THE SATURDAY READER.

L8

335

ourse with the world—had been guilty during l -lcnc’c He ll,ricd to live in an llon?st genlll;;-
e course of & long carcer, there was nonc fur | mmnly way, by borrowing money of his friends,
shich hie so bitlcrly%epro:lclwd himself as for o or rlisc-.)um,ing an accommodation-Lill ebtained
certain fooligh marringe \\'hiclh llne had madd late (!;ro&n bson;q in{:o.flcnt acquaintance \\'hod\\'ma delu-
mlife. It was when he bad thrown away the | ded by his brillinnt appearance and specious
ust chanee thatin indulgent destiny had given ;ongl.llc‘ iullo @ bdxm in the xm(;lsicnt u;uum of
vm, that the ruined fop of the Regency, the | his diflicultics. 1fo spent his days in hanging
m’m‘xmc member ot t)fe Beefsteak L'Qluiz,’ the | about the hiadls and waiting-rooms of clubs—of
aaa who in his carliest youth had worn a sitver | some of which he had once been o member, he
L nd Satoons oF Gedrstna. of Devonaiio. Nyl Keikingion Goreand Noting. 1.
gilded saloons of Georging cvonshir fuir, Kensington I3 s
fand himself laid on o bed of sickuess in ding)z Meaving hl_tl.c. notes fur men who were not at
l,oud(l:)n lodgm;,;s, and ncarc; dll:.llllll, t.lu‘!u '!(I:' had llllomc, or \;n‘u;xg a llm.h hote u.x‘ oue ;’:]osxlr:c(\l\hlqc
wee been in the course of his briel military | the man to whoin he was writing his
areer; 50 nearly glidic g from life's s\viﬂ-ﬂow:n?; br(&'\lll fn an ndjucining chamber. ‘]_.’coplo.\\ l:lu
drer into eternity’s trackless occan, that the (had once been Captain Paget's fast friends
sarmest thrill of gratitude which cver stirred 'scclucgl 1o lave simultancously decided upon
;1: slow ]m;srs c(l)f lAisd c"vld lhm:lt (;luit‘:llm:lmt ilts i spcr::l&ug, l?l(::.r .c.;;?lc::cg ?’gt 82 lligg:s, n'.;h;t sz;g-
ting as he clasped the han 1at ha C peare C unpecunto ap . -
tira b:f;'k from thc!unknown region whose icy ; vants of bis fricuds were afilicted with a strange
: illed i pith : uir, | uneertrinty as to their masters’ morements.
i‘::!:l.mlclx:dn: bllll'l;r‘tlxtil(;lll;’a;;llhnr:"ax?:‘ lefcrt-lua I At \\'lmtg\ir hall-door Horatio Paget presented
s‘.ra;xgc:] terror \\-Iu:nt lthc blm;}: x}x,ig!n‘lcdmpsusud- himself, it sg;:.n:%d cqually doubllf:lll l‘)‘;:h%lhr%:: utlc
&uly down upon them, and the ¢ Gray Boat- | proprictor ¢ mansion wou i) 0
::3:1':” voice slt;uuds holluw and mysterious in |, dinver that day, or whether he would be at
I darkness, annoancing that the ocean is near. , home any time next duy, or the day after that,
The hand that held the ruined  spendthrift Lorat lhc'cnd of the weck, or indeed whether he
ba:;l‘i] when the curr?m; s“]'(-ptl sodsmft_l‘f'loccnu- :\"on:d.:.;\cr {:l(:me !w"t,lecngm::n ng::l?m.c: :}xc
zanl wus o woman's tender hand ; and heaven | Captain, culling in the cvening , in the
.a!_vr ll;umé's .“:l::u !n:uicnrt \m(tl(:h-l"ulness,d\vh.nt ?‘in:]?l?gc :f\?'g::l;g:;l;!&tzg;:&t&s:&i {n:t:ﬁll;}
areful administration of medicines and un- | dwe aw -
searying preparation of broths aed jellies and ing-room’ door, and heard the clooping of corks
sgo3 and gruels, what untiting aud devoted | and the pleasant 3iug\in% ofb gh]\ss and ?ih’i:rbin
davery, had been necessary to save the faded | the inneanost recesses of & butler’s pantey ; but
::L«‘,y(\'lw looked out ul{m the world once ; still the answer was—not at homc,blmxd n;:;
more, 3 ghastly shadow of his former sclf, a likely to be home. All the respectable worl
;tnnhcsstimrdcn for any one who helpless mi:;ht was o l‘;c ;)ut lxcn;:]cfuxiui, fo]r Ilom‘uo Paget. But
c¢hoose to support him. now aund theu at the clubs Lie et some young

“ Dou't t!xl::gxk me,” said the doctor, when his | man, who had no wife at l|9mc to keep watch
fecble 1;:116.(1:( \\'ltx'im(]lwn'd l:;m;-is(ll:ixln);; ]‘lrulc:tm upondhis I;ur?lt. ;.x;(llox‘g ‘(;J'llll gxl‘t(l)::’sllj‘y; :1:22?11 g::-
tops of his itude, unabashed by the con- | pound note ill bestowed, an .
siousness 1b:xgtns‘uch gr’ntcful protestations were | sion on the full.cn spc_n’dxhriﬂ, and belicved, or
e sole coin with which the medical nan would | pretended to belicve, bis story of temporary -
Y paid for his services, © }lumk that young bam}lssmcnt;lx}nd then the Capitain dined éuml;l)-
om0 Boem fo et 3o Wouldu't b hare 1 | Stese, Lefcester Siunees nd took  haibortle
3 not been for her you w 2
ulk about gratitude. And ifever you get such | of chablis with his oyslc’xs, and \\'anncd'hin_lsclf
wother attack of inflammation on the lungs, 1 with chambertin that was brought to him in a
s0a had better pray for such anothor nurse, | dusty cobweb-shrouded bottle reposing in a
dough I don't think you're likely to find one.” [ wicker-basket. i i .

And with this exordium, the rougb-nnd-ready |  But in these latter days such glimpses of san-
srgeon took his departure, lcaving Horatio | shinc very rarcly illumined the dull stream of
Pagcet alone with the woman who had saved his ;h‘:l gapu\m’fhhfc. !l':u}u;\s and dlnsappomlmcm,
£ iad become the rule of his existence—success
the rare exception.  Crossing the river now on
his way westward, be was wont to loiter a little
on Waterloo Bridge, and to look drcamily down
at the water, wondering whether the time was
near at band when, under cover of the evening
dusk, hewould pay Lis last halfpenny to the
tolkeeper, and never again know the need of
any carthly coin.

¢ ] saw a fellow in the Morgue one day,—a
poor wretch who had drowned himself a week
or two before. Great God, how horrible he
looked ! If there was any certainty they would
find onc immediately, and bury one decently,
there'd be no particular horror in that kind of
death. But to be found like fhat, and to lie in
some riversido dead-house down by Wapping,
with & ghastly placard rotting on the rotting
door, and nothing but 0oze and slime and rot-
tenocess round about onc—ivaiting to be iden-
tiicd! And who knows, after all, whether a
dead man doesn’t feel that sort of thing 77
It was after such musings as these had begua
to be very common with Horatio Yaget that he
caught the chill which resulted in & very dan-
gerousillness of many weeks.  Tho late autumn
was wet and cold and dreary; but Captain
Paget, although remarkably clever after a cor-
tain fashion, had never been a lover of intellec-
teal pursyits, and imprisonment in s, Kepp's
shabby parlour was odious to him. When be
bad read every page of the borrowed newspaper,
and pished and pstawed over the leaders, and
ned aloud at the nnnouncement of some
wealthy marriage made by one of his quondam
friends, or thuckled at the record of another
quondam fricad's insolvency—when he had
poked the fire savagely half a dozen Gmes in an
hour, cursing the pinched grate and the bad

She was only his landlady’s daughter; and
S landiady was no prosperous householder in
¥ayfair, thriving on the cxtravagance of weal-
3¢ backelors, but an honest widow, living in
a1 obsenre little street leading out of the Old
Eent Road, and letting a meagrely-furnished
Eitle parlour and a still more meagrely-furnished
fule bedroom to any single gentleman wirom
sverse of fortune might lead into such a loea-
Bi5. Captain Paget had sunk very low in the
wezld when Le took possession of that wretched
prdonr and ldid himself down 1o rest on-the
sidow’s flock-bed. ’

There is apt to be a dreary interval in the life
of such & man—a blank “dismal interregnum,
sbich divides the day in which he spends his
kst shilling from the hour in which he begins to
wey deliberately upon the purses of other
people. It was in that bopeless interval that
Horatio Paget established himsclfin the widow's
slour. But though be slept in the Old Kent
Roed, he had not yet brooght himself to endure
aistence on the Surcey side of the water. He
exrged from bis lodging cvery moraing to
basten westward, respleadent in clean linen and
aquisitely-fitting  gloves, an  upquestionable
orercoat, and varnished boots.

The wardrobe has its Indian summer; and
e glory of a first-rate trilor’s coat is like the
slendour of a tropical sun—it is glorious to
te last, and sinks in a moment. Captain
T.pet's wardrobe tvas in  its Indian sommer in
these days; bat when be felt how fatally near the
Bad-Street pavement was to the soles of his
¥, ho could not refcain from a fond admimtion
o the boots that were so beaatifol in decay.

He walked the West-end for many weary
kars cvery day during this period of bis deca-

conls during every repetition of the operation—
when ho had smoked lus last eigar, and varmsh.
ed hLis favourite buots, and looked out of the
window, and _contemplated lumself gloomily in
the wretched Jittle glass over the narrow
chimneypicce, — Captain  Paget's intellectual
resources were exbausted, and an angry impa-
tienco took possession of bun. Then, in definnce
of tho pelting rmun or the lowaring sky, he flung
his slippers into the furthest corner—aud the
furthest corner of Mrs, Kepp's parlous was not
very remote from the Captun's arm.chair—he
drew on the stoutest of lis varmshed boots—and
there were nune of them very stout now—but-
tuned his perfect overcoat, adjusted lus hat be-
fure the looking-glass, and sallied forth, umbrelia
in hand, to mitke his way westward, \Vestward
alwags, through storm and shower, back to the
haunts of his youth, went the wanderer and
outcast, to sce the red glow of cacery fires
reflected on the plate-glass windows of his
favourite clubs; to sce the lamps in spacious
reading-rooms lit early in the autumn dusk, and
to watch the soft light glimmering on the rich
bindings of the books, aud losing itself in the
sumbre depths of crunsun draperies. To this
poor worldly creature the agony of buuishment
from those palaces of Pall Mall or St. James's
Street was as bitter as the pan of a fallen angel.
It wae the dullest, deadest ume of the year, and
there were not many loungers in those Sumip-
tuous reading-rooms, where the shaded inmps
shed thieir subdued Yight on the chaste splendour
of the sanctuary, so Caplain Paget could haunt
the scene of his departed youth without much
fear of recoguition: but Ins wanderings 1 the
West grew more hupeless and purposeless every
day. e began to understand how it was that
pevple were never at home when he assailed
their dours with his fashionable knock. He could
no lunger endure the humiliztion of such
repulses, for he began to understand that the
servants knew his creand as well as their-mas-
ters, and had their answers ready, let bim pre-
sent himself befure them when be wonld: so he
besieged the doors of St. James's and Mayfur,
Kensington Gore and Notung Hill no longer.
He kaew that the bubble of his poor foolish life
had burst, and that there was nothmng left for
him but to dic.
To be continued,

SCIENTIFIC AND USEFUL.

Doroxite 07 magacsian limestone, calciaed at
alow heat and powdered, aud thea made iuto a
paste, forms under water a stouc of extriordi-
nary hardncss.

Rexovive Stains Frox Paint sy Carorororx
—Chloroform is said to remove staius from
paint, varnish, and cil. Every onc knows that
care is requisite in the use of chloroform. As
little as possiblo should be used, and the work
should not be doné in a close place, but where
the vapour will be rapidly carried off. Another
fluid rccommended for the same purposo is a
mixture of six parts of strong alcohol, three
parts of tiquor ammonia, and 2 quarter part of
benzole.

Preservatiox oF BrrrER 1N Fraxcs—Ono
part of sugar, onc part of nitre, aad two parts
of salt, reduced to & very fine powder, constitute
a good mixtare for the preservation of butter.
Sixty grammes, or rather more than 2 oz. of
this mixture, is safficient for a kilogramme, or
about 2§ 1b. of fresh butter, which, thas pre-
pared, remains very good a forthight after-
wards; its taste is soft and agrecable. There
is also another modo of preserving, viz., the
butter is meclted and purificd with houey, GO
grammes of whichare used for cach kilogramme,
the two substances being mixed with tare. An
ageeeable flavour is obtained,-and it will remain
good a long time.

Ax old gentleman who -has dabbled all his
life in statistics, sags he ncver heard of but one
woman who insared her 1ifc. He accounts for
this by the singular fact of onc.of the.questions
being, © What is your age?®



