢ That.
is the door with a key iniit, sir.” ¢ Is-
all quiet in the house ?” said the other,
the woman said all were gone to bed.
“PDo you the same,” said the first,
“ and leave me.” Old Comical did his
best to get a sight of these talkers, but
they did not stand within the field of
his eye-let-hole. One, however, went
away. Old Comical, who wanted to
get a sight of the man that stood wait-
ing in the passage, as it seemed, till
the woman was gone, put Julia upon
the ground. behind the:screen, and
begged of her to be still, for she was
come to herself again, when the man,
whoever he was, opened the room ‘door
to which he was directed by the we-
man, and went into it. Old Comi-
cal at that moment slipped out of his
hiding place, locked the door upon
him, and putting the key in his pocket,

- took
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irr.the bed-clothes; and. carried’ .her:
Jdown the stairs‘in the dark. Now when.
a 'man wants to' get out of a house the:
first thing he searches. for is the door,.
and Old Comical presently found one,.
but he-might as well have run his head
against a wall, for. it was locked and
the key taken away. This was un-
lucky, for he knew he had no time to
lose; he could not expect the man
whom he had locked up in the bed-
room would long rest contented, for
he had asked Julia a few questions,
and though he guessed at his intentions
he had now ne occasion for any furs
ther guesses. Old Comical, finding
this door locked, very wisely said no-
thing to it, though some perhaps in.his
situation. would have made it a.long
speech, called it names, as cruel, in-
human door, and the like; but he;
more prudently, turned away from it,
and groped out his way into a room
and found a window ; -but if the door
was
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was locked the window was as$ cruelly
barred with great iron bars, as he-soon.
found to his no little discomfiture,  so.
all he got for his pains was a mouthful
of fresh air. when he pushed up the
sash,.which, by the way, was a. great
refreshment to poor Julia. Old Comi-
cal now began to find himself in a very
comical ‘situation, and how long he
had to live he did not know, but
guessed his time would be short if he
were taken in the act of stealing a wo-
man and the goods upon him; though:
he had quite as much right to her as
they who had stolen her before him.
At ene time he thought about fighting;
but he had no weapons but his fists,
and what were one pair of fists against
four or five men whom he knew to.be
onall hands of him? He had ‘much
ado to keep . Julia quiet, who was
frightened almost out of her senses,
and would ‘not. be left a moment, or;
_putting her” down, he might have
searched a good deal better for some

2 ) hole
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hofe to have crept.out at ; but where-
soever he went he was forced to carry
- Julia along with him in- his arms, for,
swathed up as she was in-sheets and
blankets, she could not use her legs:
In cases like these fear is sure to come
to add to a man’s troubles, and what
was still worse, he had Julia’s fears to
contend with as well as his own. “ The
devil take the house,” quoth Old Co-
mical, as he staggered along some pas-
sage which led to the kitchen, where
seeing a little glimmering light at a
little distance, he stopt to listen, but
heard nothing. Noise is a very . terri~
ble thing in a dark house, but as.good
luck would have it, none was heard ;
so he proceeded, aund, by the.smell of
fried bacon, found he was hot far off
the kitehen; in he went,.and found
that a few bright coals in. the bot-
tom of the grate had given the small.
light which he had seen. It is wen-
derful how much courage a little
light will give a man in certain’
cases :
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casés: Old Comical took heart at ¢he
sight of it, for having been so. long in
the dark it served him to see a great
deal, and amongst other things .the
door which opened out of the kitchen
into the yard, but though it showed
him a door, it showed him at the same
time that it was locked, like the other,
and the key taken out of jt! Over
this door hung a great bell, which Old
Comical very well knew to be one of
the means to open a house if it were
put to its right uses, and he never re-
membered to have been in.such an
opening humour in his life: silence
having so far stood him in but little
stead, he took it into. his head to try
what noise would do for him—now it
came to.pass that the fire gave a little
blaze from a piece: of wood coming in-
contact with the living coals, and
showed Old Comical a large pair of
nankeen breeches, which were hung
over the back of a chair to dry :(—upon
“which Old Comical took a pair of

: tongs,
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tougs, and holding the said small-
clothes close to the flame set them on
.fire; . and, running away with the
blazing breeches: to' the stairs foot,
called out fire as loud as.he could bawl
for his heart:- Julia, whom he had left’
upon a chair in the kitelen, screamed’
as loud as she could, and'gave furs
therance to Old Comical’s. plan- by
adding to the uproar, who came run<
ning back into the kitchen, and tak-
ing a long spit, rang. the bell. which
hung over: the door with all his might:
Now the ory of: fire, the screaming of
Julia, the ringing: of: the great.bell,
and the smell of the burning smalls
clothes, soon raised the whole house.
Down came the landlord, and.down
came his wife, down came the cham-
ber~-maid; scullion, and cook; naked as
they were, for of all niglts in ‘the
world this they thought’ the most
upfit for them to die in; four or five
others, spurred by an -evil:conscience,
came tumbling down stairs affter them;

it for
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for in these hasty cases if one foof
slips, which was the case here, down
come all above—down they came, and .
all in the dark, for the breeches, which
Old Comical had.flung blazing on the
stairs, had now burned out, and mid-
night took again its turn to reign!—
all the doors in the house were pre-
sently opened, and Old Comical, who
had slipped into a little parlour with
Julia in his arms, now made a push,
and ran out with her into the wood,
which grew on all sides of the house:
setting her down upon some moss at
the foot of some great tree, he fell
a-laughing till he dropped down upon
the ground. Now the situation of the
good folks in and about the house was'
whimsical enough, they were all in a
puzzle, all naked, and all in the dark:
by whom they had been alarmed they
could not- tell, nor what part of the
house were on fire could any see, but
they all thought the devil was come to
fetch them. When Old Comigal .had
got
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got the better of his fit of laughter,

whose merry chuckle did Julia more

- good than any foolish thing put to her
nose, in the form of salts; hartshorn,

or burnt feathers, the next thing he

wanted was his horse, but how to come

at him was a little perplexity. - If Julia

would have sat quiet a little Old Co-
mical would not have wanted address

to have brought his horse off and him-

self too, but his wit was wanted nearer

home, for he, at that instant, heard a

rustling amongst the boughs, when

some man, who saw a white figure at the

foot of the tree, called out ¢ Here she

is!” speaking, as it seemed, to others

who were within hearing: upon this

Old Comical leaped up, for he was

_sitting near and comforting- Julia,
struck the man on the face with all

his might, and laid him at one blow

at his foot; then, catching up Julia in

his arms, he carried her further into

‘the wood : the sky. clearing a little at_
that time, he made a httle double, and’
came
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came round into the tarnpike road,’
when, hearing wheels at a distance, as
luck would further Jave it,. a returned
post-chaise came -up,, into which ‘Old
Comical put poor Julia, and bade the
post-boy make the best of his way to
the next town, for he had got one sick
in a blanket that had met with an
accident, and wanted help.- By the
time the post-boy had driven about
two hundred yards, Old Comical
called to him to pull up, and draw
the chaise behind some bushes, which
so well concealed it from the road that
all the world might pass by day and
not suspect a carriage to be there.—
Julia, with some difficulty, had been
prevailed upon to let Old Comical go
back and fetch his horse, in which
there seemed the less danger.as none
could tell what he had done, and .if
the worst came she had now the means
of getting off; Old Comical certainly
. bad no mind to lose a good horse aud .
a new saddle:and .bridle, ‘which had:
“ : ) brought
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brought him down ‘upon the nail for
ninety-five pounds and four shillings,
-whereupon to-go a-courting to Madam
Fuuostall of Dillies Piddle, for Old
Comical, it may be called to mind,
could do great things now, being lord
of the manor of Cock-a-doodle: we
say he had certainly no mind to lose
his hors&>cbut he had a farther view
in returning to the house, he had a
mind to try if any intelligence was to
be got as to who, and what they were,
who had forced Julia away from her
friends: coming back to the inn,
which he could scarce see, for the
night was very dark, and the sky full
of the blackest clouds, he found all as
still as death, and as to getting -into
the house there was no difficulty at all
in that, for the doors' were all wide
open : it seemed as if all were gone to
bed again, and left the doors open to
air the house; upon which Old Comi-
cal,” who had a voice as loud as any"
three men you could find in the mar-

Kket,
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ket, began to call out for the ostler,
and for his horse, and threatened to
pull the stables down; out of which,.
after a great-deal of calling came a
voice, but it sounded more like a
groan than an answer: Old Comical,
however, made up to it, and, after
three or four tumbles upon the dung-
hills, by which he got nothing but
dirt,—what should he, when he fell so
soft P—he found the stable door which
he opened, one thing a door is made
for, the other thing being to shut—
but let that pass—it is the business of
.the historian, however, to instruct, as
well as to amuse his reader as he goes
along—but let that pass too—* Ostler,”
quoth Old Comical, “ what the devil
is come to this place to night? bring
out my horse, I'll stay no longer, bring
out my horse, I say, or I'll bring you
out by your ears!” « Sir,” quoth the
ostler, “ you have hit it—the devil,
.and lie has been long expected here,
is come to this place to-night—he has

beeu
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bogn just seen by, my.mastes, and they
.are all mwax and left pe: ta:go to
bqu? by.. .mygelf} , they, drive such a
trade herg that L wonder the | house Bas
Jot, ‘heen, swallowed up:by an carth-
quake—a, pagk oE them haye. brought
a lady into it to, mght and now they
have ra,vushcd and murdet;gd her ;hey
are su;&xsed at; seemg the.devil, and
who, shodld théy look. for pext?”
“ Who brought h¢r.?” quoth Old Co-
{mcal “ Why,” quoth he, “ ’tis some
lord or baronet, Jcan’t hit on his name,
and that is no wonder nel»ther, for I
never. heard lt, but somebody that game
wnth hlm callcd him Sir Somcbody
Somethmg, and that i swear, though I
kiow the devil is within ten yards of
me at this moment, for I heard him hiss
when you called, sir.” “Ts nobody in
the house?” quoth Old Comical.” “Not _
;oul sir—we all ran out together,
aad I had gone with the rest if I had
ngt ‘tumbled into the 11orsepond ™
And the, ostler spoke thc teath, for
“Yor. 1r ’ ’ ou
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Old - Coniical, notwithstauding de
groped his way into the house agam,
and searched and called- till he was .
tlred could find no soul in it. When
he came back to the stables he found
the ostler standing with his .horse
réady saddled and bridled, which he
immediately mounted, and, what was
very uncommon with Old, ®omical,
rode off without paying his bill: he
had now, however, as good a reason
for so doing as ever he had in his life,
for there was nobody to take his mo-
ney, except the ostler, whom he could
not persuade to take even the money
for his horse, alledging that every thing
that belonged to the landlord belonged
to the devnl and, as the devil mlghf
brmg him to account for it, he did not
care to meddle with the money; so
Old Comical came off scot free, but
with no. other intelligence than that
some lord or bgronet had carried Julia
1o this place, that the name of the inn-
keeper was James Watkins, and the
sign

Cl ety
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sign of the inn was the Nag’s-head,
When he returned to the chaise he
found poor Julia in a peck of troubles
at his staying so long, and nothing
could satisfy her but his tying his nag
to the chaise horses, and getting into
the chaise,

CHAP-
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CHAPTER VIII.

Further Accounts of Julia—more comical Tricks of
Old Comical.

OLp Comical, not finding any body
in the inn, and for this reasonyémongst
others, because there was nobody in it,
returned, as we were saying, to Julia,
and got into the chaise by her parti-
cular desire, thinking, as it appears,
that the nearer she was to Old Comical
the better: this shows, reader, how a
woman will stick to a man at times,
Old Comical, having now a little lei-
sure, and little else to do, began to ask’
Julia a world of questions about her
coming to the inn in the night, and
with people who seemed to have no
very good intentions. Julia, poking
her nose a little way out of the blan-
"ket, spake as followeth: “ I have
already told you, John,” said she,  that

I was
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I'was dragged out of a room at an
inn by four men in masks wheré my
mother and: my*hagband were sitting.”
—¢ Sitting !” quoth Old Comical,
“ why they did not sit stil and look
on, did they?” « They certainly did
not look on,” said she, “ for their
‘eyes were shut and they fast asleep.”
“ What‘-asleep"’ quoth he, “ why
did'you not waken them?” “ I could
not do it,” said she, * and there was the
wonder, for I had been pulling them
and calling to .them for some time
before these men came into our room,
and could no more waken them than
I could raise the dead! when some
held me fast while others tied handker-
chiefs over my eyes and mouth, and
then I was pulled away and ‘put into
sothe carriage.” ¢ But what happened
when these rascals got you into the
carriage? no harm, 1 hope,” quoth he.
“None other, John, than binding my
‘hands, and holding me fast,-—*—except'
'gomg ata great rate, some part of the .

P3 carriage
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carriage was broken, and we were

stopped- a long while on the road be--

fore it was made fit to go on with us;

while this repair was making, 1 was

threatened to be instantly shot if I
struggled or made the least naise: it

was promised me that no harm should

happen to me if I was quiet; after

some time we went on aga’iﬁ'z before

we stopped at that frightful inn, some

other man got into the carriage, for it

rained, who smelt very sweet of es-

sence of roses; I have great reason to

think that it was my uncle Lamsbroke,
for he smelt so much of essence of
roses when in the carriage with .us,

that the smell made my mother’s head

ache, and she put a window of the

coach down: well, as soon as .this

person got into the carriage the hoirid
‘part of the thing began, which was
none other than a dispute which of
them should .come.into my room first

as soon as:I was put to bed.in the inni!
©One of the men, and I think it was he
who smelled 50 .much of roses, spoke
1 . i‘i
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in'a feigned voice:—the dispute grow-
ing serious, one proposed drawing
lots: for me as soon as they came' to
the inn, and this put an end to the
altercation. © John! mno soul can
conceive what I have suffered ! I did
not faint away, however, before you
'saw me forced into the room opposite
to the screen—you know the rest.”
« Yes, madam,” quoth Old Comical,
o and as sure as.gver ane man’s neck,
whom I could name, deserves an
halter more than another’s, Sir John
Lamsbroke is the man that managed
tlfis business.” It now began to dawn,
and Julia was in a sad pucker about
her person, for what with her anxiety
upon her husband’s and her mother’s
account who were like to go dis-
tracted when they awoke and missed
her, and came to a knowledge of what
had happened, which she thought,
of course, they could not fail of ob-
taining from some, who must have
heard her cries, and wntnessed the
4 transac-
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transactmn, for, though éhe‘was blind-

‘ folded at her ﬁrst ‘seizuire,’ skig"had an
1dea that some attemipt was made to

rescue hér ; “what with" thése feelings,

and the great Joy‘of het fortutinte de-

‘Jiverarice; she had almost’ forgot that
she was without 'any cléthes except

her chiemise: she’ had, however, a

blanket and one of the sheéts, the test

of the bed-clothes béing‘lost- in-the

wood, but they were so ilt disposed

about her that she' was afraid, when

day-light came, Old Comical a3 well

as others, would ‘see more of her per-

son than came to their share: of this

she could not help expressing her

fears, and began routing about in tie

chaise td get better covered, and make

“the most of the sheet and the blanket,
complaining, moreover, of being cold.

This put Old -Comical to- his - wits
again,” which rarely failed him at a
pinch, and he stopped the chaise;
when he got out of it, and telling Julia
to’ pull uip all the blinds aud put:-herself

right



(.91)

-right - in_, the: .middle, of the blanket,
lerwmgut ;to.-him .to. pnt thé sheet
.about her, ,ogg;‘,all‘l,_‘“h_c Alrew _his knife
-and eut.a.dozen long skewers out of a
hedge : how, at:the word of command,
re-éntering. the chaise, ,after Julia had
made . g; wh_lmsxqal qgg.‘gf the straw,
which lay very thick at the bottom, of
sit,,. Andsput her person'right into the
middle of the. blanket, he took the
sheet, and wrapping her well up in it,
skewered her into it at all corners,
-savé one at her head, just as a butcher
would skewer up a pig’s body in a
cloth, after he had stuck it and scalded
the hair off; a thing which Old Co-
mical had often done for Madam Fun-
stall, when he had stuck a pig at
Dillies Piddle. J ulia now, felt - ‘warm
--and comfortable, and, be;ug nmch ex-
hausted, fell asleep in.her corner of
the chaise: after which only one thing
* happened of considerable moment: be-
fore they came to the next town, to
-which the post-chaise was oniits return
P& when
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when Julia was put into .it, and that
was, Old Comical changed his quid of
tabacco. . ,
Now this town lay in the way to
that from which Julia had been. carried
by force, and Qld Comical would have
Jbargained to take the same chaise on
to prevent the necessity of taking
Julia out, and finding an excuse for
such an odd piece of luggage, .which
was skewered up in the manner afore-
said; but as the horses only belonged
to the inn-keeper where the chaise
stopped, and the chaise to another, a
change of chaise and luggage was
found by Old Comical to be quite
unavoidable. It was now day, the«
doar of the chaise was opened and Old
«Comical alighted first, when a porter
came, officiously enough, to take out
ithe gentleman’s luggage. * What do
Yyou. charge for standing out .of the
‘way,” quoth -Qld. Comical, shouldering -
thie. porter into the kennel, “ you must
.go-to.my lord if .you .nceds. must.be
paid
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p.aid a shilling a step, which you will’
not get from me unless I was sure that
the next step you took would carry
you to the gallows!—stand out the
the way !” Saying which, Old Comi-
cal skewered up the moyth of the sheet
and blanket over Julia’s head, which
had been left open for air, and taking
her carefully in his arms, carried her
into the house and begged for leave
to put her into ‘the larder.  What
have you got there, farmer?” quoth
the landlord. * A porker,” quoth Old
Comical. “ It is a very large one,”
said the landlord. “ It weighs ten
score,” quoth Old Comical. * Why,”
said the post-boy, who stood by, with
a grin, “ you told me you had got a
sick man in the cloth, when you got
into the chaise, master.” * You grin-
ning, fool,” quoth Old Comical, ¢ if .I
had said I had a piece of meat in it, it
"were odds you had refused me a place
in the chaise, and turned opt 'in. the
rain to make room for it.” .‘*.I wish.L

- r6 may
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may be hanged if 1did not think 1
heard you and the pig talking ‘together
as [ came along,” quoth’ tli¢ post-boy.
“That’s no wonder,” guoth Old’'Comi-
cal, “ for T talked to it ‘afmost all:the
way we came, asked it how'it felt itself
in the hot water ‘Whetr 7ts* hair was
scalded off its back ‘@nd belly, and
how it liked to be'stuck 7 - If Old
Comical had gone ‘on‘a little- lﬁﬂger
Julia would have felt*a laughing apon
the shelf of the larder, and frightened
the folks out of their witts: and it was
as much as Old Comical could do to
prevent one or anothier pulling out the
skewers to take'a look at his pig; the
chaise, however, which he ordered, wag,
now ready, and Old Comical, taking a
vast luncheon of bread and cheese, and
two bottles of strong beer into the
carriage with him, after having, with
great caré, placed Julia in one corner,
paid the post-boy well who brought
them to this placé, and away he went
shaking ' his . sides with laughter, in

: which
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which Julia could not help j Jmnmg for

her heart. |
But, however Old Comical might
carry this matter, suspicion fell upon
him at the inn, and first from the post-
boy who drove him to it,, who told his
master that he was surg all was not
nght_, that when he passed the Nag’s-
head in the night there was a strange
disturbance, and screaming of women
in it; it had always been a house of ill
repute, and he had seldom gone by it,
especially in the night, without hearing
ill words and quarrels there; but he
verily thought the people were all mad
when he came by it this time, for, by
the help of a flash of lightning, he saw
men and women running about naked
in the road, some calling help, some
fire, and some murder: he flogged his
shorses on with all speed, for he thought
it might be as well for him not to stop
“there and come in for a share in the
hanging: the post-boy added that he
had not got above two hundred yards
on
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on his way -beyond the house, before a
man ran up to the heads of his horses,
and called to him to stop ; he told him
it was a returned chaise and nobody in
it but the driver, who had not half-a-
crown in his pocket. It was no rob-
bing business, .it was answered—there
was a sick man wrapped in a cloth, and
places were wanted in the chaise—and
though the manmight notbedead then,
it was his firm belief that he had died on
the road, and that, perhaps, of wounds
he had received in some quarrel at:Wat-
kins’s house. “ No, no, master,” sub-
joined the post-boy, *“ it was no pig
that was skewered up in that cloth, but
a murdered man, depend upon it.”—5
‘“ O’ my conscience,” said the landlady,
‘I thought the pig had the longest
hind legs of any porker I ever saw—
I'm sure it was a man’s body in the
cloth, and —” she was in such a talk-
ing humour that she would have talked
. at least for an hour, .if one, who had
heard the postboy’s story, had wuot,
. come
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conie in, in .a.violent hurryy.and.said
.that there. was. blood :in the:chaise'!—
Now- certainly this blood might have
come from a.dead pig, and no murder
.committed any further than the stick-
ing of* a porker came to; but see how
folks run away with things; all posted
away to the chaise, and blood, it is
true, was seen smeared upon the lining
of it, and the straw very wet at the
bottom too, which might come from
some dreadful unknown cause; these
things together made up a horrid mys-
tery ; as for the blood it had flowed
from Old Comical’s knuckles who had
cut his hand when he knocked the
man down in the wood ; and as for the
wet straw the cause thereof must be
left .to the reader’s sagacity. This
story ran like wild fire, the town was
in a great perspiration in five minutes,
seven and twenty women were turned
.into warm water, and.a ghost was seen
walking out of the church-yard ! Ma-
gistrates .were consulted, constables

sent
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sent for, seven and forty Horses ‘were
saddled, ancl a pursuit of ‘Old Comical
" immediately set on-foot:  But Old Co-
‘mical well knéw'tlie' ways of the wofld
—he had too keen a nosé not to smiell
suspicion at the inn beforé any dog of
the best scent there.”  Driver,” said he
at the door, loud enough for a man to
hear him a mjle, ¢ go to such a place.”
“ Driver,” quoth Old Comical again,
as soon as he got out of the town,
“ tack about, and go directly the con-
trary way.” Now when Old Comical
heard what a galloping there was after
“him upon the very road which he never
“went, heflurig himself upon the ground,
as his custom was, and laughed till je
was out of breath ! —

"Now it came to pass after a few hours
spent upon the road, and Julia, for the
first time in her life, had eaten bread
and cheese, and drank strong beer for
her breakfast, they came to the inn

- where she”had been snatched. up ‘the
day before and carried by others where
"~ she
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she had no mind to go heggelf. Before
they arrived at the door of thz ing, to
which Old Comical had l::pen directed
by Julia, he skewered her up in her
sheet, as before, over head and ears,
and, - taking & pocket ink-horn out of
his pocket,,writ a direction upon her
in capital letters, as follows, videlicet :

For
GroreE GRrovEe, Esq.
Crowx INN,
Carriage 10s. 6d.
With care.

 Waiter,” quoth Old Comical, when
they stopped at the inn, * is one Mr.
Grove in this houser” ¢ There is a
gentleman of that name here, but he
went to bed a little mdmposed and is
not yet risen: what is your business
with him?” ¢ I have a small parcel
for him,” quoth Old Comical, pointing
to Julia, as he alighted from the chaise,
who was laid upon the seat of it with
the direction ip sight, and well it might
be,
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be, for the letters were as large as <he
direction upon a broad wheeled wag-
gon. “ A small parcel,” said the wai-
ter, grinning at the huge direction,
“ a small parcel ” * You fool,” quoth
Old Comical, ¢ show'me the way to
to the gentleman’s bed-room; I am
charged to deliver the parcel into’
his own -hands, for some careless
rascal or other might put it into
his pocket and forget to deliver it;
show me the gentleman’s bed-room I
say, what d’ye stand grinning there for?
—why the fool must have come into the
world grinning through a horse-collar!
get along first and show me the room !”
Upon which Old Comical carried Julia
in his arms up a stair-case, and knock-
ing-at a door to which the waiter point-
ed, upon the word of command he
entered it with his parcel. ¢ What
d’ye want ?” said George Grove, with-
out seeing Old Comical, for the bed.
curtains were drawn round him : 5
have brought a little parcel for you,

sir,”
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siry” quoth hein afeigned voice : ““Put
itupon the table,” said Geogge~-« Ten-
and-sixpepce to- pay for it, sir, and
what you please for the porter.” “Very
well,” said George,  tell the waiter
to pay for.it, and give you a shilling
for yourself.” #Thank your noble
~honour,” quoth. Old Comical, and left
the réom. Not expecting any parcel,
and a little surprized at the charge
upon it, George poked his head out
to take a look at it, when he saw a
great 'long thing lying on the ground
skewered up in a white cloth. Julia,
finding herself alone with her husband
could -hold no longer, but cried out,
“.Come and unpin me, O my dearest
hushand !”—Upon hearing the parcel
speak, .Gieorge jumped out of bed,.and
began pulling out the skewers which
pinned up Julia, .and upon opening
the sheet and -the blanket found with
.great astonishment his wife as naked
as a worm in .the middle of them !—
“Upon which he caught her inhis arms;
- and
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and carried her to his bed, and after a
flood of tears, and some kisses of j oy,
she told him a story which if it did
not astonish him, reader, he must
have been made of other matter than
ourselves, But it is fit, that we. leave
Julia and her husband togcther to sa-
tisfy one another in all matters relating
to this strange event, and give some
account of the edd way in which the
people of the inn found Mrs. B. De-
castro and George Grove after Julia
was packed off. The landlord, not
satisfied, perhaps, with finding the bell
belonging to their room so very quiet,
in expectation it is like to have tea
and coffee called for, sent in a waiter
to look a little into matters, and ask
what their stomachs served for ? when
the waiter, upon his coming iuto the
room found both Julia’s mother, and
her husband, lying at their full length
on the carpet !—and, to all appearance,
dead! [le ran immediately out of the
yoom, for' fear of their ghosts, and

told
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told his master and his mistress what
a sng‘ht lie had seen ' Néw ﬁmeﬁ peo_
pfe are dead Jt is hugh tnme‘to send for
the doctor to fetch them to life again:

One came and upon due examination
of the bodxes found life' in both, but
shut up in’a deep sleep after having
_tned the old' fasbloned ways of pulling
of noses aud pmchmg of ﬁngers, &e.
in vam, “he Tooked at some who ‘$tood
by and sald they were two lost cases;
however he would go to his shop and
return a little better prepared to deal
with them : which he did, and, after
a great deal of trouble and some hours,
he prevailed upon Mrs. B. Decastro to
open her eyes and ask for a little small
beer: after being treated in a way
which the doctor thought proper, she
was put to bed in a half senseless state,
or, it may be supposed, that she would
have called for. somethmg better. than
small beer.  Poor George had like to
have, awakened in another world, fp_t
do,what the doctor could, he was not,
- as
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as it seemed, to be awakened in this:
but, as good luck would have it, after
a long pull and a strong pull between
slecp and the doctor, he so managed
matters as to pull George’s eycs open
oncemore! Mrs. Decastro put to bed!
surely this could never be right—hold
your hand a little reader—she was put
to bed, but the doctor followed her up
and routed the old lady about in such
a terrible manner that if she had swal-
lowed a barrel of poppy-juice poppies
and all she might have gone to the
devil, but she never could have gone
to sleep. Now the doctor having
brought his two patients to their sensés,
and put them in a sure way to keep
them, began to make enquiries int8
their diet at the inn, for he said they
had both been laid under the power of
a strong opiate. He proceeded to ask
if any part of their dinner remained,
and if any liquors of which they had
partaken could be brought him, thé
landlord answéréd that every thing

which
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which came out of ;their rdom had
been consumed in.the house. Not sa-
tisfied with this he returned to the room
wherein they had dined, and began 'to
look on the side-tables for the wine
glasses and decanters, mugs and other
things, but every thing had been care-
fully cleaned and put inits place: when,
casting' his, eyes by accident on the
carpet, he saw- a little phial lie, and,
taking it up, found that it contained
a few drops of laudanum at the bottom:
‘“ aye,” quoth the doctor, “ see what
comes of folks dosing themselves, and
not calling in one of us to teach them
the proper use and quantities.of medi-
cines.” He immediately returned to
Mrs. Decastro’s room, and was soom
undeceived as to any self-dosing in the
matter ; for both she, and George
Grove, declared that they had taken
no medicine at all. Ypon which the
doctor, finding his patients might be
safely left, went out of the house in a
great puzzle; and said he would call

again
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again in the cgurse of a few hours:
But how came they not to miss Julia?
that- will be answered, reader, but
whether to your satisfaction we must
leave to another. Julia was the first
thing that George Grove asked for,
and the second thing which her mother
did, for, as it hath been recorded, the
first thing she enquired for was small
beer. Upon which enquiry, that is
for Julia, a note was given to Mrs.
Decastro which contained the follow-
ing words : :

To Mrs. B. Decastro.
Dear Madam.

“ I send this note to inform you and
Mr. Grove, that, as the evening is lik8
to be very stormy, I am come to a re-
solution to put off our journey until
to-morrow : you will find us at my
good cousin’s, Mr.: Pitman’s,- about 3
mile out of town, where we are expec-
ting you and Mr. Grove; come to ys
‘a8 soon os you ¢an.”

A Upon
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Upon this, Mrs. B. Decastro -and
George Grove would have gone there;
but, as the house of Mr. Pitman was
at a mile’s distance out of the town,
the doctor objected to their leaving
the inn that night, whose objections
were not like to be much opposed by
‘any in their situation : George indeed
felt a little uneasy at Julia’s absence,
but had not a guess at what had hap-
pened, and as for Mrs. B. Decastro,
she believed every word of Sir John
Lamsbroke’s note as much as if she
had read it in the Bible. Thus stood
matters when Old Comical came in
with poor Julia, who, as soon as he
had put the wife, where she should be,
into her husband’s bed-room, walked.
into the kitchen to ask what news were
stirring in the town? ‘ Nothing new
had happened,” the landlord said, of
late. “ No!” quoth Old Comical,
« what sort of a house do you keep,.
Old Boniface, for it to be no ‘new
thing to have a lady carried ng(;k and
heels-out of it by main force, screaming

VOL, ILI. . @ as
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as if she would be murdered?” Upon
which one of the fair sex standing by
called him a lying rascal, and would
have crammed a rag-mop, which she
held, into his mouth, if Old Comical
had not parried the weapon before it
touched his countenance; he’ then
asked the landlord if he knew any
thing of the matter? who said there
must be some mistake, for no such
thing, that he knew of, had hap-
peued in his house. Upon this the
landlady, who had heard what was
said, roared out, *“ You had best blast
_our house, you lobsterfaced scoundrel,
hah?” Old Comical saw which way
the waters ran in a moment, and
calmly replied, « Well, well, a mgn
may pick up a lie and no great harm
done, 1hope there’s no offence, Ihope
there's no offence, your sign is as clean
as a penny, your sign is as clean as a
penny.” ¢ Clean! aye,” quoth the
landlady, “I should be glad to see the
blackgyard that dared to throw a bit
of dirt upon it as big as a sixpence,

scorch
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scopch my four quarters if I would ot
spoil the dog for the sign of a man! la-
dies forced out of our house, indeed!
and we stand by and look on!—
Scorch my arteries if I would not stick
a spit into the first villain’s body that
said such a thing here!” ¢ Come,
come,” quoth Old Comical, let’s
have no more of this—bring us a.
bowl of half-and-half and put a toasted
orange into it stuck with cloves and
cinnamon—come, come, let’s have no
more of this—pipes and tobacco, some
sawdustanda spitting kettle—let’s have
no more of this—let’s have no more of
this—no intention to set your petti-
»coats on fire, my good lady hostess,
no, no intention to set your petticoats
on fire—mix the good stuff, mix the
good stuff, let’s have no more of this.”
‘ You are a little too hard upon the
gentleman, Peg,” quoth the landlord,
and that shut her up. Old Comical
held a bee in his bonnet, however,
and had very little doubt whichsto be-
Q¢ lieve
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lieve, the landlord, the landlady, or
Julia: Now it came to pass as he was
sitting with all his tackle about him at
the kitchen fire, in came the doctor
who had attended Mrs. B. Decastro
and George Grove: Old Comical knew
his colour in a moment by anivory pipe
that stuck out of his breeches’ pocket,
and asked him to toast his nose, aund
take a glass of bead-proof with him.
The doctor, upon this, cocked his or-
gan, and took a glass of punch with
Old Comical: after a puff or two,
Old Comical and the doctor measured
snouts together, and the doctor told
his errand at the inn, but Old Comical
smoked away and said very little. Pre-
sently the doctor observed that it Swas
time to visit his patients, and knock-
ing the ashes out of his pipe, thanked
Old Comical for his polite invitation
and went up a staircase. lle was
scarce gone when Sir John Lamsbroke
-walked into the kitchen with his head

bound‘in a handkerchief, and, seeing
Old
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Old Comical, “ So, Master Mathers,”
said he, ¢ what brought you here?”
Old Comical stared with some little
wonder at the sight of him, and said,
his master’s business brought him
there. “ You seemn surprized,” said Sir
John, ¢ atseeing my head bound, but
‘we have had Julia taken from us by
force by some ruffians, and I received
a severe wound in my attempts to
rescue her : four fellows came upon us
as we were walking in the town, in
the dusk of the evening, forced her
into a carriage and ran oft’ with her; I
instantly seized a horse that stood ready
saddled at a door, and rode after them
as fast as I could, overtook them, and
attacked them single handed, but was
soon knocked off my horse and left
stunned on the road.” At that moment
Julia, who had got a supply of clothes
out of her box, came into the kitchen
to bring Old Comical to tell his story
to George Grove, but, sceing her
uncle, darted away as if she had seen

Q3 a lion :
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a lion: the sight of her threw Sir Johu
Lamsbroke into some astonishment,
arid that was like enough, for she was
the last person in the world he ex-
pected to sce in that house—it threw
him into something else too, viz. some
small fear of getting contradicted in
his story. Old Comical smoked his pipe
and Sir John Lamsbroke foo, at the
same time, but held his tongue: yes,
Old Comical was a wise man, for he
knew when to hold his tongue: after
drinking he would put a cork in his
mouth to keep the liquor from taking
air, and getting dead in his stomach.
Curiosity, we suppose, may be put
down amongst our appetites, Old Cyp-
mical, for his part, however, felt very
hungry for a little more news upon
this matter, and went out a-gossipping
for that purpose: he saw plainly, for
he had his eyes in his head, that Julia
could not be in two places at once,
and this she must have been for her
story and her uncle’s to be both true:

there
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there was little reason to suppose that
her’s could be false, for what could
induce her to tell a lie? Old Comical
therefore went out to beat for intelli-
gence: now it will happen at times
that’ the truth will be told out of
spite; bLeing in the inn yard, he saw
the Jandlord give one of the ostlers
a kick, it was just the thing he
wanted, and he made the best of it
while the iron was hot. ¢ Is that the
way the landlord pays his .men their
wages ?” quoth Old Comical to the
fellow. ¢ The devil take him,” said
the ostler, rubbing his bottom, ¢ I
have a mind to blow him, we had a
young lady carried out of the house
last night, and have been all of us paid
to keep the secret.” ‘“ Oh,” said Old
Comical, “ she came with Sir John
and another lady and gentleman, that’s
no news to me.” * Yes,” said the
‘fellow, ““ and went away with Sir John,
for he and my master, and twp others,’
forced her into a carriage and went off

© Q4 with
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with her.” ¢ Step this way,” quoth

Old Comical. ¢ No,” said the fellow,

“1 mean to step another;” and ran

out of the inn yard in a moment. Old

Comical could run as well as he, hav-

ing had some practice in running, he

followed the fellow like smoke, stuck

to him like a leech, and drew the fol-

lowing particulars out of him: that

Sir John, though he had been foiled,

was determined not to give the matter

up, and was, at that moment, prepar-
ing matters for a second attempt: he

loved Sir John as well as he did his

master, he said, but was afraid he

should never see both of them hanged

in the same day, it were too much fus

ever to come to his share, he had done

nothing to deserve such a holiday as
that. Upon which the fellow tied up

both Sir John and the landlord in one
hearty curse, and, making a furious
plunge, broke away from Old Comical

“leaving part of his jacket in his hands,
turning a corner he was out of sight
m
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in a moment. Now amongst other
parts of the said jacket the fellow had
left one pocket with Old Comical in
which he found the following note.

To Sir Harry St. Clair, Bart.

DEear Hagrry,

GET out of town directly, and have
your carriage ready at the wood side
close by Denham’s barn : we shall have
her now : she’s come back to the inn:
I can’t tell you more at present: we
gave up the pursuit on our road—the
carriage we heard go off was only a
returned post-chaise, we overtook it
at the first town, it contained nothing
but a farmer who had a pig wrapped
up in a cloth, which was the white
thing you saw put into it: mno other
carriage passed the turnpikes between
the hours of one and four.—To your
‘post, Harry.

Yours ever,
Joun LaMSBROKE.
Q5 Poor
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Poor Julia was still surrounded by
Sir John and his gang, who were upon
a sharp look-out for another opportu-
nity to accomplish their purpose: but
Old Comical smelt a rat. It will not
be much amiss in this place just to
state the situation of the parties :—
John Mathers, alias Old Comical, had
now found out that Sir John Lams-
broke was the man who took Julia
away, and, by the bottle which con-
tained some laudanum being found in
the room where George Grove and
Mrs. B. Decastro lay asleep, readily
- suspected that he had stupified them
with an opiate to carry his design upon
Julia, and in these conclusions the
doctor, who was an honest man not-
withstanding he was an apothecary,
agreed : and surely the way to the
said conclusions lay all down hill: Old
Comical, who had heard of the terrible
quarrcl between Old Crab and Sir John,
‘was not much at a loss neither to find
a reason for such a revenge, and Sir

John
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John forelaid his ground very well to
escape a discovery; but when the
devil tempts a man to commit a great
sin, he cannot bhe satisfied, and be
hanged to him, without bringing him
to shame in the very upshot of all his
glory, but this is not acting like a
gentleman. Now in regard to Sir John
himself, he was bent upon his design,
and, as he had found Julia, had every
reason to expect, with' the help of
some grave and pious people of his ac-
quaintance, who at this moment beset
the house where she was, that he
should certainly carry it on a second
attempt. He found, upon inquiry,
that Old Comical was the man who
brought Julia back to theinn, and fell
to question him upon the matter; but
Old Comical told him such a confused
story that Sir John took it for granted
that he must have been drunk when
he first got hold of Julia: for Old
Comical’s memory was sadly perplexed
upon the matter, and he talked about

g Q6. houses
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houses on fire, thunder, lightning,
murder, and the devil : at last Sir John
was e'en forced to give the matter up,
for he could get nothing but confusion
out of him: but as he did not even
then seem to be sober, Sir John' ex-
pected that the lie he had told him
would be forgotten, and took courage
upon it to tell Julia’s mother and hus-
band another ; he expressed his sorrow
at what had happened; and great joy
at the safety of Julia, showed the
wound, and he took off the bandage
on purpose, which, he said, he had
received in an attempt to rescue her,
-and from the effects of which he was
carried senseless into a house in the
neighbourhood, where he lay some
hours before he came to himself; to
the truth of which he brought in one,
who said he was the owner of the house,
to swear, and that the man did in the
most solemn manner; Sir John went
on to say, that he was that moment
come to ‘the inn, the first moment his

surgeon
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sdrgeon would let him stir, and a sur-
geon, or one who called himself so,
was called in to attest it; that he had
sent people in every direction to re-
cover Julia: that one of the waiters,
who* was sent out of the way, had ab-
sconded from the inn, who was no
doubt the rascal employed by these
ravishers to put some intoxicating drug
into the wine, or other liquors, which
George and Julia’s mother had par-
taken of, and he begged leave to call
to the recollection of the parties that
George and Julia’s mother alone had
drank white wine at dinner and after
it. Having said this, and much more
to the same purpose, he assured them
that he had procured four stout men
well armed to attend the carriage,
and that now they might proceed on
their journey to Lamsbroke Park in
perfect security. Old Comical, who
held an ear at a keyhole, took an
opportunity to give the parties a hint,

and
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and they put Sir John into a sort
of fool's paradise; whatever he said
was believed, and whatever he pro-
posed was agreed to. The party put
themselves under Old Comical’s di-
rection, who was sober to nobody
but George, Julia, and Mrs. B. De-
castro. Old Comical knew how to
bite a man, he was an old dog at
that. George Grove asked Sir John
how he could write a note from Mr.
Pitinan’s, when, by his account, he
had never been there ? Sir John said,
being determined to go there, he had
written the note at the inn, before he
went out; he then related what he
did to rescue Julia, when he re-
ceived the wound on his head which
stunned him, and left him senseless.
Julia acted her part pretty well, but
trembled sadly, at times, especially
when her uncle came into the room
and began to question her upon what
had happened, but that might very

' well
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well be attributed to the terrible sub-
ject of those questions, and Sii John
seemed willing enough to do so: Julia
begged to be excused coming to par-
ticulars until she had recovered from *
the'shock which so dreadful an affair
must very naturally be supposed to
have given her, and hoped her uacle
would be content, at present, to know,
that she bad received no other injury
than a terrible fright : when her mind
grew a little calm she promised to sa-
tisfy him in every thing, and added
that she was sorry he had received any
injury on her account:_ perhaps she
told a fib, .but when one is in a great
flutter one scarcely knows what one
says. Great philosophers hold that a
man never likes a knock on the head,
‘more especially one that brings him-
covered with blood to the ground,
now Sir John was a philosopher of
this sect, who had received a blow on
his pate as hard as Old Comical coutd
strike it for his heart, that cut him

~open
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open and sct him a-bleeding like a pig,
and he felt a strange surmise that Old
Comical was the man whose fist it was
that gave the blow, or, in other words,
that he had received the blow at his
hand: now there are some gifts which
a man of generosity wishes to return,
a knock of the pate is one; ¢ John,”
said he to Old Comical, * we shall go
presently, will you make one with us to
guard the ladies?” “Iam onmy master’s
business,” said he, staggering about.
“ How long shall you stay in this town
John ?” said the baronet. *1 shall stay
in it till I leave it,” quoth Old Comical.
“ Thou’rt an odd fish,” rejoined the
baronet, *“and I should be glad to do
thee a good turn for bringing off my
beautiful niece so cleverly.” I will
take care to put myselt in your way,”
quoth Old Comical, “ the very first
opportunity.” Some man coming into
the inn yard where this talk befel,
took Sir John away with him, upon
which Old Comical went into the sta-

ble
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bl¢ to look at his horse. Now there
was a little crack in the stable door,
which folks may think, if they please,
was made on purpose, for through it
Old Comical saw Sir John and the said
manre-enter the yard and come both
_ together into the corner where the sta-
ble formed an angle with another build-

ing. “There is no talking in the
street,” said Sir John, ¢ it is market
day, and the place full, come this way,
here is a snug corner.” Old Comical,
hearing these words, stood close be-
hind the door and inclined his ear, but
unfortunately, and curious people are
somctimes disappointed, a great part
of their conversation was held in whis-
pers, so that Old Comical could not
pick out a word: at their parting,
however, SirJohn said aloud, * if any
thing of importance occurs, send me
a note from the Star.” This was an
inn in another part of the town which
was occupied by one of Sir John’s te-
nants, where he was_quite a8 much at
home
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home as he was at the Crown, which
was kept by an old servant who had
married and settled in it, and was still
very much at Sir John’s service in any
way he pleased. This little spark of
intelligence aforesaid sat fire to a train
in Old Comical’s pate; he suspected
soine mischief to be a-brewing, and
made the best of his way to the Star,
where, by putting an ear to a keyhole,
he got possession of the following par-
ticulars, viz. That as soon as Sir John
Tamsbroke’s carriage. got into the
midst of some wood that lay in its
way to Lamsbroke Park, it was to be
“stopped by some men, between whom
aud Sir John’s people a feigned battle
would be fought, in which the latter
were to be defeated, and Julia forced
into another carriage set at hand for
that purpose. Old Comical had now
satisfied his curiosity, and it must have
been a very uurcasonable curiosity not
to be satisfied with so much informa-
tion ; he thereupon took his ink-bottle

out
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dut of his pocket, and blacking his
face and his hands, rushed immediately
into the room amongst the conspira-
tors, and shutting the room door, said,
“ Gentlemen! for heaven’s sake take
care of yourselves !—your plot is dis-
covered!” ¢ What plot d’ye mean,
blackey ?” said one, who had more pre-
sence of mind than the rest. * Gen.
tlemen,” quoth Old Comical, *“ you
know not what risk I run—I cannot
stay a moment—you mean to stop a
gentleman’s carriage ?”  “ We do,”
said one, *“ however by the help of the
devil you came to know it.” ¢ And
take a beautiful girl out of it?”"—
they confessed this, and withmuchsur-
prise: “ You are discovered by an old
servant of the young lady’s father, who
‘has begged for a troop of horse of the
commanding officer in his neighbour-
hood ; look well to yourselves, every
man of you will be made prisoners.”
Upon which Old Comical darted -out
of the room in a moment, &nd left the

good
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good folks to digest the news at theur
leisura. He then washed his face and
hands, and, calling for a bason of half-
and-half, sat down on a bench at the
inn door and smoked his pipe. It is
wonderful how an unexpected piece of
intelligence will turn a man's head!
How small a blow will knock a man
down when he is off his guard !—The
conspirators were thunderstruck at this
communication, but one, who came the
soonest to his senses, ran out to see if
he could find the black, in order to
examine him further, and give him
some reward {or his services. Now the
first man he, who ran out, saw, wag
Old Comical smoking his pipe upon
the bench at the door, and, his back
being towards him, toak it for granted,
by the colour of his coat, that he had
found the man he wanted. “ Come
this way, blackey,” said he, and touch-
ed him on the shoulder. * Blackey !
quoth Old Comical, turning his head
round, “ that’s neither my name nor

my
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my colour.”—* You saw a black man
pass this way ?”"—¢“ No,” quéth Old
Comical. “ You saw some inan pass
this 7”—« No,” quoth Old Comical.
“ Did you ever tell a lie?” ¢ No,”
quoth Old Comical, “ I don’t know
what a lie is, though I heard my mo-
ther say one morning to one of her
maids, ¢ It is a lie, you slut!” and asked
her what a lic was, but she would not
tell me; she always kept the thing a
secret from me,--the worse luck was
mine,—for I have heard it said that
alie is a thing folks get rich by.—
Heaven Dbless your honour! Pray tell
me what it is, that I may tell lies and
fill my pockets.” * This is some fool,”
said the other, and ran back into the
house to look for a black-a-moor.
Now Sir John, it scems, was gone to
‘prepare matters at a distance, and did
not return for an hour, when he saw his
coach drawn up,according to his order,
at the inn door, but was a little sur-
prised further to see it driven off at fuil

gallop
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gallop before he could come up to it.
Now, as his servants were not with i,
he took it into his head that the drivers
had-a mind to take a flourish to move
their horses, and meant to return pre-
sently: he was soon undeceived, how-
ever, when he saw them hold on for
half amile at thesame rate of travelling,
and, then, turning a corner, vanish out
of his sight. Upon which he pushed
on in some haste, to get to the Crown,
in order to dispatch his servants afterit,
for he felt very much like a man that
was left behind. The moment he turn-
cd his person round Old Comical met
him, with his face and hands blacked
as before, and, putting a note into his
Liand, asked him six-pence for the car-
riage of it. “ Whence comes this?”
said he. * From the Star, and may it
please your honour,” pulling off his
hat and his wig, exhibiting his bald
pate blacked all over. Sir John opened
the note in a great bustle, and read as
fallows.

Sir
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Str Jouw,

€omk to the landlord of the Star
inn immediately ; he has a matter of the
utmost danger and importance to com-
municate: we have charged him to an-
swer no questions until you shew him
this note ; it is not written in any hand
which you know for very important
‘reasons. The landlord of the Star wjll
know my signature; shew him that
and he will answer all questions.

R. B. Z. L.

When Sir John had read this note,
and he seldom had read a note in a
greater hurry, he put six-pence into
Old Comical’s hat and wig, held ready
for charity, and made the best of his
way to the Star, without ever stopping
at the Cro 5d in his way to send his
seivanfs after his carriage: and he had
* lost his labour if he had, for Old Co-
mical had disposed of them in a manner
soon to be explained if the writer does
not do, as he very likely has done be-

fore,
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fore, forget what he ought to re-
member. Sir John, coming into ‘he
Star; called for the landlord in a loud
voice.—‘ My husband,” quoth the
landlady, sitting with much compo-
sure mending a pair of breeches, ‘¢ is
gone twenty miles this morning, to buy
a bargain in the brandy line, Sir John,
what might your honour want?”=
“ Want !” quoth he, swearing like a
prince, ¢ why, I want ‘'your husband.
this moment upon the most impartant
husiness;” upon which he stamped
upon the floor until his money rattled
in his pockets. Old Comical, who fol-
lowed him close at hisheels, putanother
-note into his hands, which contained
the following words, viz.

Sir Joun, .

Tre landlord at the Crown_wants to
speak with you this moment, upon
business wherein his life and your own *
are conceérned: come this moment.

Your humble servant to command,
A FRIEND.
Away
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Away went Sir John back to the
Crown, which was at least a quarter of
a mile off, as fast as he could get his
legs to carry him, scarcely knowing
whether he went upon his head or his
heels, and coming in asked, with all
the breath which he had left, where the
Jlapdlord was; upon which one, who
stoo¥ by, said, “ He was that mo-
ment gone to the Star inn, it might be
10 look f6r him.”—Tacking about to go
hack t=the Star, Old Comical met him
again with another note, the words
which it contained were as follows :.

Sir Jonn,

Come to us-at the Crooked Billet:
we are all discovered: we dare as well
eat our hezds as show them at the
_Smf:'gif not near that house as you
value your life; one has written this
for us, for we dare not so.much as show

our hands upon paper. Make haste.—

“ Why, where the devil do yoy pick up“
VOL. IIL. R all
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all Rhcse'notes, you black rascal?” said
Sir John to Old Comical. “ Dick is
turned out,” quoth Old Comical, “ and
I ‘have just got the.postman’s place,
and it may please your honour,”—Sir
John’s head, and it was no wonder, by
this time ran round upon his shoulders,
and, acted upon like a planet by thize
forces, it were no wonder if he had
run round too. He was conscious
enough, of course, of the bad:business
hLie was upon; and, conceivingHimself
to be in the midst of dangers, trembled
from head to foot. At this time a
post-chaise came into the yard with
Watkins, the laudlord of the Nag's
Head, between two constables, against
whom Old Comical bad laid an infor-*
mation, and he was weicome in that
town, for he was an old acqUai.iuzae
of all the magistrates, one of whom had_
readily enough taken Old Comical’s in-
formation : seeing Watkins, Sir John fell
into a worse pucker than before, and
walked (into a stable to conceal his
' emotion:
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looked at that house, John, many a
fime and cried like a child.” % More
fool you,” quath Old Comical; ®I hage
looked at it and cried like a mian.”
“ Master Acerbus, they say,” rejoined
the ferryman, “is stillat the University,
palé and thin with grief.” ¢ That’s
no wonder,” quoth Old Comical, I
‘hwer knew a philosopher that was not
a great fool; one of the wisest told
people that he was one, for fear they
siowld not find it out ; or far fear they
should.” < Poor Madam Genevieve!”
quoth the ferryman, wiping his eyes
with the sleeve of his jacket,  thatsuch
a beautiful woman, upon such-a day—
upon her wedding-day—O John, John,
she has left a sore place in every heart
that knev-uer!” * Sore places and sour
£2225 don’t suit me,” quoth Old Comi-
cal; ¢ put the boat ashore and give us
a pot of your best stingo, old ceck-a-
doodle. How long s it since Sir John’s
carriage came over?!” “ Three hou
since,” quoth the ferryman, j‘ but whit
VOL. III, s . s
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_ 15 become ot Sir John and the ser-

vants?” ¢ They stay behind to tak®
physic,” quoth Old Comical; “ they
have foul insides.” “ What, you met
them on the road?” “ Yes, and it was
my advice that they should stop and
take physic for reasons aforesaid: they
were all going to Lamsbroke Park, but
the thing was not agreeable to my goed’
will, pleasure and inclinations, so I put
some to the edge of tincture of rhubarb,
and sent the rest home again untilir-
ther orders; I, myself, I did this, who
am the greatest man in the. world ex-
cept one,—and he is old Susan Kin-
kerboftom with her thumbs growing
out of her elbows;—what d’ye think
of that, old cock-a-doodle™"

END OF VOL. III.
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