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CharlesDickens

Somebody’s

L uggage
by
CharlesDickens

CHAPTER |
HISLEAVING IT TILL CALLED FOR

HE WRITER OF THESE humblelinesbeing aWaiter, and
having come of afamily of Waiters, and owning at
the present timefive brotherswho areall Waiters,
and likewisean only sister whoisaWaitress, would wishto
offer afew wordsrespecting hiscalling; first having the plea-
sureof hereby inafriendly manner offering the Dedi cation of
the same unto Joseph, much respected Head Waiter at the
Slamjam Coffee-house, London, E.C., thanwhichaindividua
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moreeminently deserving of thename of man, or amoreame-
nable honour to hisown head and heart, whether considered
inthelight of aWaiter or regarded asahuman being, do not
exig.

Incaseconfusion should ariseinthe public mind (whichitis
opento confusion on many subjects) respecting what ismeant
or implied by theterm Waiter, the present humblelineswould
wishto offer anexplanation. It may not be generally known
that the person asgoesout towaitisNOT aWaiter. It may
not be generally known that thehand asiscalledin extra, at
the Freemasons’ Tavern, or the London, or the Albion, or
otherwise, isnot aWaiter. Such hands may betook on for
Public Dinnersby the bushel (and you may know them by
their breathing with difficulty whenin attendance, and taking
away thebottleereyet itishalf out); but such arenot Waiters.
For you cannot lay down thetailoring, or the shoemaking, or
the brokering, or the green-grocering, or the pictorial-
periodicaling, or the second-hand wardrobe, or thesmdl fancy
busi nesses,—you cannot lay down thoselinesof lifeat your
will and pleasure by the half-day or evening, and take up
Waitering. You may supposeyou can, but you cannot; or you
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may go so far asto say you do, but you do not. Nor yet can
you lay down the gentleman’s-servicewhen stimulated by pro-
longed incompatibility onthe part of Cooks (and hereit may
beremarked that Cooking and Incompatibility will be mostly
found united), and take up Waitering. 1t hasbeen ascertained
that what agentlemanwill St meek under, at home, hewill not
bear out of doors, at the Slamjam or any Smilar establishment.
Then, what is the inference to be drawn respecting true
Waitering? You must bebredtoit. You must beborntoit.
Would you know how borntoit, Fair Reader,—if of the
adorablefemaesex? Thenlearn from thebiographical expe-
rience of onethat isaWaiter inthesixty-first year of hisage.
You were conveyed,—ereyet your dawning powerswere
otherwise devel oped than to harbour vacancy inyour insde—
you were conveyed, by surreptitiousmeans, into apantry ad-
joiningthe Admira Nelson, Civicand Generd Dining-Rooms,
thereto receive by stealth that healthful sustenancewhichis
the pride and boast of the British female constitution. Your
mother wasmarriedtoyour father (himsdlf adistant Waiter) in
the profoundest secrecy; for aWaitressknown to bemarried
would ruin the best of businesses,—itisthe sameasonthe
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stage. Henceyour being smuggled into the pantry, and that—
to add to theinfliction—~by an unwilling grandmother. Under
the combined influence of the smellsof roast and boiled, and
soup, and gas, and malt liquors, you partook of your earliest
nourishment; your unwilling grandmother sitting prepared to
catch you when your mother was called and dropped yovu;
your grandmother’s shaw! ever ready to stifle your natural
complainings, your innocent mind surrounded by uncongenia
cruets, dirty plates, dish-covers, and cold gravy; your mother
calling down the pipefor vealsand porks, instead of soothing
youwithnursery rhymes. Under theseuntoward circumstances
you were early weaned. Your unwilling grandmother, ever
growing more unwilling asyour food assimilated less, then
contracted habits of shaking youtill your system curdled, and
your food would not assimilateat all. Atlength shewasno
longer spared, and could have been thankfully spared much
sooner. When your brothersbegan to appear in succession,
your mother retired, left off her smart dressing (shehad previ-
ously been asmart dresser), and her dark ringlets (which had
previoudy beenflowing), and haunted your father lateof nights,
lyinginwait for him, through al wegthers, up the shabby court
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whichled to theback door of the Roya Old Dust-Bin (saidto
have been so named by Georgethe Fourth), whereyour fa-
ther wasHead. But the Dust-Bin wasgoing down then, and
your father took but little—excepting fromaliquid point of
view. Your mother’sobject in those visitswas of ahouse-
keeping character, and you was set on to whistleyour father
out. Sometimeshe cameout, but generally not. Comeor not
come, however, all that part of hisexistencewhichwasun-
connected with open Waitering was kept aclose secret, and
was acknowledged by your mother to be aclose secret, and
you and your mother flitted about the court, close secretsboth
of you, and would scarcely have confessed under torturethat
you know your father, or that your father had any namethan
Dick (whichwasn’t hisname, though he was never known by
any other), or that he had kith or kin or chick or child. Per-
hapstheattraction of thismystery, combined with your father’s
having adamp compartment, to himself, behind aleaky cis-
tern, at the Dust-Bin,—asort of acellar compartment, witha
sinkinit, andasmell, and aplate-rack, and abottle-rack, and
threewindowsthat didn’t match each other or anything el se,
and no daylight,—caused your young mindtofeel convinced

that you must grow up to be aWaiter too; but you did feel
convinced of it, and so did all your brothers, down to your
sister. Every oneof you felt convinced that you wasbornto
the Waitering. At thisstage of your career, what was your
fedlingsoneday when your father came hometo your mother
in open broad daylight,—of itself an act of Madnesson the
part of aWaiter,—and took to hisbed (leastwise, your mother
and family’sbed), with the statement that hiseyeswere dev-
illed kidneys. Physiciansbeinginvain, your father expired,
after repeating at intervalsfor aday and anight, when gleams
of reason and old businessfitfully illuminated hisbeing, “ Two
andtwoisfive. Andthreeissixpence.” Interredintheparo-
chid department of the neighbouring churchyard, and accom-
panied to the grave by asmany Waiters of long standing as
could sparethemorning timefromtheir soiled glasses(namely,
one), your bereaved formwasattired inawhite neckankecher,
and you was took on from motives of benevolence at The
Georgeand Gridiron, theatrica and supper. Here, supporting
nature on what you found in the plates (which wasasit hap-
pened, and but too often thoughtlesdy, immersed in mustard),
and onwhat you found in the glasses (which rarely went be-
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yond dribletsand lemon), by night you dropped ad eep stand-
ing, till you was cuffed awake, and by day was set to polishing
every individua articleinthe coffee-room. Your couchbeing
sawdust; your counterpane being ashesof cigars. Here, fre-
quently hiding aheavy heart under thesmart tieof your white
neckankecher (or correctly speaking lower down and more
totheleft), you picked up therudimentsof knowledgefroman
extra, by the name of Bishops, and by calling plate-washer,
and gradually elevating your mind with chalk on the back of
the corner-box partition, until suchtimeasyou used theinkstand
when it was out of hand, attained to manhood, and to bethe
Waiter that you find yourself.

| could wish hereto offer afew respectful words on behalf
of thecalling solong the calling of myself and family, and the
publicinterest inwhichisbut too often very limited. Weare
not generdly understood. No, wearenot. Allowanceenough
isnot madefor us. For, say that weever show alittle droop-
inglistlessnessof spirits, or what might betermed indifference
or apathy. Put it to yourself what would your own state of
mind be, if youwasone of an enormousfamily every member
of which except youwasawaysgreedy, andinahurry. Putit

toyoursalf that you wasregularly repletewith animal food at
thedack hours of oneintheday and again at ninep.m., and
that therepleter youwas, themorevoraciousall your fellow-
creaturescamein. Putittoyoursdf that it wasyour business,
when your digestion waswell on, to take apersonal interest
and sympathy inahundred gentlemen fresh and fresh (say, for
the sake of argument, only ahundred), whoseimaginations
wasgiven up to grease and fat and gravy and melted butter,
and abandoned to questioning you about cutsof this, and dishes
of that,—each of ‘emgoing on asif himand you and thebill of
farewasaoneintheworld. Thenlook what you are expected
toknow. You arenever out, but they seem to think you regu-
larly attend everywhere. “What'sthis, Christopher, that | hear
about the smashed Excursion Train? How arethey doing at
theltalian Opera, Christopher?’ “ Christopher, what arethe
red particularsof thisbusinessat the YorkshireBank?' Simi-
larly aministry givesmemoretroublethan it givesthe Queen.
Asto L ord Palmerston, the constant and wearing connection
intowhich | have been brought with hislordship during thelast
few yearsisdeserving of apension. Thenlook at the Hypo-
criteswearemade, and thelies(white, | hope) that areforced
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uponus! Why must asedentary-pursuited Waiter be consid-
ered to beajudge of horseflesh, and to have amost tremen-
dousinterestin horse-training and racing? Yet it would be half
our littleincomes out of our pocketsif wedidn’'t takeonto
havethose sportingtastes. Itisthe same (inconceivablewhy!)
with Farming. Shooting, equally so. | amsurethat soregular
asthemonthsof August, September, and October comeround,
| am ashamed of myself in my own private bosom for theway
inwhich | make believeto carewhether or not thegrouseis
strong on thewing (much their wings, or drumstickseither,
sgnifiesto me, uncooked!), and whether the partridgesisplen-
tiful among the turnips, and whether the pheasantsisshy or
bold, or anything elseyou pleaseto mention. Yet you may see
me, or any other Waiter of my standing, holding on by the
back of the box, and leaning over agentlemanwith hispurse
out and hishill before him, discussing these pointsin aconfi-
dential tone of voice, asif my happinessinlifeentirely de-
pendedon‘em.

| have mentioned our littleincomes. Look at themost un-
reasonabl e point of all, and the point on which the greatest
injusticeisdoneus! Whether itisowingto our dwayscarry-

ing SO much changein our right-hand trousers-pocket, and so
many hafpencein our coat-tails, or whether itishuman nature
(which | werelothto believe), what ismeant by theeverlasting
fablethat Head Waitersisrich? How did that fable get into
circulation? Whofirst put it about, and what arethefactsto
establish the unblushing statement? Comeforth, thou slan-
derer, and refer the public to the Waiter’swill in Doctors

Commonssupporting thy malignant hiss! Yet thisisso com-
monly dwelt upon—especidly by the screwswho give Wait-
erstheleast—that denial isvain; and we are obliged, for our
credit's sake, to carry our heads asif wewere going into a
business, when of thetwo weare much morelikely togointo
aunion. Therewasformerly ascrew asfrequentedtheSamjam
ereyet the present writer had quitted that establishment ona
guestion of tea-ing his assistant staff out of hisown pocket,
which screw carried thetaunt to itsbitterest height. Never
soaring above threepence, and as often asnot grovelling on
the earth apenny lower, heyet represented the present writer
asalargeholder of Consols, alender of money on mortgage,
aCapitaist. Hehasbeen overheard to dilateto other custom-
erson the allegation that the present writer put out thousands
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of poundsat interest in Didtilleriesand Breweries. “Wdl, Chris-
topher,” hewould say (having grovelled hislowest ontheearth,
half amoment before), “looking out for aHouseto open, en?
Can't find abusinessto be disposed of onascaleasisupto
your resources, humph?’ To such adizzy precipiceof fase-
hood hasthismisrepresentation takenwing, thet thewe I-known
and highly-respected Old Charles, long eminent at the West
Country Hotel, and by some considered the Father of the
Waitering, found himself under theobligationtofall intoit
through so many yearsthat hisown wife (for hehad an unbe-
known old lady inthat capacity towardshimself) believedit!

Andwhat wasthe consequence? When hewasborneto his
graveontheshouldersof six picked Waiters, with six morefor
change, six moreacting aspall-bearers, all keeping stepina
pouring shower without adry eyevisible, and aconcourse
only inferior to Royalty, hispantry and lodgingswasequally
ransacked high and low for property, and none was found!

How couldit befound, when, beyond hislast monthly collec-
tion of walking-sticks, umbrellas, and pocket-handkerchiefs
(which happened to have been not yet disposed of, though he
had ever been through life punctual in clearing off hiscollec-

tions by the month), there was no property existing? Such,
however, istheforce of thisuniversal libel, that thewidow of
Old Charles, at the present hour aninmate of the Almshouses
of the Cork-Cutters Company, in Blue Anchor Road (identi-
fied sitting at the door of one of ‘em, inaclean cap and a
Windsor arm-chair, only last Monday), expects John’shoarded
wealthto befound hourly! Nay, ereyet hehad succumbedto
thegridy dart, and when hisportrait was paintedin oilslife-
size, by subscription of thefrequentersof the West Country,
to hang over the coffee-room chimney-piece, therewere not
wanting those who contended that what istermed the acces-
soriesof such aportrait ought to be the Bank of England out
of window, and astrong-box onthetable. And but for better-
regul ated minds contending for abottle and screw and the
attitude of drawing,—and carrying their point,—it would have
been so handed down to posterity.

| am now brought to thetitle of the present remarks. Hav-
ing, | hopewithout offenceto any quarter, offered such obser-
vationsas| felt it my duty to offer, in afree country which has
ever dominated the seas, on the general subject, | will now
proceed to wait on the particular question.
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Atamomentousperiod of my life, when | wasoff, sofar as
concerned noticegiven, withaHousethat shall benameless—
for the question on which | took my departing stand wasa
fixed chargefor waiters, and no House ascommitsitself to
that eminently Un-English act of morethan foolishnessand
baseness shall be advertised by me,—I repeat, at amomen-
touscriss, when | wasoff with aHousetoo meanfor mention,
and not yet on with that to which | have ever since had the
honour of being attached inthe capacity of Head,* | wascast-
ing about what to do next. Thenit werethat proposalswere
made to me on behalf of my present establishment. Stipula-
tionswere necessary on my part, emendationswere neces-
sary onmy part: intheend, ratificationsensued on both sides,
and | entered onanew career.

We are abed business, and a coffee-room business. We
arenot ageneral dining business, nor dowewishit. Inconse-
guence, when dinersdrop in, we know what to give‘em as
will keep ‘ em away another time. We areaPrivate Room or
Family businessa so; but Coffee-room principa. Meandthe

*Its name and address at length, with other full particulars, all
editorially struck out.

Directory and the Writing Materia sand cetrer occupy aplace
to ourselves—aplacefended of up astep or two at theend of
the Coffee-room, inwhat | call the good old-fashioned style.
Thegood old-fashioned styleis, that whatever you want, down
to awafer, you must be olely and solely dependent on the
Head Waiter for. You must put yourself anew-born Child
into hishands. Thereisno other way in which abusiness
untinged with Continental Vice can be conducted. (It were
bootlessto add, that if languagesisrequired to bejabbered
and Englishisnot good enough, both familiesand gentlemen
had better go somewhereelse.)

When | began to settle downin thisright-principled and
well-conducted House, | noticed, under thebedin No. 24 B
(whichitisup aangle off the staircase, and usually put off
upon thelowly-minded), aheap of thingsinacorner. | asked
our Head Chambermaid in the course of theday,

“What arethemthingsin24B?’

Towhich sheanswered with acarelessair, “ Somebody’s
Luggege.”

Regarding her with a eye not free from severity, | says,
“WhoseLuggage?’
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Evading my eye, shereplied,

“Lor! How should | know!”

—Being, it may beright to mention, afemal e of some pert-
ness, though acquainted with her business.

A Head Waiter must beeither Head or Tail. Hemust be at
oneextremity or theother of thesocia scale. He cannot beat
thewaist of it, or anywhere else but the extremities. Itisfor
himto decidewhich of theextremities.

Ontheeventful occasion under consideration, | giveMrs.
Pratchett so distinctly to understand my decision, that | broke
her spirit astowards myself, then and there, and for good. Let
not inconsi stency be suspected on account of my mentioning
Mrs. Pratchett as“Mrs.,” and having formerly remarked that
awaitressmust not be married. Readersarerespectfully re-
guested to noticethat Mrs. Pratchett was not awaitress, but a
chambermaid. Now achambermaid may bemarried; if Head,
generadly ismarried,—or saysso. It comesto thesamething
asexpressing what iscustomary. (N.B. Mr. Pratchettisin
Austrdia, and hisaddressthereis“theBush.”)

Having took Mrs. Pratchett down as many pegs as was
essential tothefuture happinessof al parties, | requested her
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toexplainhersdf.
“For instance,” | says, to give her alittle encouragement,
“whoisSomebody?’

“1 giveyou my sacred honour, Mr. Christopher,” answers
Pratchett, “that | haven't thefaintest notion.”

But for the manner in which she settled her cap-strings, |
should have doubted this; but in respect of positivenessit was
hardly to bediscriminated from an affidavit.

“Thenyou never saw him?” | followed her up with.

“Nor yet,” said Mrs. Pratchett, shutting her eyesand mak-
ing asif she hadjust took apill of unusual circumference,—
which gave aremarkableforceto her denial,—" nor yet any
servant inthishouse. All have been changed, Mr. Christopher,
withinfiveyear, and Somebody |eft hisLuggage herebefore
then.”

Inquiry of MissMartinyielded (inthelanguage of theBard
of A.1.) “confirmation strong.” Soit had redlly and truly hap-
pened. MissMartinistheyoung lady at the bar asmakesout
our bills, and though higher than | could wish considering her
gtation, isperfectly well-behaved.

Farther investigationsled to the disclosure that therewasa
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bill againgt thisL uggageto theamount of two sixteensix. The
Luggage had been lying under the bedstead of 24 B over six
year. Thebedstead isafour-poster, with aded of old hanging
andvalance, andis, as| oncesaid, probably connected with
morethan 24 Bs—which | remember my hearerswaspleased
tolaugh at, at thetime.

| don’t know why,—when doweknow why?—but thisL ug-
gagelaid heavy on my mind. | fell awondering about Some-
body, and what he had got and been up to. | couldn’t satisfy
my thoughtswhy he should leave so much Luggage against so
small ahill. For | had theLuggageout withinaday or twoand
turnedit over, and thefollowing weretheitems:- A black port-
manteau, ablack bag, adesk, adressing-case, abrown-pa-
per parcel, ahat-box, and an umbrellastrapped to awalking-
stick. Itwasall very dusty and fluey. | had our porter up to
get under the bed and fetch it out; and though he habitually
walowsindust,—swimsinit frommorningto night, and wears
aclose-fitting waistcoat with black calimanco deevesfor the
purpose,—it made him sneeze again, and histhroat wasthat
hot with it that it was obliged to be cooled with adrink of
Allsopp’sdraft.
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TheLuggage so got the better of me, that instead of having
it put back when it waswell dusted and washed with awet
cloth,—previousto whichit was so covered with feathersthat
you might havethought it wasturning into poultry, and would
by-and-by beginto Lay,—I say, instead of havingit put back,
| had it carried into oneof my placesdown-gtairs. Therefrom
timetotimel Saredatitand stared at it, till it seemed to grow
big and grow little, and comeforward at meand retreat again,
and gothrough al manner of performancesresembling intoxi-
cation. When thishad lasted weeks,—I may say months, and
not befar out,—I oneday thought of asking MissMartinfor
theparticularsof the Two sixteensix total. Shewasso oblig-
ing astoextract it fromthebooks—it deting before her time—
and herefollowsatruecopy:
Coffee-Room. 1856.

No. 4. Pounds s. d. Feb.

2d, Pen and Paper 0 O 6 Port Negus 0
2 0Ditto 0 2 0 Pen and paper 00
6 Tumbler broken 0 2 6Brandy 02
0 Pen and paper 0 0 6 Anchovy toast 02
6 Pen and paper 0 0 6Bed 030
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Feb. 3d, Pen and paper 0 O 6 Breakfast

0 2 6Broiled ham 0 2 OEggs 010
Watercresses 0 1 0 Shrimps 0 1 0Pen
and paper 0 O 6 Blotting-paper 006
Messenger to Paternoster Row and back 016

Again,whenNoAnswer 0 1 6Brandy 2s., Devilled
Pork chop 2s. 0 4 0 Pensand paper 010
Messenger to Albemarle Streetandback 0 1 0Again
(detained), when No Answer 0 1 6 Salt-cellar
broken 0 3 6 LargeLiquour-glass Orange Brandy

0 1 6 Dinner, Soup, Fish, Joint,andbird 0 7 6 Bottle
old East IndiaBrown 0 8 0 Pen and paper
006216 6

Mem.: January 1t, 1857. Hewent out after dinner, directing
luggageto beready when hecalledfor it. Never called.

So FAR FROM THROWING alight upon the subject, thisbill ap-
pearedto me, if | may so expressmy doubts, toinvolveitina
yet moreluridhao. Speculatingit over withtheMistress, she
informed me that the luggage had been advertised in the
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Master’stimeasbeing to be sold after such and such aday to
pay expenses, but no farther steps had been taken. (I may
hereremark, that the Mistressisawidow in her fourth year.
The Master was possessed of one of those unfortunate con-
stitutionsin which Spiritsturnsto Water, and risesintheill-
garred Victim.)

My speculating it over, not then only, but repeatedly, some-
timeswiththe Mistress, sometimeswith one, sometimeswith
another, led up to the Mistress's saying to me,—whether at
firstinjokeor in earnest, or half jokeand half earnest, it mat-
tersnot:

“Christopher, | am going to makeyou ahandsome offer.”

(If thisshould meet her eye—alovely blue—may shenot
takeitill my mentioning that if | had been eight or ten year
younger, | would havedoneasmuch by her! Thatis, | would
have made her aoffer. Itisfor othersthan meto denominate
itahandsomeone.)

“Christopher, | am going to makeyou ahandsome offer.”

“Put anametoit, ma’ am.”

“Look here, Christopher. Run over the articles of
Somebody’sLuggage. You'vegotitall by heart, | know.”
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“A black portmanteau, ma am, ablack bag, adesk, adress-
ing-case, abrown-paper parcel, ahat-box, and an umbrella
strapped to awalking-stick.”

“All just asthey wereleft. Nothing opened, nothing tam-
peredwith.”

“You areright, ma am. All locked but the brown-paper
parcel, and that sealed.”

TheMistresswasleaning on MissMartin’sdesk at the bar-
window, and shetapsthe open book that laysupon the desk,—
she has apretty-made hand to be sure,—and bobs her head
overitandlaughs.

“Come,” saysshe, “ Christopher. Pay me Somebody’shill,
and you shall have Somebody’sL uggage.”

| rather took to theideafrom thefirst moment; but,

“It mayn’t beworththemoney,” | objected, seeming to hold
back.

“That'salottery,” saystheMistress, folding her armsupon
the book,—it ain’t her hands alone that’s pretty made, the
observation extendsright up her arms. “Won't you venture
two pound sixteen shillingsand sixpencein the L ottery? Why,
there’sno blanks!” saysthe Mistress; laughing and bobbing
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her heed again, “you must win. If youlose, youmustwin! All
prizesinthisLottery! Draw ablank, and remember, Gentle-
men-Sportsmen, you'll still be entitled to ablack portman-
teau, ablack bag, adesk, adressing-case, asheet of brown
paper, ahat-box, and an umbrelastrapped to awalking-stick!”

Tomakeshort of it, MissMartin comeround me, and Mrs.
Pratchett come round me, and the Mistress she was com-
pletely round meadready, and dl thewomenin thehousecome
round me, and if it had been Sixteen two instead of Two six-
teen, | should havethought mysalf well out of it. For what can
you do when they do comeround you?

So | paid the money—down—and such alaughing asthere
wasamong ‘em! But | turned thetableson ‘em regularly,
whenl sad:

“My family-name is Blue-Beard. I’m going to open
Somebody’sLuggageall alonein the Secret Chamber, and
not afemaleeye catchessight of the contents!”

Whether | thought proper to have the firmnessto keep to
this, don’'t Sgnify, or whether any femaleeye, andif any, how
many, wasreally present when the opening of the Luggage
came off. Somebody’s L uggageisthe question at present:
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Nobody’seyes, nor yet noses.

What | still look a most, in connection withthat Luggage, is
the extraordinary quantity of writing-paper, and all written on!
And not our paper neither,—not the paper chargedinthebill,
for we know our paper,—so hemust have been alwaysat it.
And he had crumpled up thiswriting of his, everywhere, in
every part and parcel of hisluggage. Therewaswritinginhis
dressing-case, writingin hisboots, writing among hisshaving-
tackle, writingin hishat-box, writing folded away down among
thevery wha ebonesof hisumbrella

Hisclotheswasn't bad, what therewas of ‘em. Hisdress-
ing-casewas poor,—not aparticle of silver stopper,—bottle
gpertureswith nothingin‘em, likeempty littledog-kennels—
and amost searching description of tooth-powder diffusing
itsalf around, asunder adeluded mistakethat all the chinksin
thefittingswasdivisionsinteeth. Hisclothes| parted with,
well enough, to asecond-hand deder not far from &. Clement’s
Danes, inthe Strand—him asthe officersinthe Army mostly
dispose of their uniformsto, when hard pressed with debts of
honour, if | may judgefromtheir coatsand epaul etsdiversfy-
ing thewindow with their backstowardsthe public. Thesame
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party bought in onelot the portmanteau, the bag, the desk, the
dressing-case, the hat-box, theumbrella, strap, and walking-
stick. Onmy remarking that | should havethought those ar-
ticlesnot quitein hisline, hesaid: “No moreithaman’th
grandmother, Mithter Chrithtopher; but if any manwill bring
hith grandmother here, and offer her at afair trifle below what
the'll feth with good luck when the' th thcoured and turned—
I'll buy her!”

Thesetransactions brought me home, and, indeed, more
than home, for they left agoodish profit ontheorigind invest-
ment. And now thereremained thewritings, and thewritingsl
particular wishto bring under the candid attention of thereader.

| wish to do so without postponement, for thisreason. That
istosay, namely, viz.i.e., asfollows, thus:- Beforel proceed
to recount themental sufferingsof which | becametheprey in
conseguence of thewritings, and beforefollowing up that har-
rowing talewith astatement of thewonderful andimpressive
catastrophe, asthrilling initsnature as unlooked for in any
other capacity, which crowned the ole and filled the cup of
unexpectednessto overflowing, thewritingsthemsal vesought
tostandforthto view. Thereforeitisthat they now comenext.
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Onewordto introducethem, and | lay down my pen (I hope,
my unassuming pen) until | takeit up to tracethe gloomy se-
quel of amind with something onit.

He was asmeary writer, and wrote adreadful bad hand.
Utterly regardlessof ink, helavishedit on every undeserving
object—on hisclothes, hisdesk, hishat, thehandleof histooth-
brush, hisumbrella. 1nk wasfound freely on the coffee-room
carpet by No. 4 table, and two blotswas on hisrestless couch.
A referenceto thedocument | havegiven entirewill show that
onthemorning of thethird of February, eighteenfifty-six, he
procured hisno lessthan fifth pen and paper. To whatever
deplorableact of ungovernablecomposition heimmol ated those
materialsobtained fromthebar, thereisno doubt that thefatal
deed was committed in bed, and that it left its evidences but
too plainly, long afterwards, upon the pillow-case.

Hehad put no Heading to any of hiswritings. Alasl Washe
likely to have aHeading without aHead, and wherewasHIS
Head when hetook suchthingsintoit? In somecases, suchas
hisBoots, hewould appear to have hid thewritings; thereby
involving hisstylein greater obscurity. But hisBootswasat
least pairs—and no two of hiswritingscan putinany clamto
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besoregarded. Herefollows (not to give more specimens)
what wasfoundin

CHAPTER I
HIS BOOTS

“En! weLL THEN, Monsieur Mutuel! What do | know, what
can | say? | assureyou that he callshimself Monsieur The
Englishman.”

“Pardon. But | think it isimpossible,” said Monsieur
Mutuel —aspectacled, snuffy, sooping old gentlemanin car-
pet shoes and a cloth cap with apeaked shade, aloose blue
frock-coat reaching to hisheels, alargelimp white shirt-frill,
and cravat to correspond,—that isto say, whitewasthe natu-
ral colour of hislinen on Sundays, but it toned down with the
week.

“Itis,” repeated Monsieur Mutuel, hisamiable old wal nut-
shdll countenancevery walnut-shelly indeed ashesmiled and
blinked inthe bright morning sunlight,—"itis, my cherished
MadameBouclet, | think, impossible!”

“Hey!” (with alittle vexed cry and agreat many tosses of
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her head.) “But itisnotimpossiblethat you areaPig!” re-
torted Madame Bouclet, acompact littlewoman of thirty-five
or s0. “ Seethen,—look there,—read! * Onthe second floor
Monseur L' Anglais.’ Isit not so?’

“Itisso,” saidMonsieur Mutuel.

“Good. Continueyour morningwalk. Get out!” Madame
Bouclet dismissed himwith alively snap of her fingers.

Themorning wak of Monsieur Mutuel wasinthebrightest
patch that the sun madein the Grande Place of adull old for-
tified Frenchtown. Themanner of hismorningwalk waswith
hishands crossed behind him; anumbrélla, infigurethe ex-
pressimage of himself, dwaysin onehand; asnuffbox inthe
other. Thus, withtheshuffling gait of the Elephant (whoredly
doesdeal with thevery worst trousers-maker employed by
theZool ogicd world, and who appeared to have recommended
himto Monsieur Mutudl), the old gentleman sunned himself
daily when sun wasto be had—of course, a the sametime
sunning ared ribbon at his button-hole; for was he not an
ancient Frenchman?

Beingtold by oneof theangelic sex to continue hismorning
walk and get out, Monsieur Mutuel laughed awal nut-shell
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laugh, pulled off hiscap a arm’slength with the hand that con-
tained hissnuffbox, kept it off for aconsiderable period after
he had parted from Madame Bouclet, and continued hismorn-
ing walk and got out, likeaman of gallantry ashewas.

The documentary evidenceto which Madame Bouclet had
referred Monsieur Mutuel wasthelist of her lodgers, sweetly
written forth by her own Nephew and Bookkeeper, who held
the pen of an Angel, and posted up at the side of her gateway,
for theinformation of the Police: “Ausecond, M. L’ Anglais,
Proprietaire.” Onthe second floor, Mr. The Englishman, man
of property. Soit stood; nothing could be plainer.

Madame Bouclet now traced thelinewith her forefinger, asit
wereto confirm and settle herself in her parting snap at Mon-
sieur Mutuel, and so placing her right hand on her hipwitha
defiant air, asif nothing should ever tempt her to unsnap that
snap, strolled out into the Placeto glance up a thewindows of
Mr. The Englishman. That worthy happening to belooking out
of window at themoment, MadameBouclet gavehimagrace-
ful salutation with her head, |looked to theright and looked to
theleft to account to himfor her being there, consideredfor a
moment, like onewho accounted to herself for somebody she
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had expected not being there, and reentered her own gateway.
MadameBouclet |et all her housegiving onthe Placeinfur-
nished flatsor floors, and lived up the yard behind in company
withMons eur Bouclet her husband (greet a billiards), aninher-
ited brewing business, several fowls, two carts, anephew, a
littledoginabig kennel, agrape-vine, acounting-house, four
horses, amarried sster (withashareinthebrewing business),
the husband and two children of themarried sister, aparrot, a
drum (performed on by thelittleboy of themarried Sster), two
billeted soldiers, aquantity of pigeons, afife (played by the
nephew inaravishing manner), severd domesticsand supernu-
meraries, aperpetud flavour of coffeeand soup, aterrificrange
of artificid rocksand wooden precipicesat least four feet high,
asmdl fountain, and haf-a-dozen large sunflowers.

Now the Englishman, in taking his Appartement,—or, as
one might say on our side of the Channel, his set of cham-
bers,—had given hisname, correct totheletter, Langley. But
ashehad aBritishway of not opening hismouth very wideon
foreign soil, except at meals, the Brewery had been ableto
makenothing of it but L’ Anglais. So Mr. The Englishman he
had becomeand heremained.

17

“Never saw such apeople!” muttered Mr. The Englishman,
ashenow |ooked out of window. “Never did, inmy life!”

Thiswastrue enough, for he had never before been out of
hisown country,—aright littleidand, atight littleidand, abright
littleidland, ashow-fight littleisland, and full of merit of all
sorts; but not thewholeround world.

“Thesechaps,” said Mr. The Englishman to himsdlf, ashis
eyerolled over thePlace, sprinkled with military hereand there,
“arenomorelikesoldiers—" Nothing being sufficiently strong
for theend of hissentence, heleft it unended.

Thisagain (from the point of view of hisexperience) was
grictly correct; for though therewasagreat agglomeration of
soldiersinthetown and neighbouring country, you might have
held agrand Review and Field-day of them every one, and
looked invain among themal for asoldier choking behind his
foolish stock, or asoldier lamed by hisill-fitting shoes, or a
soldier deprived of theuse of hislimbsby strapsand buttons,
or asoldier elaborately forced to be self-helplessin al the
smdl affairsof life. A swarm of brisk, bright, active, bustling,
handy, odd, skirmishing fellows, abletoturn cleverly at any-
thing, from asiegeto soup, from great gunsto needlesand
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thread, fromthe broadsword exerciseto dicing anonion, from
making war to making omelets, wasdl youwould havefound.

What aswarm! Fromthe Great Place under theeye of Mr.
The Englishman, whereafew awkward squadsfrom thelast
conscription were doi ng the goose-step—some members of
those squads still asto their bodies, in the chrysalis peasant-
state of Blouse, and only military butterflies as to their
regimental ly-clothed legs—from the Great Place, away out-
ddethefortifications, and away for milesaong thedusty roads,
soldiersswarmed. All day long, uponthegrass-grown ram-
partsof thetown, practising soldierstrumpeted and bugled; all
day long, downinanglesof dry trenches, practisng soldiers
drummed and drummed. Every forenoon, soldiersburst out
of thegreat barracksinto the sandy gymnasium-ground hard
by, and flew over the wooden horse, and hung on to flying
ropes, and dangled upsi de-down between parallel bars, and
shot themselves off wooden platforms,—splashes, sparks,
coruscations, showersof soldiers. At every corner of thetown-
wall, every guard-house, every gateway, every sentry-box,
every drawbridge, every reedy ditch, and rushy dike, soldiers,
soldiers, soldiers. Andthetown being pretty well al wall,
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guard-house, gateway, sentry-box, drawbridge, reedy ditch,
and rushy dike, thetownwas pretty well al soldiers.

What would the deepy old town have been without the sol -
diers, seeing that evenwiththemit had so overdeptitself asto
have dept itsechoes hoarse, its defensive barsand locks and
boltsand chainsall rusty, and itsditches stagnant! Fromthe
dayswhen Vauban engineered it to that perplexing extent that
tolook at it waslike being knocked on the head with it, the
stranger becoming stunned and stertorous under the shock of
itsincomprehens bility,—from the dayswhen Vauban madeit
the expressincorporation of every substantive and adjective
intheart of military engineering, and not only twisted youinto
it and twisted you out of it, to theright, to theleft, opposite,
under here, over there, inthedark, inthedirt, by thegateway,
archway, covered way, dry way, wet way, fosse, portcullis,
drawbridge, duice, squat tower, pierced wal, and heavy bat-
tery, but likewisetook afortifying dive under the neighbouring
country, and cameto the surface three or four miles off, blow-
ing out incomprehens blemoundsand batteriesamong thequiet
crops of chicory and beet-root,—from those daysto these
the town had been asleep, and dust and rust and must had
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settled onitsdrowsy Arsenasand Magazines, and grasshad
grownupinitssilent streets.

Onmarket-daysaone, its Great Place suddenly |eaped out
of bed. On market-days, somefriendly enchanter struck his
staff upon the stones of the Great Place, and instantly arose
theliveliest boothsand stalls, and Sittingsand standings, and a
pleasant hum of chaffering and huckstering from many hun-
dredsof tongues, and apleasant, though peculiar, blending of
colours,—white caps, blue blouses, and green vegetables—
and at last the Knight destined for the adventure seemed to
have comein earnest, and dl the Vaubanois sprang up awake.
And now, by long, low-lying avenuesof trees, joltinginwhite-
hooded donkey-cart, and on donkey-back, and in tumbril and
wagon, and cart and cabriolet, and afoot with barrow and
burden,—and along thedikesand ditchesand candls, inlittle
peak-prowed country boats—came peasant-men and women
inflocksand crowds, bringing articlesfor sdle. And hereyou
had bootsand shoes, and sweetmeats and stuffsto wear, and
here (inthe cool shade of the Town-hall) you had milk and
cream and butter and cheese, and here you had fruits and
onionsand carrots, and al things needful for your soup, and
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hereyou had poultry and flowersand protesting pigs, and here
new shovels, axes, spades, and bill-hooksfor your farming
work, and here huge moundsof bread, and hereyour unground
grainin sacks, and hereyour children’sdolls, and herethe
cake-seller, announcing hiswares by beat and roll of drum.
And hark! fanfaronade of trumpets, and hereinto the Great
Place, resplendent in an open carriage, with four gorgeoudy-
attired servitors up behind, playing horns, drums, and cym-
bals, rolled “the Daughter of aPhysician” in massive golden
chainsand ear-rings, and blue-feathered hat, shaded fromthe
admiring sun by two immenseumbrellasof artificial roses, to
dispense (from motivesof philanthropy) that small and pleas-
ant dose which had cured so many thousands! Toothache,
earache, headache, heartache, somach-ache, debility, nervous-
ness, fits, fainting, fever, ague, al equally cured by thesmall
and pleasant dose of thegreat Physician’sgreat daughter! The
processwasthis,—she, the Daughter of aPhysician, propri-
etress of the superb equipage you now admired withitscon-
firmatory blasts of trumpet, drum, and cymbal, told you so:
Onthefirst day after taking the small and pleasant dose, you
wouldfed no particular influence beyond amost harmonious



Somebody’sL uggage

sensation of indescribableand irresistiblejoy; onthe second
day youwould be so astoni shingly better that you would think
yourself changed into somebody el se; on thethird day you
would beentirely freefrom disorder, whatever itsnature and
however long you had had it, and would seek out the
Physician’s Daughter to throw yourself at her feet, kissthe
hem of her garment, and buy as many more of thesmall and
pleasant dosesas by thesadeof al your few effectsyou could
obtain; but shewould beinaccessible—gonefor herbstothe
Pyramids of Egypt,—and you would be (though cured) re-
ducedtodespair! ThuswouldthePhysician’sDaughter drive
her trade (and briskly too), and thuswould the buying and
sdlling and mingling of tonguesand colourscontinue, until the
changing sunlight, leaving the Physician’s Daughter inthe
shadow of high roofs, admonished her to jolt out westward,
with adeparting effect of gleam and glitter on the splendid
equipage and brazen blast. And now theenchanter struck his
staff upon the stonesof the Great Place oncemore, and down
went the booths, the sittings and standings, and vanished the
merchandise, and with it thebarrows, donkeys, donkey-carts,
and tumbrils, and all other things on wheelsand feet, except

20

the slow scavengerswith unwieldy cartsand meagre horses
clearing up the rubbish, assisted by the eek town pigeons,
better plumped out than on non-market days. Whilethere
wasyet an hour or two to wane before the autumn sunset, the
loiterer outside town-gate and drawbridge, and postern and
double-ditch, would seethelast white-hooded cart lessening
intheavenueof lengthening shadowsof trees, or thelast country
boat, paddled by thelast market-woman on her way home,
showing black upon the reddening, long, low, narrow dike
between him and themill; and asthe paddle-parted scum and
weed closed over the boat’ strack, he might be comfortably
surethat itsduggish rest would betroubled no moreuntil next
market-day.

Asitwasnot oneof the Great Place’ sdaysfor getting out of
bed, when Mr. The Englishman looked down at the young
soldierspractising the goose-step there, hismind was|eft at
liberty totakeamilitary turn.

“Thesefdlowsarehilleted everywhereabout,” sad he; “and
to seethemlighting the peopl € sfires, boiling the peopl€ spots,
minding the people’s babies, rocking the people’ s cradles,
washing the peopl €’ sgreens, and making themsel ves gener-
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aly useful, inevery sort of unmilitary way, ismost ridiculous!
Never saw such aset of fellows—never didinmy lifel”

All perfectly trueagain. Wastherenot Private Valentinein
that very house, acting as sole housemaid, valet, cook, stew-
ard, andnurse, inthefamily of hiscaptain, Monseur leCapitaine
delaCour,—cleaning thefloors, making the beds, doing the
marketing, dressing thecaptain, dressing thedinners, dressing
the salads, and dressing the baby, all with equal readiness?
Or, to put himaside, hebeinginloya attendance on hisChief,
wastherenot Private Hyppolite, billeted at the Perfumer’stwo
hundred yards off, who, when not on duty, volunteered to keep
shop while the fair Perfumeress stepped out to speak to a
neighbour or so, and laughingly sold soapwith hiswar-sword
girded on him? Wasthere not Emile, billeted at the Clock-
maker’s, perpetually turning to of anevening, with hiscoat off,
winding up the stock? Wasthere not Eugene, billeted at the
Tinman's, cultivating, pipein mouth, agarden four feet square,
for the Tinman, inthelittle court, behind the shop, and extort-
ing thefruitsof theearth from the same, on hisknees, with the
sweat of hisbrow? Not to multiply examples, wasthere not
Baptiste, billeted on the poor Water-carrier, at that very in-
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stant sitting on the pavement in the sunlight, with hismartia
legs asunder, and one of the Water-carrier’s spare pails be-
tween them, which (to theddlight and glory of the heart of the
Water-carrier coming acrossthe Placefrom thefountain, yoked
and burdened) hewas painting bright-green outs deand bright-
red within? Or, to go no farther than the Barber’sat the very
next door, wasthere not Corporal Theophile-

“No,” said Mr. The Englishman, glancing down at the
Barber’s, “heisnot thereat present. There' sthechild, though.”

A mere mite of agirl stood on the steps of the Barber’s
shop, looking acrossthe Place. A merebaby, one might call
her, dressed in the close whitelinen cap which small French
country childrenwesr (likethechildrenin Dutch pictures), and
inafrock of homespun blue, that had no shape except where
it wastied round her littlefat throat. Sothat, being naturally
short and round all over, shelooked, behind, asif she had
been cut off at her natural waist, and had had her head neatly
fitted onit.

“There'sthechild, though.”

To judgefrom theway inwhich the dimpled hand wasrub-
bing the eyes, the eyes had been closed in anap, and were
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newly opened. But they seemedto belooking sointently across
the Place, that the Englishman looked in the samedirection.

“O!" said hepresently. “I thought asmuch. TheCorpord’s
there”

The Corporal, asmart figure of aman of thirty, perhapsa
thought under the middlesize, but very neatly made—asun-
burnt Corporal with abrown peaked beard,—faced about at
the moment, addressing volublewordsof instructionto the
sguadin hand. Nothing wasamissor awry about the Corpo-
ra. A litheand nimble Corporal, quite complete, from the
gparkling dark eyesunder hisknowing uniform capto hisspar-
klingwhitegaiters. Thevery imageand presentment of aCor-
pora of hiscountry’sarmy, inthelineof hisshoulders, theline
of hiswaist, the broadest line of his Bloomer trousers, and
their narrowest lineat thecalf of hisleg.

Mr. The Englishman |ooked on, and the child looked on,
and the Corporal looked on (but the last-named at hismen),
until thedrill ended afew minutes afterwards, and the military
sprinkling dried up directly, and wasgone. ThensaidMr. The
Englishmanto himself, “L ook here! By George!” Andthe
Corporal, dancing towardsthe Barber’ swith hisarmswide
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open, caught up the child, held her over hishead in aflying
attitude, caught her down again, kissed her, and made off with
her into the Barber’shouse.

Now Mr. The Englishman had had aquarrdl with hiserring
and disobedient and disowned daughter, and therewasachild
inthat casetoo. Had not hisdaughter been achild, and had
she not taken angel -flights above hishead asthis child had
flown abovethe Corpora’s?

“He'sa“—Nationd Participled—"fool!” said the English-
man, and shut hiswindow.

But thewindows of the house of Memory, and thewindows
of thehouse of Mercy, arenot so easily closed aswindows of
glassandwood. They fly open unexpectedly; they rattleinthe
night; they must benailed up. Mr. The Englishman had tried
nailing them, but had not driven the nailsquitehome. Sohe
passed but adisturbed evening and aworse night.

By nature agood-tempered man? No; very little gentle-
ness, confounding thequaity withweskness. Fierceandwrath-
ful when crossed? Very, and stupendously unreasonable.
Moody? Exceedingly so. Vindictive? Wel; hehad had scowl-
ing thoughtsthat hewould formally curse hisdaughter, ashe
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had seen it done on the stage. But remembering that thereal
Heaven is some paces removed from the mock onein the
great chandelier of the Theatre, he had given that up.

And he had comeabroad to berid of hisrepudiated daugh-
ter for therest of hislife. Andherehewas.

At bottom, it wasfor thisreason, morethan for any other,
that Mr. The Englishman took it extremely ill that Corporal
Theophile should be so devoted tolittle Bebelle, thechild at
the Barber’sshop. Inan unlucky moment he had chanced to
say to himself, “Why, confound thefellow, heisnot her fa-
ther!” Therewasasharp sting inthe speechwhichraninto
him suddenly, and put himinaworsemood. So he had Na-
tional Participled the unconscious Corpora with most hearty
emphasis, and had made up hismind to think no more about
such amountebank.

But it came to pass that the Corporal was not to be dis-
missed. If he had known the most delicate fibres of the
Englishman’smind, instead of knowing nothing on earth about
him, and if he had been the most obstinate Corporal in the
Grand Army of France, instead of being themost obliging, he
could not have planted himsdlf with more determined immov-
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ability plumpinthemids of al theEnglishman’sthoughts. Not
only so, but he seemed to be awaysin hisview. Mr. The
Englishman had but to look out of window, tolook upon the
Corpora withlittleBebelle. Hehad but to gofor awalk, and
therewasthe Corporal walking with Bebelle. He had but to
come home again, disgusted, and the Corporal and Bebelle
were at homebeforehim. If helooked out at hisback win-
dowsearly inthe morning, the Corporal wasinthe Barber’s
back yard, washing and dressing and brushing Bebelle. If he
took refuge at hisfront windows, the Corporal brought his
breakfast out into the Place, and shared it therewith Bebelle.
Always Corpora and awaysBebelle. Never Corpora with-
out Bebelle. Never Bebellewithout Corporal.

Mr. The Englishmanwasnot particularly srongintheFrench
language asameansof ora communication, though heread it
very well. Itiswith languagesaswith people—when you
only know them by sight, you are apt to mistake them; you
must be on speaking terms before you can be said to have
established an acquaintance.

For thisreason, Mr. The Englishman hadtogird up hisloins
consderably before he could bring himself to the point of ex-
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changing ideaswith Madame Bouclet on the subject of this
Corporal and thisBebelle. But Madame Bouclet lookingin
apologetically one morning to remark, that, O Heaven! she
wasin astate of desol ation because thelamp-maker had not
sent homethat lamp confided to himto repair, but that truly he
was alamp-maker against whom thewholeworld shrieked
out, Mr. The Englishman sei zed the occasion.

“Madame, that baby—"

“Pardon, mongieur. That lamp.”

“No, no, that littlegirl.”

“But, pardon!” said Madame Bonclet, angling for aclew,
“onecannot light alittlegirl, or send her to berepaired?’

“Thelittlegirl—at the house of thebarber.”

“Ah-h-h!" cried Madame Bouclet, suddenly catching the
ideawith her ddlicatelittlelineandrod. “Little Bebelle? Yes,
yes, yes! And her friend the Corporal? Yes, yes, yes, yes!
So gented of him,—isitnot?’

“Heisnot -7’

“Notatall; notatall! Heisnot oneof her relations. Not at
al”

“Why, then, he—"
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“Perfectly!” cried Madame Bouclet, “you areright, mon-
seur. Itissogented of him. Thelessrelation, themoregen-
teel. Asyousay.”

“Isshe-?

“The child of the barber?” Madame Bouclet whisked up
her ilful littlelineandrodagain. “Notatal, notatal! Sheis
thechild of—inaword, of noone.”

“Thewifeof the barber, then-7

“Indubitably. Asyousay. Thewifeof thebarber receivesa
small stipendtotake care of her. So much by themonth. Eh,
then! Itiswithout doubt very little, for weareal poor here.”

“You are not poor, madame.”

“Astomy lodgers,” replied Madame Bouclet, with asmil-
ing and agraciousbend of her head, “no. Astodl thingselse,
S0-s0.”

“Youflatter me, madame.”

“Mongeur, itisyouwhoflatter meinliving here.”

Certainfishy gaspson Mr. The Englishman’spart, denoting
that he was about to resume his subject under difficulties,
Madame Boucl et observed him closely, and whisked up her
delicatelineand rod again with triumphant success.
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“Ono, mongeur, certainly not. Thewifeof thebarber isnot
cruel tothepoor child, but sheiscareless. Her hedthisdeli-
cate, and shestsdl day, looking out a window. Consequently,
whentheCorpord first came, the poor little Bebellewasmuch
neglected.”

“Itisacurious—" began Mr. The Englishman.

“Name? That Bebdle? Againyou areright, monsieur. But
itisaplayful namefor Gabriele.”

“And sothechildisamerefancy of the Corporal’s?’ said
Mr. TheEnglishman, inagruffly disparaging toneof voice.

“Eh, wdl!” returned Madame Boucdlet, with apleading shrug:
“onemust love something. Human natureisweak.”

(“Devilishweak,” muttered the Englishman, inhisownlan-
guage.)

“AndtheCorporal,” pursued Madame Bouclet, “being bil-
leted at the barber’s—where hewill probably remainalong
time, for heisattached to the General ,—and finding the poor
unowned childin need of being loved, and finding himself in
need of loving,—why, thereyou haveit al, you see!”

Mr. The Englishman accepted thisinterpretation of the mat-
ter with anindifferent grace, and observed to himself, inan
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injured manner, when hewasagainadone: “| shouldn’'t mindit
so much, if these people were not such a’—National
Participled—" sentimental people!”

TherewasaCemetery outsidethetown, and it happenedill
for thereputation of the Vaubanois, in thissentimental connec-
tion, that he took awalk there that same afternoon. To be
sure there were some wonderful things in it (from the
Englishman’spoint of view), and of acertainty inall Britain
youwould havefound nothing likeit. Not to mention thefan-
ciful flourishesof heartsand crossesinwood and iron, that
were planted all over the place, making it look very likea
Firework-ground, whereamost splendid pyrotechnic display
might be expected after dark, there were so many wreaths
upon thegraves, embroidered, asit might be, “ To my mother,”
“Tomy daughter,” “Tomy father,” “ To my brother,” “Tomy
sister,” “Tomy friend,” and those many wreathswerein so
many stages of elaboration and decay, from thewregth of yes-
terday, all fresh colour and bright beads, to thewreath of |ast
year, apoor mouldering wisp of straw! Therewere so many
little gardensand grottos made upon graves, in o many tastes,
with plantsand shellsand plaster figuresand porcelain pitch-
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ers, and so many oddsand ends! Therewere so many trib-
utesof remembrance hanging up, not to be discriminated by
the closest inspection from littleround waiters, whereon were
depictedinglowing lineseither alady or agentlemanwitha
white pocket-handkerchief out of all proportion, leaning, ina
state of themost faultlessmourning and most profound afflic-
tion, onthemost architectural and gorgeousurn! Therewere
S0 many surviving wiveswho had put their nameson thetombs
of their deceased husbands, with ablank for the date of their
own departurefrom thisweary world; and therewere so many
surviving husbandswho had rendered the same homageto
their deceased wives; and out of the number theremust have
been so many who had long ago married again! Infine, there
was so muchinthe placethat would have seemed morefrip-
pery to astranger, savefor the consideration that thelightest
paper flower that lay upon the poorest heap of earth wasnever
touched by arude hand, but perished there, asacred thing!
“Nothing of thesolemnity of Death here,” Mr. The English-
man had been going to say, whenthislast cong deration touched
himwith amild appeal, and onthewhole hewalked out with-
out sayingit. “But these peopleare,” heinsisted, by way of
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compensation, when hewaswell outsidethe gate, “they are
0" —Participled—" sentimentd!”

Hisway back lay by themilitary gymnasium-ground. And
there he passed the Corpora glibly ingtructing young soldiers
how to swing themselves over rapid and deep watercourses
ontheir way to Glory, by meansof arope, and himself deftly
plunging off aplatform, and flying ahundred feet or two, asan
encouragement to them to begin. And there he also passed,
perched on acrowning eminence (probably the Corporal’s
careful hands), the small Bebelle, with her round eyeswide
open, surveying the proceeding like awondering sort of blue
andwhitebird.

“If that childwastodie,” thiswashisreflection asheturned
hisback and went hisway,—"and it would amost servethe
fellow right for making such afool of himself,—I supposewe
should have him sticking up awreath and awaiter inthat fan-
tagtic burying-ground.”

Nevertheless after another early morning or two of looking out
of window, hestrolled down into the Place, when the Corporal
and Bebdlewerewaking there, and touching hishat tothe Cor-
pord (animmenseachievement), wished him Good-day.
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“Good-day, monsieur.”

“Thisisarather pretty child you havehere,” said Mr. The
Englishman, taking her chininhishand, andlooking downinto
her astonished blueeyes.

“Monsieur, sheisavery pretty child,” returned the Corpo-
ral, with astresson hispolite correction of the phrase.

“Andgood?’ saidthe Englishman.

“Andvery good. Poor littlething!”

“Hah!” TheEnglishman stooped down and patted her cheek,
not without awkwardness, asif heweregoingtoofarinhis
conciliation. “Andwhat isthismedal round your neck, my
littleone?’

Bebellehaving no other reply on her lipsthan her chubby
right fit, the Corporal offered hisservicesasinterpreter.

“Monseur demands, what isthis, Bebelle?’

“ItistheHoly Virgin,” said Bebelle.

“Andwho gaveityou?’ asked the Englishman.

“Theophile”

“AndwhoisTheophile?’

Bebelle brokeinto alaugh, laughed merrily and heartily,
clapped her chubby hands, and best her littlefeet onthe stone
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pavement of the Place.

“Hedoesn’'t know Theophile! Why, hedoesn’t know any
one! Hedoesn't know anything!” Then, sensible of asmall
solecismin her manners, Bebd letwisted her right handinaleg
of the Corporal’s Bloomer trousers, and, laying her cheek
against theplace, kissedit.

“Mongeur Theophile, | believe?’ saidthe Englishmantothe
Corpord.

“Itisl, mongeur.”

“Permitme.” Mr. TheEnglishman shook him heartily by the
hand and turned away. But hetook it mighty ill that old Mon-
sieur Mutud in hispatch of sunlight, uponwhom hecameas
heturned, should pull off hiscap to himwith alook of pleased
approva. And hemuttered, in hisowntongue, ashereturned
thesautation, “Well, walnut-shell! Andwhat businessisit of
yours?’

Mr. The Englishman went on for many weeks passing but
disturbed eveningsand worse nights, and constantly experi-
encing that those af oresaid windowsin the houses of Memory
and Mercy rattled after dark, and that he had very imperfectly
nailed themup. Likewise, hewent onfor many weeksdaily
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improving the acquai ntance of the Corpora and Bebdlle. That
isto say, hetook Bebelle by thechin, and the Corpord by the
hand, and offered Bebelle sousand the Corporal cigars, and
even got thelength of changing pipeswith the Corporal and
kissing Bebelle. But hedidit all inashamefaced way, and
alwaystook it extremely ill that Monsieur Mutuel in hispatch
of sunlight should notewhat hedid. Whenever that seemedto
bethecase, hedwaysgrowledinhisowntongue, “ Thereyou
areagan, walnut-shell! What businessisit of yours?’

In aword, it had become the occupation of Mr. The
Englishman'slifetolook after the Corpord and little Bebelle,
and to resent old Monsieur Mutuel’slooking after HIM. An
occupation only varied by afireinthetown onewindy night,
and much passing of water-buckets from hand to hand (in
whichthe Englishman rendered good service), and much beat-
ing of drums—whendl of asudden the Corpord disappeared.

Next, al of asudden, Bebelle disappeared.

Shehad beenvisibleafew dayslater than the Corpora ,—
sadly deteriorated asto washing and brushing,—but she had
not spoken when addressed by Mr. The Englishman, and had
looked scared and had run away. And now it would seem
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that shehad run away for good. And therelay the Great Place
under thewindows, bareand barren.

In hisshamefaced and constrained way, Mr. The English-
man asked no question of any one, but watched from hisfront
windows and watched from hisback windows, and lingered
about the Place, and peeped in at the Barber’ s shop, and did
al thisand much morewith awhistling and tune-humming pre-
tenceof not missing anything, until oneafternoon when Mon-
sieur Mutuel’s patch of sunlight wasin shadow, and when,
according to al rule and precedent, he had no right whatever
to bring hisred ribbon out of doors, behold here hewas, ad-
vancing with hiscap aready in hishand twel ve paces off!

Mr. The Englishman had got asfar into hisusua objurgation
as, “What bu-s- “ when he checked himself.

“Ah,itissad, itissad! Helas, itisunhappy,itissad!” Thus
old Monsieur Mutuel, shaking hisgray head.

“What busin- at least, | would say, what do you mean, Mon-
Seur Mutue 7’

“Our Corporal. Helas, our dear Corporal!”

“What hashappenedto him?’

“You havenot heard?’
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“No.”

“Atthefire. But hewassobrave, soready. Ah, toobrave,
tooready!”

“May the Devil carry you away!” the Englishman brokein
impatiently; “1 beg your pardon,—I mean me—I amnot ac-
customed to speak French,—go on, will you?’

“Andafdlingbeam—"

“Good God!” exclaimed the Englishman. “Itwasaprivate
soldier whowaskilled?’

“No. A Corpord, thesameCorpord, our dear Corpord. Be-
lovedby dl hiscomrades. Thefunerd ceremony wastouching—
penetrating. Monseur TheEnglishman, your eyesfill withtears”

“What bu-gi-

“Monsieur The Englishman, | honour thoseemotions. | sa
luteyou with profound respect. | will not obtrude myself upon
your nobleheart.”

Mongeur Mutud ,—agentlemaninevery thread of hiscloudy
linen, under whosewrinkled hand every graininthe quarter of
an ounce of poor snuff in his poor little tin box became a
gentleman’sproperty,—Monsieur Mutuel passed on, withhis
capinhishand.
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“I littlethought,” said the Englishman, after walking for sev-
eral minutes, and morethan once blowing hisnose, “when
was|ooking round that cemetery—I’ Il gothere!”

Straight hewent there, and when he camewithinthegate he
paused, considering whether he should ask at thelodgefor
somedirectiontothegrave. But hewaslessthaneverina
mood for asking questions, and hethought, “I shall see some-
thingonittoknow it by.”

In search of the Corpora’sgrave hewent softly on, up this
walk and downthat, peering in, among the crossesand hearts
and columnsand obelisksand tombstones, for arecently dis-
turbed spot. It troubled him now to think how many deadthere
werein the cemetery,—hehad not thought them atenth part so
numerousbefore—and after hehad waked and sought for some
time, hesadtohimsdlf, ashestruck down anew visaof tombs,
“I might supposethat every onewasdead but I.”

Not every one. A livechildwaslying ontheground asleep.
Truly hehad found something on the Corpora’ sgraveto know
it by, and the something was Bebelle.

With such aloving will had the dead soldier’scomrades
worked at hisresting-place, that it wasa ready aneat garden.
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Onthegreenturf of thegarden Bebellelay deeping, with her
cheek touchingit. A plain, unpainted littlewooden Crosswas
plantedintheturf, and her short arm embraced thislittle Cross,
asit had many atime embraced the Corporal’sneck. They
had put atiny flag (theflag of France) at hishead, and alaurel
garland.

Mr. The Englishman took off hishat, and stood for awhile
silent. Then, covering hishead again, he bent down on one
knee, and softly roused the child.

“Bebdle!l My littleone!”

Opening her eyes, onwhichthetearsweretill wet, Bebelle
wasat first frightened; but sseingwhoit was, shesuffered him
totake her inhisarms, looking steadfastly at him.

“Youmust not liehere, my littleone. You must comewith
me”

“No, no. | can’t leave Theophile. | want the good dear
Theophile”

“Wewill go and seek him, Bebelle. Wewill go and look for
himin England. Wewill goandlook for himat my daughter’s,
Bebdle”

“Shdl wefind himthere?’
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“We shall find the best part of himthere. Comewith me,
poor forlornlittleone. Heavenismy witness,” said the En-
glishman, inalow voice, as, before herose, hetouched the
turf abovethe gentle Corpora’sbreast, “that | thankfully ac-
cept thistrust!”

It wasalong way for the child to have come unaided. She
was soon asleep again, with her embracetransferred to the
Englishman’s neck. He looked at her worn shoes, and her
galledfeet, and her tired face, and believed that she had come
thereevery day.

Hewasleaving thegravewith thedumbering Bebdleinhis
arms, when he stopped, looked wistfully down at it, and looked
wistfully at the other gravesaround. “Itistheinnocent custom
of thepeople,” said Mr. The Englishman, with hesitation. “I
think | shouldliketodoit. Noonesees.”

Careful not to wake Bebelleashewent, herepaired to the
lodgewhere such littletokensof remembrancewere sold, and
bought two wreaths. One, blueand whiteand glistening sil-
ver, “Tomy friend;” one of asoberer red and black and yel-
low, “Tomy friend.” With these hewent back to the grave,
and so down on onekneeagain. Touching thechild’slipswith
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thebrighter wreeth, heguided her handto hangit onthe Cross,
then hung hisownwreath there. After all, thewreathswere
not far out of keeping withthelittlegarden. Tomy friend. To
my friend.

Mr. TheEnglishmantook it very ill whenhelooked round a
dtreet corner intothe Great Place, carrying Bebelleinhisarms,
that old Mutuel should bethereairing hisred ribbon. Hetook
aworld of painsto dodgetheworthy Mutuel, and devoted a
surprising amount of timeand troubleto skulkinginto hisown
lodging likeaman pursued by Justice. Safely arrivedthereat
last, hemade Bebdl €' stoil et with asaccurate aremembrance
ashecould bring to bear upon that work of theway inwhich
he had often seen the poor Corporal makeit, and having given
her to eat and drink, laid her down on hisown bed. Thenhe
dipped out into the barber’sshop, and after abrief interview
with the barber’swife, and abrief recourseto hispurseand
card-case, came back again with thewhole of Bebelle' sper-
sond property insuchavery littlebundlethat it wasquitelost
under hisarm.

Asitwasirreconcilablewith hiswholecourseand character
that he should carry Bebelle off in state, or receive any com-
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plimentsor congratul ations on that feat, he devoted the next
day to getting histwo portmanteausout of thehouse by artful-
nessand stedlth, and to comporting himself inevery particular
asif heweregoing to run away,—except, indeed, that he paid
hisfew debtsin thetown, and prepared aletter to leavefor
Madame Bouclet, enclosing asufficient sumof money inlieu
of notice. A railway train would comethrough at midnight,
and by that train he would take away Bebelle to ook for
Theophilein England and at hisforgiven daughter’s.

Atmidnight, onamoonlight night, Mr. The Englishman came
creeping forth likeaharmlessassassin, with Bebelleon his
breast instead of adagger. Quiet the Great Place, and quiet
the never-stirring streets; closed the cafes; huddled together
motionlessther billiard-bals; drowsy theguard or sentingl on
duty here and there; lulled for the time, by sleep, even the
insatiate appetite of the Office of Town-dues.

Mr. The Englishman | eft the Place behind, and | eft the streets
behind, and | eft the civilian-inhabited town behind, and de-
scended down among the military worksof Vauban, hemming
al in. Astheshadow of thefirst heavy arch and posternfell
upon him and was|eft behind, asthe shadow of the second
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heavy arch and postern fell upon him and wasleft behind, as
hishollow tramp over thefirst drawbridge was succeeded by
agentler sound, ashishollow tramp over the second draw-
bridge was succeeded by agentler sound, asheovercamethe
stagnant ditches one by one, and passed out where the flow-
ing waterswere and where the moonlight, so the dark shades
and the hollow sounds and the unwholesomely locked cur-
rents of his soul were vanquished and set free. Seetoit,
Vaubansof your own hearts, who gird theminwithtriplewalls
and ditches, and with bolt and chain and bar and lifted bridge—
razethosefortifications, and lay them level with theall-ab-
sorbing dust, beforethe night cometh when no hand canwork!

All went prosperoudy, and hegot into an empty carriagein
thetrain, where he could lay Bebelle on the seat over against
him, ason acouch, and cover her from head to foot with his
mantle. He had just drawn himself up from perfecting this
arrangement, and had just leaned back in hisown seat con-
templatingit with grest satisfaction, when hebecame aware of
acurious gppearance at the open carriagewindow,—aghostly
littletin box floating up inthemoon-light, and hovering there.

Heleaned forward, and put out hishead. Down amongthe
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railsand wheel sand ashes, Monsieur Mutuel, red ribbon and
dl!

“Excuse me, Monsieur The Englishman,” said Monsieur
Mutuel, holding up hisbox at arm’slength, the carriage being
sohighand hesolow; “but | shall reverencethelittlebox for
eve, if your so generoushand will takeapinchfromit at part-
ing.”

Mr. The Englishman reached out of thewindow beforecom-
plying, and—without asking the old fellow what businessit
wasof his—shook handsand said, “ Adieu! God blessyou!”

“And, Mr. The Englishman, God blessYOU!” cried Ma-
dameBouclet, whowasaso thereamong therailsand wheels
and ashes. “And God will blessyou in the happiness of the
protected child now withyou. And Godwill blessyouinyour
own child at home. And God will blessyouinyour ownre-
membrances. Andthisfromme!”

Hehad barely timeto catch abouquet from her hand, when
thetrain wasflying through the night. Round the paper that
enfoldedit wasbravely written (doubtlessby the nephew who
held the pen of an Angd), “Homageto thefriend of thefriend-
less”
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“Not bad people, Bebdle!” said Mr. The Englishman, softly
drawing themantlealittlefrom her degping face, that hemight
kissit, “thoughthey areso—"

Too “sentimental” himself at the moment to be ableto get
out that word, he added nothing but asob, and travelled for
some miles, through the moonlight, with hishand before his

eyes.

CHAPTER Il1
HIS BROWN-PAPER PARCEL

Y WORKSARE WELL KNOWN. | amayoung manin

theArtline. You have seen my worksmany a

time, thoughit’sfifty thousandto oneif you have
seen me. You say you don’t want to seeme? You say your
interest isin my works, and not in me? Don’t be too sure
about that. Stop abit.

Let ushaveit downinblack and whiteat thefirst go off, so
that theremay be no unpleasantness or wrangling afterwards.
Andthisislooked over by afriend of mine, aticket writer, that
isuptoliterature. | amayoung manintheArtline—inthe
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Fine-Artline. You have seen my worksover and over again,
and you have been curious about me, and you think you have
seenme. Now, asasaferule, you never have seen me, and
you never do seeme, and you never will seeme. | think that's
plainly put—and it'swhat knocks meover.

If there’ sablighted public character going, | antheparty.

It has been remarked by acertain (or an uncertain,) phi-
losopher, that the world knows nothing of its greatest men.
Hemight haveput it plainer if he had thrown hiseyeinmy
direction. Hemight have put it, that while theworld knows
something of them that apparently goinand win, it knows
nothing of themthat really goinand don’t win. Thereitis
againin another form—and that’swhat knocksmeover.

Not that it sonly myself that suffersfrominjustice, but that |
am more aliveto my own injuriesthan to any other man’s.
Being, as| have mentioned, inthe Fine-Art line, and not the
Philanthropicline, | openly admitit. Astocompany ininjury,
| have company enough. Who areyou passing every day at
your Competitive Excruciations? Thefortunate candidates
whose headsand liversyou haveturned upside downfor life?
Notyou. You arereally passing the Crammersand Coaches.
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If your principleisright, why don’t you turn out to-morrow
morning with thekeysof your citieson velvet cushions, your
mus ciansplaying, and your flagsflying, and read addressesto
the Crammers and Coaches on your bended knees, beseech-
ing themto come out and governyou? Then, again, asto your
public businessof dl sorts, your Financid statementsand your
Budgets; the Public knowsmuch, truly, about thereal doersof
al that! Your Noblesand Right Honourables arefirst-rate
men? Yes, and soisagooseafirst-ratebird. But I’ll tell you
thisabout the goose;—you'’ |l find hisnatural flavour disap-
pointing, without suffing.

Perhaps| am soured by not being popular? But supposel
AM popular. Suppose my works never fail to attract. Sup-
posethat, whether they are exhibited by natural light or by
artificia, they invariably draw the public. Then no doubt they
arepreserved in some Collection? No, they arenot; they are
not preserved in any Collection. Copyright? No, nor yet
copyright. Anyhow they must be somewhere? Wrong again,
for they areoften nowhere.

Saysyou, “ At dl events, you areinamoody state of mind,
my friend.” My answer is, | havedescribed myself asapublic
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character with ablight upon him—uwhichfully accountsfor the
curdling of themilk inthat cocoa-nut.

Thosethat are acquainted with London are aware of alo-
cality onthe Surrey sdeof theriver Thames, called the Obe-
lisk, or, more generally, the Obstacle. Thosethat are not ac-
quainted with Londonwill also beawareof it, now that | have
named it. My lodging isnot far from that locality. | ama
young man of that easy digposition, that | lieabed till it'sabso-
lutely necessary to get up and earn something, and then lie
abed againtill | have spent it.

It wason an occasionwhen | had had to turntowith aview
tovictuals, that | found myself walking along the Waterloo
Road, one evening after dark, accompanied by an acquain-
tance and fellow-lodger inthe gas-fitting way of life. Heis
very good company, having worked at the theatres, and, in-
deed, hehasatheatrica turn himself, and wishesto be brought
out inthe character of Othello; but whether on account of his
regular work awaysblacking hisfaceand handsmoreor less,
| cannot say.

“Tom,” hesays, “what amystery hangsover you!”

“Yes, Mr. Click”—therest of thehouse generally givehim
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hisname, asbeing firt, front, carpeted dl over, hisownfurni-
ture, and if not mahogany, an out-and-out imitation—"yes, Mr.
Click, amystery doeshang over me.”

“Makesyou low, you see, don't it?” says he, eyeing me
Sdeways.

“Why, yes, Mr. Click, there are circumstances connected
withitthat have,” | yidldedtoasigh, “alowering effect.”

“Givesyou atouch of themisanthropetoo, don'tit?’ says
he.“Wadll, I'll tell youwhat. If | wasyou, I’ d shakeit of.”

“If I wasyou, | would, Mr. Click; but, if youwasme, you
wouldn't.”

“Ah!” sayshe, “there’ssomethinginthat.”

When we had walked alittlefurther, hetook it up again by
touching meonthechest.

“You see, Tom, it seemsto measif, inthewordsof the poet
who wrote the domestic dramaof The Stranger, you had a
slent sorrow there.”

“I have, Mr. Click.”

“I hope, Tom,” lowering hisvoiceinafriendly way, “itisn’t
coining, or smashing?’

“No, Mr. Click. Don’'t be uneasy.”
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“Nor yet forg-“ Mr. Click checked himself, and added,
“counterfeting anything, for ingance?’

“No, Mr. Click. | amlawfully inthe Art line—Fine-Art
line—but | can say no more.”

“Ah! Under aspeciesof star? A kind of malignant spell?
A sort of agloomy destiny? A cankerworm pegging away at
your vitalsin secret, aswell as| makeit out?’ said Mr. Click,
eyeing mewith someadmiration.

| told Mr. Click that wasabout it, if wecameto particulars;
and | thought he appeared rather proud of me.

Our conversation had brought usto acrowd of people, the
greater part sruggling for afront placefromwhichto seesome-
thing on the pavement, which proved to be various designs
executed in coloured chalks on the pavement stones, lighted
by two candles stuck in mud sconces. The subjectsconsisted
of afinefresh salmon’shead and shoul ders, supposed to have
been recently sent homefrom thefishmonger’s; amoonlight
night at sea(inacircle); dead game; scroll-work; the head of
ahoary hermit engaged in devout contempl ation; thehead of a
pointer smoking apipe; and acherubim, hisflesh creased asin
infancy, going on ahorizontal errand against thewind. All
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these subj ects appeared to meto be exquisitely done.

Onhiskneesononesdeof thisgallery, ashabby person of
modest appearancewho shivered dreadfully (thoughit wasn't
a dl cold), wasengaged in blowing thechak-dust off themoon,
toning the outline of the back of the hermit’shead with abit of
|eather, and fattening the down-stroke of aletter or twointhe
writing. | haveforgottento mentionthat writing formed apart of
thecomposition, and that it al so—asit appeared to me—was
exquisitely done. It ranasfollows, infineround characters:
“Anhonest manisthenoblest work of God. 123456789
0. Poundss. d. Employment inan officeishumbly requested.
Honour the Queen. Hungerisa098765432 1 sharpthorn.
Chip chop, cherry chop, fol derol deri do. Astronomy and
mathematics. | dothisto support my family.”

Murmursof admiration at the exceeding beauty of thisper-
formance went about among the crowd. Theartist, having
finished histouching (and having spoilt those places), took his
seat on the pavement, with hisknees crouched up very nigh
hischin; and hafpence begantorattlein.

“A pity to seeaman of that talent brought so low; ain’'tit?’
said one of the crowd to me.
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“What he might have donein the coach-painting, or house-
decorating!” said another man, who took up thefirst speaker
becausel did not.

“Why, hewrites—a one—liketheLord Chancellor!” said
another man.

“Better,” said another. “I know hiswriting. Hecouldn’t
support hisfamily thisway.”

Then, awoman noticed the natura fluffinessof thehermit's
hair, and another woman, her friend, mentioned of thesalmon’s
gillsthat you could almost see him gasp. Then, an elderly
country gentleman stepped forward and asked themodest man
how he executed hiswork? And the modest man took some
scraps of brown paper with coloursin‘em out of hispockets,
and showed them. Then afair-complexioned donkey, with
sandy hair and spectacles, asked if the hermit wasaportrait?
Towhich themodest man, casting asorrowful glanceuponit,
replied that it was, to acertain extent, arecollection of his
father. Thiscaused aboy toyelp out, “Isthe Pinter asmoking
the pipe your mother?” who wasimmediately shoved out of
view by asympathetic carpenter with hisbasket of toolsat his
back.
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At every fresh question or remark the crowd leaned for-
ward more eagerly, and dropped the halfpence morefreely,
and the modest man gathered them up moremeekly. Atlast,
another elderly gentleman cameto thefront, and gavethe art-
ist hiscard, to cometo his office to-morrow, and get some
copyingtodo. The card wasaccompanied by sixpence, and
theartist wasprofoundly grateful, and, before he put the card
inhishat, read it severa timesby thelight of hiscandlestofix
theaddresswell in hismind, in case he should loseit. The
crowd wasdeeply interested by thislast incident, andamanin
the second row with agruff voicegrowledtotheartist, “ You' ve
gotachanceinlifenow, an'tyou?’ Theartis answvered (sniffing
inavery low-spirited way, however), “1’ m thankful to hope
s0.” Uponwhichtherewasagenera chorusof “Youareall
right,” and the halfpence dackened very decidedly.

| felt myself pulled away by thearm, and Mr. Click and |
stood aloneat the corner of the next crossing.

“Why, Tom,” said Mr. Click, “what ahorrid expression of
faceyou'vegot!”

“Havel?’ saysl.

“Haveyou?’ saysMr. Click. “Why, you looked asif you
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would havehisblood.”

“Whoseblood?’

“Theartid’s”

“Theartis's?’ | repeated. And | laughed, franticaly, wildly,
gloomily, incoherently, disagreeably. | amsensiblethat | did. |
know | did.

Mr. Click stared at mein ascared sort of away, but said
nothing until we had walked astreet’slength. Hethen stopped
short, and said, with excitement on the part of hisforefinger:

“Thomeas, | find it necessary to be plainwithyou. | don't
liketheenviousman. | haveidentified the cankerwormthat’s
pegging away at your vitas, andit'senvy, Thomas.”

“Isit?’ saysl.

“Yes, itis,” saysbe. “Thomas, beware of envy. Itisthe
green-eyed monster which never did and never will improve
each shining hour, but quitethereverse. | dread theenvious
man, Thomas. | confessthat | am afraid of the enviousman,
when heisso enviousasyou are. Whilst you contemplated
theworksof agifted rival, and whilst you heard that rival’s
praises, and especidly whilst you met hishumbleglanceashe
put that card away, your countenance was so malevolent asto
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beterrific. Thomas, | have heard of the envy of them that
followstheFine-Artline, but | never believedit could bewhat
yoursis. | wishyouwell, but | takemy leave of you. Andif
you should ever got into troublethrough knifeing—or say, ga
rotting—abrother artist, as| believeyouwill, don't call meto
character, Thomas, or | shal beforced toinjureyour case.”

Mr. Click parted from mewith those words, and webroke
off our acquaintance.

| became enamoured. Her namewasHenrietta. Contend-
ing with my easy disposition, | frequently got up to go after
her. Shedso dwdtintheneighbourhood of the Obstacle, and
| did fondly hopethat no other would interposein theway of
our union.

To say that Henriettawasvolatileisbut to say that shewas
woman. To say that shewasin the bonnet-trimmingisfeebly
to expressthetaste which reigned predominant in her own.

Sheconsented towak withme. Let medo her thejustice
to say that shedid so upontrial. “I amnot,” said Henrietta,
“asyet prepared to regard you, Thomas, in any other light
thanasafriend; but asafriend | anwillingtowak with you,
on theunderstanding that softer sentimentsmay flow.”
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Wewalked.

Under theinfluence of Henrietta sbeguilements, | now got
out of bed daily. | pursued my calling with anindustry before
unknown, and it cannot fail to have been observed at that pe-
riod, by those most familiar with the streets of London, that
therewasalarger supply. But hold! Thetimeisnot yet come!

Oneevening in October | waswalking with Henrietta, en-
joying the cool breezeswafted over Vauxhall Bridge. After
severa dow turns, Henriettagaped frequently (soinseparable
fromwoman isthelove of excitement), and said, “Let'sgo
homeby Grosvenor Place, Piccadilly, and Waterloo”—Iocali-
ties, | may statefor theinformation of the stranger and the
foreigner, well knownin London, andthelast aBridge.

“No. Not by Piccadilly, Henrietta,” said .

“And why not Piccadilly, for goodness sake?’ said
Henrietta

Could| tell her? Could I confessto the gloomy presenti-
ment that overshadowed me? Could | makemysdf inteligible
to her? No.

“I don't like Piccadilly, Henrietta.”

“But | do,” said she. “It'sdark now, and thelong rows of
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lamps in Piccadilly after dark are beautiful. | will go to
Ficcadilly!”

Of coursewewent. It wasapleasant night, and therewere
numbersof peopleinthestreets. It wasabrisk night, but not
too cold, and not damp. Let medarkly observe, it wasthe
best of al nights—for the purpose.

Aswe passed thegarden wall of the Roya Palace, going up
Grosvenor Place, Henriettamurmured:

“l wish | wasaQueen!”

“Why so, Henrietta?’

“1 would make you Something,” said she, and crossed her
two handson my arm, and turned away her head.

Judging from thisthat the softer sentimentsaluded to above
had begunto flow, | adapted my conduct to that belief. Thus
happily we passed on into the detested thoroughfare of
Piccadilly. Ontheright of that thoroughfareisarow of trees,
therailing of the Green Park, and afine broad digible piece of
pavement.

“Ohmy!” cried Henriettapresently. “There' sbeen anacci-
dent!”

| looked totheleft, and said, “Where, Henrietta?’
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“Not there, stupid!” said she. “Over by the Park railings.
Wherethecrowdis. Ohno, it'snot an accident, it's some-
thingelsetolook at! What'sthemlights?’

Shereferred to two lightstwinkling low amongst thelegsof
theassemblage: two candleson the pavement.

“Oh, docomeaong!” cried Henrietta, skipping acrossthe
road with me. | hung back, butinvain. “Dolet’slook!”

Again, designsupon the pavement. Centre compartment,
Mount Vesuviusgoingit (inacircle), supported by four ova
compartments, severaly representing ashipin heavy westher,
ashoulder of mutton attended by two cucumbers, agolden
harvest with distant cottage of proprietor, and aknifeand fork
after nature; abovethe centre compartment abunch of grapes,
and over thewholearainbow. Thewhole, asit appearedto
me, exquisitely done.

The person in attendance on theseworks of art wasinal
respects, shabbinessexcepted, unliketheformer personage.
Hiswhol e gppearance and manner denoted briskness. Though
threadbare, he expressed to the crowd that poverty had not
subdued hisspirit, or tinged with any sense of shamethishon-
est effort toturn histaentsto someaccount. Thewritingwhich
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formed apart of hiscompositionwasconceivedinasmilarly
cheerful tone. It breathed thefollowing sentiments. “ Thewriter
is poor, but not despondent. ToaBritish1234567890
Public he Pounds S. d. appeal's. Honour to our brave Army!
Andalso0987654321toour galant Navy. Britons
Srikethe A B C D E F G writerincommon chalkswould be
grateful for any suitable employment home! Hurrah!” The
wholeof thiswriting appeared to meto beexquisitely done.

But thisman, in onerespect likethelast, though seemingly
hard at it with agreat show of brown paper and rubbers, was
only redly fattening thedown-stroke of aletter hereand there,
or blowing theloose chalk off therainbow, or toning the out-
sideedge of the shoulder of mutton. Though hedidthiswith
thegreatest confidence, hedid it (asit struck me) in soigno-
rant amanner, and so spoilt everything hetouched, that when
he began upon the purple smokefrom thechimney of thedis-
tant cottage of the proprietor of the golden harvest (which
smokewasbeautifully soft), | found mysalf sayingaoud, with-
out considering of it:

“Letthat alone, will you?’

“Halloal” said the man next meinthe crowd, jerking me
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roughly from himwith hiselbow, “why didn’'t you send atele-
gram? If we had known you was coming, we' d have pro-
vided something better for you. You understand theman’swork
better than he doeshimself, don’'t you? Haveyou madeyour
will? You'retooclever tolivelong.”

“Don’'t be hard uponthegentleman, sir,” said thepersonin
attendance ontheworksof art, withatwinklein hiseyeashe
looked at me; “hemay chanceto beanartist himsdf. If so, gir,
hewill haveafdlow-fedingwithme, Sr, when I”—he adapted
hisaction to hiswordsashewent on, and gaveasmart dap of
his hands between each touch, working himself al thetime
about and about the composition—"when | lighten the bloom
of my grapes—shade off the orangein my rainbow—dot thei
of my Britons—throw ayellow light into my cow-cum-ber—
ins nuate another morsel of fat into my shoulder of mutton—
dart another zigzag flash of lightning at my shipindistress!”

He seemed to do this so neatly, and was so nimbleabout it,
that the hafpencecameflyingin.

“Thanks, generouspublic, thanks!” saidtheprofessor. “You
will stimulate meto further exertions. My namewill befound
inthelist of British Paintersyet. | shal do better thanthis, with
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encouragement. | shal indeed.”

“You never can do better than that bunch of grapes,” said
Henrietta. “ Oh, Thomas, them grapes!”

“Not better than that, lady? | hopefor thetimewhen | shal
paint anything but your own bright eyesand lipsequd tolife.”

“(Thomas, didyouever?) Butit musttakealongtime, gir,”
said Henrietta, blushing, “to paint equal tothat.”

“l wasprenticed toit, miss,” said theyoung man, smartly
touching up the composition—"prenticed toit in the caves of
Spainand Portingal e, ever solong and two year over.”

Therewasalaugh fromthe crowd; and anew manwho had
worked himsdlf innext me, said, “He'sasmart chap, too; ain't
he?’

“Andwhat aeyel” exclaimed Henriettasoftly.

“Ah! Heneed haveaeye,” said theman.

“Ah! Hejust need,” was murmured among the crowd.

“Hecouldn’'t comethat ‘ ereburning mountainwithout aeye,”
said theman. He had got himself accepted as an authority,
somehow, and everybody |ooked at hisfinger asit pointed out
Veauwvius. “Tocomethat effectinagenerd illuminationwould
requireaeye; but to comeit with two dips—why, it'senough
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toblindhim!”

That impostor, pretending not to have heard what was said,
now winked to any extent with both eyesat once, asif the
strain upon hissight wastoo much, and threw back hislong
hair—it wasvery long—asif to cool hisfevered brow. | was
watching him doingit, when Henrietta suddenly whispered,
“Oh, Thomas, how horrid youlook!” and pulled meout by the
am.

Remembering Mr. Click’swords, | was confused when |
retorted, “What do you mean by horrid?’

“Ohgracioust Why, youlooked,” said Henrietta, “asif you
would havehisblood.”

| wasgoing to answer, “ So | would, for twopence—from
hisnose,” when | checked mysdlf and remained silent.

Wereturned homein silence. Every step of theway, the
softer sentimentsthat had flowed, ebbed twenty milean hour.
Adapting my conduct to theebbing, as| had doneto theflow-
ing, | let my armdrop limp, so asshecould scarcely keep hold
of it, and | wished her such acold good-night at parting, that |
keep within the bounds of truth when | characteriseit asa

Rasper.
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Inthe course of the next day | received thefollowing docu-
ment:

“Henriettainforms Thomasthat my eyesareopentoyou. |
must ever wishyouwd|, but walking and usisseparated by an
unfarmable abyss. Oneso malignant to superiority—Oh that
look at him!—can never never conduct

Henrietta

PS—Tothedltar.”

Y IELDING TO THE EASINESS Of my disposition, | went to bed for
aweek, after receiving thisletter. During thewholeof such
time, Londonwasbereft of theusud fruitsof my labour. When
| resumedit, | found that Henriettawas married to the artist of
Ficcadilly.

Did| say totheartist? What fell wordswerethose, expres-
siveof what agalling hollowness, of what abitter mockery!
| —l—l—amtheartist. | wasthereal artist of Piccadilly, |
wasthered artist of theWaterloo Road, | amtheonly artist of
al those pavement-subjectswhich dally and nightly arouseyour
admiration. 1 do‘em, and| let ‘em out. Theman you behold
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with the papers of chalks and the rubbers, touching up the
down-strokes of thewriting and shading off the salmon, the
man you givethe credit to, the man you give the money to,
hires—yes! and | livetotell it!—hiresthose worksof art of
me, and brings nothing to ‘ em but the candles.

Suchisgeniusinacommercial country. | am not uptothe
shivering, | am not up to the liveliness, | am not up to the
wanting-employment-in-an-officemove; | anonly uptoorigi-
nating and executing thework. Inconsequence of whichyou
never seeme; you think you see me when you see somebody
€l se, and that somebody e seisamere Commercia character.
The one seen by salf and Mr. Click inthe Waterloo Road can
only writeasingleword, and that | taught him, andit’smulti-
plication—which you may see him execute upside down,
because hecan’t do it the natural way. The one seen by self
and Henriettaby the Green Park railingscan just smear into
existence the two endsof arainbow, with hiscuff and arub-
ber—if very hard put upon making ashow—~but he could no
more comethe arch of therainbow, to save hislife, than he
could comethe moon-light, fish, volcano, shipwreck, mutton,
hermit, or any of my most cel ebrated effects.
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To concludeas| began: if there’ sablighted public charac-
ter going, | anthe party. And often asyou have seen, do see,
andwill see, my Works, it'sfifty thousand to oneif you'll ever
seeme, unless, when the candlesare burnt down and the Com-
mercia character isgone, you should happen to noticeane-
glected young man perseveringly rubbing out thelast traces of
the pictures, so that nobody can renew thesame. That’'sme.

CHAPTER IV
HISWONDERFUL END

It will have been, ere now, perceived that | sold theforegoing
writings. Fromthefact of their being printed in these pages,
theinferencewill, ere now, have been drawn by the reader
(may | add, the gentlereader?) that | sold them to Onewho
never yet—*

Having parted with thewritingson most satisfactory terms—
for, in opening negotiationswith the present Journd, was| not
placing mysdlf inthe hands of Oneof whomit may besaid, in
thewords of Another,*—resumed my usual functions. But |

*The remainder of this complimentary sentence editorially struck
out.
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too soon discovered that peace of mind had fled from abrow
which, uptothat time, Timehad merely took thehair off, leav-
ing anunruffled expansewithin.

It were superfluousto vell it—thebrow towhich | dludeis
my own.

Yes, over that brow uneasinessgathered likethe sablewing
of thefabled bird, as—asno doubt will beeasily identified by
al right-mindedindividuds. If not, | amunable, onthe spur of
the moment, to enter into particularsof him. Thereflection
that thewritingsmust now inevitably getinto print, and that He
might yet live and meet with them, sat likethe Hag of Night
upon my jaded form. Theelasticity of my spiritsdeparted.
Fruitlesswasthe Bottle, whether Wineor Medicine. | had
recourseto both, and the effect of both upon my systemwas
witheringly lowering.

Inthisstate of depression, intowhich | subsdedwhen | first
begantorevolvewhat could | ever say if He—the unknown—
wasto appear in the Coffee-room and demand reparation, |
oneforenooninthislast November received aturn that ap-
peared to be given me by thefinger of Fateand Conscience,
hand in hand. | wasaonein the Coffee-room, and had just
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poked thefireinto ablaze, and wasstanding with my back toit,
trying whether heat would penetratewith soothing influenceto
the VVoicewithin, when ayoung maninacap, of anintelligent
countenance, though requiring hishair cut, scood beforeme.

“Mr. Christopher, the Head Waiter?’

“Thesame.”

Theyoung man shook hishair out of hisvison,—whichit
impeded,—to apacket from hisbreast, and handing it over to
me, said, with hiseye (or did | dream?) fixed with alambent
meaning on me, “ The Proofs.”

Although | smelt my coat-tailssingeing at thefire, | had not
the power to withdraw them. Theyoung man put the packet
inmy faltering grasp, and repeated —l et medo himthejustice
toadd, withcivility:

“TheProofs. A.Y.R.”

With thosewords he departed.

A.Y.R.? And You Remember. Wasthat hismeaning? At
Your Risk. Werethelettersshort for THAT reminder? Antici-
pate Your Retribution. Didthey stand for THAT warning?
Out-dacious Youth Repent? But no; for that, aO washappily
wanting, and thevowel herewasaA.

| opened the packet, and found that its contentswerethe
foregoing writings printed just asthereader (may | add the
discerning reader?) perusesthem. Invain wasthereassuring
whisper,—A.Y.R., All the Year Round,—it could not cancel
the Proofs. Too appropriate name. The Proofsof my having
soldthe Writings.

My wretchednessdaily increased. | had not thought of the
risk | ran, andthedefying publicity | put my head into, until al
wasdone, and all wasin print. Giveupthemoney to be off
thebargain and prevent thepublication, | could not. My fam-
ily wasdownintheworld, Christmaswascoming on, abrother
inthe hospital and asister in therheumatics could not be en-
tirely neglected. Anditwasnot only insinthefamily that had
told on theresources of one unaided Waitering; outswere not
wanting. A brother out of asituation, and another brother out
of money to meet an acceptance, and another brother out of
hismind, and another brother out at New York (not thesame,
though it might appear s0), had really and truly brought meto
astandtill I could turnmyself round. | got worseandworsein
my meditations, constantly reflecting “ The Proofs,” and re-
flecting that when Christmasdrew nearer, and the Proofswere
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published, there could be no safety from hour to hour but that
Hemight confront mein the Coffee-room, and in theface of
day and hiscountry demand hisrights.

Theimpressveand unlooked-for catastrophetowardswhich
| dimly pointed thereader (shall | add, the highly intellectua
reader?) inmy first remarks now rapidly approaches.

It wasNovember ill, but thelast echoes of the Guy Foxes
hadlong ceased toreverberate. Wewasdack,—severa joints
under our average mark, and wine, of course, proportionate.
So slack had we become at last, that BedsNos. 26, 27, 28,
and 31, having took their six o’ clock dinners, and dozed over
their respectivepints, had drove away intheir respective Han-
somsfor their respective Night Mail-trainsand | eft usempty.

| had took the evening paper to No. 6 table—whichiswarm
and most to be preferred,—and, lost in the all-absorbing top-
icsof theday, had droppedinto aslumber. | wasrecalledto
consciousness by thewell-known intimation, “Waiter!” and
replying, “ Sir!” found agentleman standing at No. 4 table.
Thereader (shall | add, the observant reader?) will pleaseto
noticethelocality of the gentleman,—at No. 4 Table.

Hehad oneof the newfangled uncollapsablebagsin hishand
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(which | amagaingt, for | don’t seewhy you shouldn’t col-
lapse, whileyou areabout it, asyour fathers collapsed before
you), and hesaid:

“I want todine, waiter. | shall deep hereto-night.”

“Very good, sir. What will you takefor dinner, sir?’

“Soup, bit of codfish, oyster sauce, and thejoint.”

“Thank you, 9r.”

| rang the chambermaid’sbell; and Mrs. Pratchett marched
in, according to custom, demurely carrying alighted flat candle
before her, asif shewasoneof along public procession, all
theother membersof whichwasinvisble.

I n the meanwhile the gentleman had gone up to the mantel -
piece, right infront of thefire, and had laid hisforehead against
the mantel piece (whichitisalow one, and brought himinto
theattitude of leap-frog), and had heaved atremenjoussigh.
Hishair waslong and lightish; and when helaid hisforehead
againgt themantel piece, hishair dl fell inadusty fluff together
over hiseyes, and when henow turned round and lifted up his
head again, itdl fell inadusty fluff together over hisears. This
givehimawild appearance, smilar to ablasted hegth.

“O! Thechambermaid. Ah!” Hewasturning somethingin
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hismind.“Tobesure. Yes. | won't go up-stairsnow, if you
will takemy bag. Itwill beenoughfor the present to know my
number—Canyou giveme24B?

(O Conscience, what aAdder art thou!)

Mrs. Pratchett alotted him theroom, and took hisbagtoit.
Hethenwent back beforethefire, and fell abiting hisnalls.

“Waiter!” biting between thewords, “giveme,” bite, “pen
and paper; and in five minutes,” bite, “let me have, if you
please,” bite, “d’, bite, “Messenger.”

Unmindful of hiswaning soup, hewrote and sent off six
notes before hetouched hisdinner. Threewere City; three
West-End. The City letterswereto Cornhill, Ludgate-hill,
and Farringdon Street. The West-End |etterswereto Great
Marlborough Street, New Burlington Street, and Piccadilly.
Everybody was systematically denied at every oneof thesix
places, and there was not avestige of any answer. Our light
porter whispered to me, when he came back with that report,
“All Booksdlers”

But beforethen he had cleared off hisdinner, and hisbottle
of wine. Henow—mark the concurrence with the document
formerly giveninfull!—knocked aplateof biscuitsoff thetable
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with hisagitated el ber (but without breakage), and demanded
boiling brandy-and-water.

Now fully convinced that it was Himself, | perspired with
theutmost freedom. When he becameflushed with theheated
stimulant referred to, he again demanded pen and paper, and
passed the succeeding two hoursin producing amanuscript
which heput in thefirewhen completed. Hethenwent upto
bed, attended by Mrs. Pratchett. Mrs. Pratchett (who was
awareof my emotions) told me, on coming down, that she had
noticed hiseyeralling into every corner of the passagesand
dtaircase, asif in search of hisLuggage, and that, |ooking back
as she shut the door of 24 B, she perceived him with his coat
aready thrown off immersing himself bodily under the bed-
stead, likeachimley-sweep beforethe gpplication of machin-
ery.

The next day—I forbear the horrors of that night—wasa
very foggy day in our part of London, insomuch that it was
necessary to light the Coffee-room gas. Wewasstill alone,
and no feverish wordsof mine can do justiceto thefitfulness
of hisappearanceashesat at No. 4 table, increased by there
being something wrong withthe meter.
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Having again ordered hisdinner, hewent out, and was out
for thebest part of two hours. Inquiring on hisreturn whether
any of theanswershad arrived, and receiving an unquaified
negative, hisinstant call wasfor mulligatawny, the cayenne
pepper, and orange brandy.

Fedling that themorta strugglewasnow at hand, | dsofelt
that | must be equal to him, and with that view resolved that
whatever hetook | wouldtake. Behind my partition, but keep-
ing my eye on himover thecurtain, | therefore operated on
Mulligatawny, Cayenne Pepper, and Orange Brandy. And at
alater period of theday, when heagainsaid, “ Orange Brandy,”
| said sotoo, inalower tone, to George, my Second Lieuten-
ant (my First wasabsent on leave), who acts between meand
the bar.

Throughout that awful day hewa ked about the Coffee-room
continualy. Often hecame closeuptomy partition, and then
hiseyeralled within, too evidently in search of any signsof his
Luggage. Half-past six came, and | laid hiscloth. Heordered
abottleof old Brown. | likewiseordered abottleof old Brown.
Hedrank his. | drank mine (as nearly as my dutieswould
permit) glassfor glassagaingt his. Hetopped with coffeeand
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asmall glass. | topped with coffee and asmall glass. He
dozed. | dozed. Atlast, “Waiter!”—and he ordered hishill.
Themoment wasnow at hand whenwetwo must belockedin
thedeadly grapple.

Swift asthearrow from the bow, | had formed my resolu-
tion; in other words, | had hammered it out between nineand
nine. Itwas, that | would bethefirst to open up the subject
withafull acknowledgment, and would offer any gradud settle-
ment within my power. Hepaid hishill (doing what wasright
by attendance) with hiseyerolling about himtothelast for any
tokensof hisLuggage. Oneonly timeour gazethen met, with
thelustrousfixedness (I believel am correct inimputing that
character to it?) of thewell-known Basilisk. Thedecisive
moment had arrived.

With atolerable steady hand, though with humility, | laid
TheProofsbeforehim.

“GraciousHeavens!” hecriesout, leaping up, and catching
hold of hishair. “What'sthis? Print!”

“Sir,” | replied, inacaming voice, and bending forward, “|
humbly acknowledgeto being the unfortunate cause of it. But
| hope, sir, that when you have heard the circumstances ex-
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plained, and theinnocence of my intentions—"

To my amazement, | was stopped short by hiscatching me
inboth hisarms, and pressing meto hisbreast-bone; wherel
must confessto my face (and particular, nose) having under-
gonesometemporary vexation from hiswearing hiscoat but-
toned high up, and hisbuttons being uncommon hard.

“Ha, ha, hal” hecries, releasing mewith awild laugh, and
grasping my hand. “What isyour name, my Benefactor?’

“My name, sir” (1 was crumpled, and puzzled to makehim
out), “isChristopher; and | hope, S, that, assuch, whenyou' ve
heard my ex-“

“Inprint!” he exclaimsagain, dashing the proofsover and
over asif hewasbathinginthem.—"Inprint!! O Christopher!
Philanthropist! Nothing can recompenseyou,—but what sum
of money would be acceptableto you?’

| had drawn astep back from him, or | should have suffered
fromhisbuttonsagain.

“Sir, | assureyou, | have been already well paid, and—"

“No, no, Christopher! Don'ttalk likethat! What sum of
money would be acceptableto you, Christopher? Would you
find twenty poundsacceptable, Christopher?’
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However great my surprise, | naturally found wordsto say,
“Sir, | am not awarethat the man was ever yet born without
more than the average amount of water on the brain aswould
not find twenty pounds acceptable. But—extremely obliged
toyou, s, I'msure;” for hehad tumbled it out of hispurseand
crammed itinmy handintwo bank-notes; “but | couldwishto
know, g, if not intruding, how | have merited thisliberaity?’

“Know then, my Christopher,” hesays, “that fromboyhood's
hour | have unremittingly and unavailingly endeavouredto get
into print. Know, Christopher, that all the Booksellersalive—
and several dead—haverefused to put meinto print. Know,
Christopher, that | havewritten unprinted Reams. But they
shall bereadto you, my friend and brother. You sometimes
haveaholiday?’

Seeingthegreat danger | wasin, | had the presenceof mind
toanswer, “Never!” Tomakeit morefinal, | added, “ Never!
Not fromthecradletothegrave.”

“Well,” sayshe, thinking no moreabout that, and chuckling
a hisproofsagain. “Butl aminprint! Thefirst flight of ambi-
tion emanating frommy father’slowly cotisredised at length!
Thegolden bow” —hewas getting on,—" struck by themagic
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hand, has emitted acomplete and perfect sound! Whendid
thishappen, my Christopher?’

“Which happen, Sr?’

“This” heheldit out at armslengthto admireit—"thisPer-
rnt.”

When | had given him my detailed account of it, hegrasped
me by thehand again, and said:

“Dear Christopher, it should be gratifying to you to know
that you are an instrument inthe hands of Destiny. Because
youare.”

A passing Something of amelancholy cast put it into my
head to shakeit, and to say, “ Perhapsweall are.”

“l don't meanthat,” heanswered; “1 don’t take that wide
range; | confinemysdlf to the specia case. Observemewsl,
my Christopher! Hopelessof getting rid, through any effort of
my own, of any of themanuscriptsamong my Luggage—all
of which, send themwherel would, wereawayscoming back
to me—itisnow somesevenyearssincel left that Luggage
here, on the desperate chance, either that thetoo, too faithful
manuscripts would come back to me no more, or that some
onelessaccursed than | might givethemto theworld. You
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follow me, my Christopher?’

“Pretty well, sir.” | followed him so far asto judgethat he
had aweak head, and that the Orange, the Boiling, and Old
Brown combined wasbeginningtotell. (The Old Brown, be-
ing heady, isbest adapted to seasoned cases.)

“Yearselgpsed, and those compositionsslumbered in dust.
Atlength, Destiny, choosing her agent fromall mankind, sent
You here, Christopher, andlo! the Casket wasburst asunder,
andthe Giant wasfree!”

He made hay of hishair after he said this, and he stood a-
tiptoe.

“But,” hereminded himself in astate of excitement, “we
must sit up all night, my Christopher. | must correct these
Proofsfor thepress. Fill al theinkstands, and bring me sev-
era new pens.”

He smeared himself and he smeared the Proof's, the night
through, to that degree that when Sol gave him warning to
depart (in afour-wheeler), few could have said which was
them, and which washim, and whichwasblots. Hislastin-
structionswas, that | shouldinstantly run and take hiscorrec-
tionsto the officeof the present Journd. | did so. They most
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likely will not appear in print, for | noticed amessage being
brought round from Beauford Printing House, whilel wasa
throwing this concluding statement on paper, that the olere-
sources of that establishment was unabl e to make out what
they meant. Upon which acertain gentlemanin company, asl
will not more particularly name—but of whom it will besuffi-
cient to remark, standing on the broad basis of awave-girt
ide, that whether weregard himinthelight of,—* laughed,
and put the correctionsinthefire.

* The remainder of this complimentary parenthesis editorially
struck out.
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