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THE CRITIC.

A BARREN TITLE.

(Continued.)

At nino r. » such of the company as might be presont voted ono of thoir
nuwber into the ehair, a post winch it was not considered etiquetto to vacato
till tho clock strnck twelve. At ten o'clock thoy wore gonerally joined by
the lindlord, who, on such occisions, ordered nand paid for wha{ ho drank
like am ordiunry customer.  The last proceeding of each evening was for
the chatrman to {reat siich of the campany as might be left to “goes” of
grog athis own eapense ; one can not expect to have the honors of this yorld
thrust upon one without having to pay for them.

It 12 quite pozable that some of the frequenters of the Brown Brar were
drawn thather by the love of hearing themselves talk, and of having others
to hsten to thewy, vather than by any wore convivial motives. As a con-
s apencs, the atliirs of the nation were discussed and sottled, and the pro
cerhugs of the paty in power impugned or approved of, as the ciso might
ho, to the satisfuction of everybody concoined ; while such minor topics as
the weather, the crops, the last murder, or the latest scandal in high life,
did not faul to cume 1n for their due share of attention. Somo old fogies
there wore who scarcely opened theirJips oxcopt to order their grog, orto
interject an *“exactly ¥ or a “just so” at the proper moment, whenover
any particular proposition was pointedly aimed at them, but who otherwise
pufled placudly at their pipes 1n stolid silence. Theso non-talkers were by
no meaus among the least popular of the company, for how can a man who
feols called upon to enlighten his fellow-citizens do so with any setisfaction
to himself unless ho has approciativo listoners? That those others choose
to bo listoners rather than talkers was by no means put down to any ob-
tuseness of intellect on their part, for are we not taught that a still tonguo
13 2 3120 of a wise head 7 and a man may bo brimful of wisdom, and yet be
at pains to conceal that fact from his fellows.

Among such a company as this it might almost have scomed as if a man
like Mr. Fildew would hardiy have felt himself at home , but such was by
no means the caso. The truth 1s, that the majority of the frequenters of
tho Brown Bear, that is to say, tha small tradesmen portion of them, looked
up to our friend, and yet looked down upon him. They looked down upon
Im because they had a suspicion, which, in their case, was next to a cor-
tamty, that he was always 1n a chronic state of tmpecumosity ; because they
themselves had their snug hittle investments in one form or other, and could
have bought lim up, root and branch, a hundred times over ; and, finally,
because 1t is one of the blessed privileges of those who have money to look
down on those who have none. They locked up to Fildew becauso there was
something abhout the man which told them he had at one time belonged to
« sphere from which they were forever debarred. Through all his poverty
and shabbiness, a faint aroma of fashion and igh hfe scomed still to cling
to him. The popular notion at the Brown Bear was that he had at one time
been an officer i some crack regiment, who had ruined himself by gambling,
and been discarded by his friends. 1f he spoke of the aristocracy, which,
to give hum credit, was but rarely, he spoke asthough he was one to tue
manor torn. He seemned to know Eton and Oxford as well as ho knew Tot-
tenham-court Road, and to be familiar with most of the West End clubs. A
nobloman’s name could hardly be mentioned without hus being able to toll
something about ham that the frequonters of the Brown Bear had never beard
before. In his very way of talking, in s wode of accentuating his words
there was an 1ndcfinablo something swwhich marked him out at onco. from the
ordinary frequenters of the coffec-room of the B.B. Thoy know, these
potty tradesmen, thz. ** His Grace " looked down upon them from the height
of some, to them, invisible pedestal ; and they, 1 turn, looked down upon
him from the serene height of their money-bags; and yet, as they argued
among themselves when ho was not by, he must, to a certain extent, have
liked their company, clso why did ho seek it so persistently, night after
night, the year round?

It was about half past cight this evening when John Fildow walked
into the bar of the Brown Dear. Ho nodded to the landlord, and that wor-
thy at once touched a spring inside the bar which communicated with the
door of the coffec roum, after which the door opened to ¥ildew's hand, and
ho entered.  With one man in the room ho shook hands, to the rest of tho
company he vouchsafed a general and comprehensive nod.  Then Le tovk a
vacant chair, and having called for a “ go* of brandy cold, he proceeded
to select a church-warden pipe from a heap on the table before lum, and to
charge it with tobacco.

* How's tha weather by this time. your grace?” asked Mr. Nutt, the
shoc-maker.  ** It was just wetting a bit when § came n.”

* The stars are out agmn,” sad kildew, answening to the ttlo as a matter
of course.  ** Not much hkelihood of any min to-night.”

It was not often that ho joined in the discussions pohitical or otherwise,
that were pretty sure to crop up beforo the evemng wisat an end. Heo
generally sat a silent of not an amaused histener. 1 appealed to dircetly he
would givo lus opinien, but not otherwise  That curious, sneening simle of
s would nuw and then sight up lus features at the enunciation by one or
other of lus friends of <uma more wildly outrageous statement than common,
but for the moest part ho und Ins pape held silent sesaon together and troubled
no ono with what they thought.

t was quite undemstood in the room why Mr. Fildow should shake hands
with Mr. Denzil und nv one else.  Mr. Fildew wasa man who rarely shook
hands with any ene. Iis reasuns for making an caceplivn in faver of the
young law-writer may bo told in a fow words. One ovening, about a
year anterior to the particular ovening to which wo havo now sume, Mr.
Ixnnl bud made lus appeatance at the Brown Bear considerably the worse
for liyuor. At tho moment of his outranco Mr. Fildow was oxplaining to
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the company the coromonial in connection with a royal leveo at St. Jamey,
* What can a shabby dog like you know about tho interior of a palacef
hicconghed Donzil, *If you have ovor hoon inside St. James's it must have
beon whon you were sont to swoep the chimneys.”
‘“ Silonco, you drunken fool,” said Mr. Fildovw,
tones.

But Denail was not in a mood to be silenced, and would probably by,
insulted the company all round had not three or four of his more intimay
frionds removed him as quiotly as possible. After that ovoning ho wnd ),
Fildow spoko to eazh othor no more.

Six or soven months had passed away whon one ovening somobody jp.
quired what had become of Donzil, upward of a week having gone by sig.
his last appoarancs ai the B. B.

“ My potman told mo to day that ho had heard ho was queer,” remark.
the landionl.

* What's the matter with him? Not d. t. again, ch "

 Some sort of fover, I'm afraid. Catching, too, I hear.”

* Poor Donzil! Let up hope he'll not waut for good nuramg "

“ How can he have good numsing,” said another, ** wheu, s | happe:
to know, ho hasn't a singlo rolation within a hundred miles of Londont i,
rents a back bedroom on a third floor, aud gets his moals out  That'stt,
sort of homeo Denzil has.”

“Poor devil ! Thoy ought to have taken him to the hospital, [
have been properly cared for there.” ]

* They say he's too 11l to be moved,” romarksd the landlord, as ey |
cidly puffed at his pipe. Had the health of his favorite terrior been n }
question, sumne show of feeling might naturally have been expected &.- F
him. 2,

Then Mr Fildow spoke. ‘ Gontlomen,” he said, mny opinion is thit, 3
deputation of tho present company ought without delay to inquire into th |
circumstances attended on Mr. Denzil's iliness, end make such arrangemezs,
as may be necessary for having him properly cared for.” -

Thero was a dead silence in tho room. Everybody puffed away wit [
increased enorgy at their pipes. £

M. Pyecroft, the snmll-ware dealer, a thin man with a squeaky vin B
was the first to speak. “ Did you say the fover was a catching one, M K
Landlord ¢ . 3

3o my potman w23 given to understand. A bad kind of foveraien i

*Humph! Woll, I for one, us a fan:ily man, must say,” resumed T 4
croft, * that much as I respect our friend, Denzil, and sinceroly as I Wt B
ho'll soon bo among us again as jovial as ever, I don't sco my way to goaips
inquire personally after his health. My duty to my wifo and children t) 3
mo that T ought to take tho greatest possible care of my own hoealth; forth:: ke
sakes, if not for my own .” :

* Hear, hear, my sentiments exactly,” resounded from three or four g
of the room. “ Number Two is all very well whon Number Qae has bu}
properly cared for.”

“ Gentlemen,” said Mr. Scoop, the tailor, with a doleful shake of 4E
head, “ I am afraid that this is ore of those unfortunate casesin wks K
friendship finds itself with its hands tied. I don't really sce that wemf
do anything. James, another go of Scotch with an oxtra squeeze of lezz -
this timo."” -

Mr. Fildow roso to his feet and put his hat on.

“Surely your grace in not Joing already 1" said Mr. Nutt. he

“Why, the evening's quitea baby yet,” romarked jovial-faced little T3
bins, tho underlaker. ¢ But perhads there's alady in the case, ch 1 AbiE
dog, sly dog " and ho gave a comprehensive wink for the benefit of thee= |
pany at large, X

“ Gentlomen,” said Mr. Fildew, gravely, “I am going to the ludgicy¢[
Mr. Denzil.  If any one here chooses to accompany mo, 50 much the bzhe
If not, I shall go alone.” -

Ho waited a moment, but no ono spoke or moved,

Then hé turned on his heol and walked slowly out. ke

He found Denzil in a raging fover, withno ons to attond to him baile
poor lad who slept in the next room. For ten days aud =s many nigtu:fe
and this Iad took it in turns to nurse the sick man, until the fover lefit=§;
and he was on the high-road to rocovery. Then an old aunt was telegm;
for out of Dovonshire, and Mr. Fildew went his way. And that &
reason why over afterwards ho and Denzil shook hands when they met edfr
otherat the B B.

To-night the coffec-room was more lively than usual, for Mr. Witk
tho funny man of the company, had advanced tho humorous proposEs
that the moment a prime-minister failed o securo a majority in the a2l
he ought t« bo decapitated, and was putting it to his frionds generaly 2B
of them would like to tako office andor such circumstances. Lunbzmk
witticisms and timo honored-jokes woro being bandied about; a jkem
hardly looked upon as a joko at the B. B. till it had dono duty some ks
dozen times, and came to bo recoguized as an old friond. But John Filsk
sat as grave as a judge, behind his pipe, und took no part in the mer=
around him.

By and by in came Mr. Nipper, the auctioneer, with the Cvening JYp
in his hand.  Ho sat down next Mr. Fildow, rubbed up his hair, andszis
a pipe. “* Any news this ovening worth reading 1 asked Fildew, makt:
the }s‘.ﬂ;o of saying something, than because ho cared to know what thest
might be. N

S Ne, overything seems very stalo just now,” said the auctionetr, abs
blew down the stom of his pipe, and twisted his littlo fingor apprecits:
round the bowl. ‘* There is an account of a fatal accident to ons o _
young swells; but tho country could sparo a lot like him without baitgess

tho woise off,” added Nipper, who prided himself on his domuertic Frr
ciples, :
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