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his family being comprised of his having 
obtained for his son King, through the re
commendation of a noble friend, the situa
tion of clerk at his banker’s in Lombard- 
street.

Mrs. Harwood, a stately portly dame, | 
almost as full of parade as her husband, j 
had on her part been equally unlucky. 
The grand object of her life had been to 
marry her daughters, and in that she ; 
failed, probably because she had been too 
ambitious in her attempts. Certain it is 
that, on the removal of the widow to Bed
ford, poor Miss Harwood, who had been 1 
an insipid beauty, and whose beauty had 
turned into sallovfness and haggardness, 
was forced to lake refuge in ill-health and 
tender spirits, and set up, as a last chance, 
for interesting ; whilst Henrietta, who had 
live-and-twenty years before reckoned 
herself accomplished, still, though with 
diminished pretensions, kept the field— 
sang with a voice considerably the worse 
for wear, danced as often as she could 
get a partner, flirted with beaux of all 
ages, from sixty to sixteen—chiefly it may
be presumed, with the latter, "because of 
all mankind a shy lad from college is the 
likeliest to be taken in by an elderly iniss. 
A wretched personage, under an affecta
tion of boisterous gaiety, was Henrietta 
Harwood ! a miserable specimen of that 
most miserable class of single women who, 
at forty and upwards, go about dressing 
and talking like young girls, and will not 
grow old.

Earl Harwood was his father slightly 
modernized. He was a tall, fair, heavy- 
looking man, not perhaps quite so solemn : 
and pompous as “ the bishop,” but far j 
more cold and supercilious. If I wished 
to define him in four letters, the little word 
“ prig” would come very conveniently 
to my aid ; and perhaps, in its compre
hensive brevity, it conveys as accurate an 
idea of his manner as can be given ; a 
prig of the slower and graver order was 
Earl Harwood.

His brother King, on the other hand, 
was a coxcomb of the brisker sort ; up— 
not like generous champagne ; but like 
cider, or perry, or gooseberry-wine, or 
“ the acid Hash of soda-water ;” or, per
haps, more still like the slight froth that 
runs over the top of that abomination, a 
pot of porter, to which, by the way, to- 
gether with the fellow abominations, snuff

and cigars, he was inveterately addicted. 
Conceit and pretension, together with ;i 
dash of the worst because the finest vul
garity, that which thinks itself genteel, 
were the first and last of King Harwood. 
His very pace was an amble—a frisk, a 
skip, a strut, a prance—he could not 
walk ; and he always stood on tiptoe, so 
that the heels of his shoes never wore 
out. The effect of this was, of course, 
to make him look less tall than he was : 
so that, being really a man of middle 
height, he passed for short. His figure 
was slight, his face lair, and usually 
adorned with a smile half supercilious 
and half self-satisfied, and set oil' by a 
pair of most conceited-looking spectaclps. 
There is no greater atrocity than his who 
shows you glass for eyes, and, instead of 
opening wide those windows of the heart, 
fobs you off with a hit of senseless erys. 
tal which conceals, instead of enforcing, 
an honest meaning—11 there was no spe
culation in those pebbles which lie did 
glare withal.” For the rest, he was duly 
whiskered and curled ; though the eye
lashes, when by a chance removal of the 
spectacles they were discovered, lying 
under suspicion of sandiness; and, the 
whiskers arid hair being auburn, it was a 
disputed point whether the harbor’s part 
of him consisted in dyeing his actual 
locks, or in a supplemental periwig : that 
the curls were of their natural colour, no
body believed that took the trouble to 
think about it.

But it was his speech that was the 
prime distinction of King Harwood: the 
pert fops of Congreve’s comedies, Petu
lant, Witwoud, Froth, and Brisk, (preg
nant names!) seemed hut types of our 
hero. He never opened his lips (and lie 
was always chatting) hut to proclaim his 
own infinite superiority to all about him. 
He would have taught Burke to speak, 

j and Reynolds to paint, and John Kemble 
| to act. The Waverly novels would have 
been the better for his hints ; and it was 
some pity that Shakspeare had not lived 
in these days, because he had a sugges
tion that would greatly have improved his 
Lear.

Nothing was too great for him to med
dle with, and nothing too little ; hut his 
preference went very naturally with the 
latter, which amalgamated most happily 
with his own mind : and when the unex-


