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MÂIIm 21, 1874.startled public opinion into unquestioning approbation. Theresuit, however, bau fullyv justifi.d 1Mr. Oardwell's action, andGeneral Sir Garnet Wolseley-soon to be, It l expect4 LordWolseley of. Coomsie....isthe.hero whos name la lneveryman' mouth.

HOW MR. PENLAKE EXERCISED
A PROCTOR.

In the year of grace 18- It pleased the ancient house ofCongregation of the University of Oxford to enact in deog.
Latin--which out of mercy to the scholastic instincts of ourreaders we forbear to quote-that, whereas candidates fox" responsions" (vulgarly calied "cimalls," or the "llittle-goIl
examination) hitherto had paid a fee of one pound for theprivilege of running their chance of being plucked, in futurethe University would charge one guinea to each undergraduatewho should offer himself to "I respond "--whatever "respond-ing" nmay mean.

Shortly after the promulgation of this solemn decree, which,by the way, occupied half a column of the Time, a notice wasiasued to the effect that the Junior Proctor would attend in thehall of - College, between the hours of one and two onthe following Friday, in order to recelve the names of candi-dates for responsions, who were required to adduce certainpapers as evidences of their identity, sanity, and membershipof the University., ,
Obediently to this aummons, some three hundred youths,attired in academicals, congregated in and about the hallaforesaid, wherein on the dais was seated the Junior Proctor,engaged in the thankless task of latinising the homely prno-mina of Joneses, Smiths, and Robinsons.
" Your name, air, and college, sir?" snapped the officer ata tall stripling.
" Herbert Maurice Smith of Wadham," was the intelligiblereply. Whereupon down went the young man's iame as

Herbertius Mauritius Smith è Collegio Wadhamie'si. nSmithas"you will remark, being incapable of latinization, was permit-ted to remain in aIl its native cacophony.
"A guinea, air," observed the Proctor perfunctorily; andMr. Smith, having come provided with a sovereign and a shil-ling, popped it down smilingly, and departed, devoutly hopingthat the examiners would overlook his very Oxonian Euclid,and exceedingly gentlemanly arithmetic--his exercises in thelatter science having hitherto been almost wholly confined tothe study of ciodds," and the mysteries of book-keeping ingeneral.
To him succeeded a young gentleman, whose sporting lcos-tume contrasted most strangely with that curtailed caricatureof the old Benedictine habit partially covering bis shoulders.Re announced himself briefiy as Mr. Richard Penlake of Bra-zenface College; which respectable patronymic, after beingduly amplified to suit the mediaval proclivities of the Univer-sity, was written down carefully by the Proctor. Lookingover the dignitary's shoulders to see thatthere was no mistakeabout it, and being satiefied with the accuracy of the entry,Mr. Penlake proceeded to pull carelessly a sovereigu out ofbs trou.r-pocket. 'Then ho ftung it magnificently on thetable wit the airet a man paying away money which wasnot of the. slightost consequence.
" A guinea, if you please," remarked the Proctor, lookingrather foolish at the sovereign, and perhaps a trifle angry withMr. Penlake.
" The fee's a pound," replied that gentleman coolly." The fee, air," retorted the Proctor 'deliberately, "Is aguinea."
"But," urged Mr. Penlake, appealing to hie brotber students,Who were crowdlng round the table, " Pl' always bee u sd topay a pound.",
At this ally there arose a complete roar of laughter. Mr.Penlake was Weil known as a gentleman who had made veryheavy efforts to "respondI" satisfactorily, but hitherto witheutsuccess. In fact, ho had already pald many pounds to anu-kind University, which does not return fées to those whomthe examinera in their discretion think fit to reject." Silence 1 " cried the Proctor, rising angrily froi. is seat.

Then turning to Mr. Penlake, "A shilling if you peae, or Iahall erase your name from the list."Mr. P. fumbled firot tn on. pooket, then lu the. other; but,
oltiough he found several pipes handy, h. did not seer;te b.
possessed of either silver, gold, or notes. In his perplexityh. fced erght about, addressing himself incontinently to.very one :

" Look here. This la my last chance for smalls. I wishone of You fellows would lend me a shilling." oIn a trice a dozen bande proffered the needfni coin. Where-
upon Mr. Penlake, ejaculating "Thanks 1I" clutched at theneareit, and then witi great gravity deposited it by the .sideof the. sovereioen on the table.

Next time, air," oberted the Proctor sarcastically, "youviii remember....., gusae1z
" Nut time, air:" rejoined Mr. Penlake, "I propose to givethe University oi Cambridge a turn."
Whereat the audience grinned-the general impression beingthat, unlike " Adolphus Smalis" of the famous ballad, hewould be plucked again, even though h. might "put oncoaches three," and fread ail night with towelled head." Mr.

Penlake himbelf thoughtothierwise, and as h. atrolled back toebis college, h. registered a solemn vow, that wiien he hadsecured his testamur, or certificat. of having passed, h. wouldtake bis revenge on that sharp-tongued Junior Proctor whoiia raised the. laugii against himn, not altogethier unce....

Fer Mfr. Penlake, though exceedingly idle, and in debt, andimpecunieu, we must net regard as a dunce. Tii. great Bir
RbrIe, te present Lord Chancelier, and a host et othercelebrities have been pJough.d for this same examination, andi

yetinbequentiy have attained tothe mest exalted academical
thestncin Au ofplck often operates favourably lu takingtheconeiteutetyoung persons, who at school have been moe

orshlppd vas paragns tin they7 have already begun te deify
caher tov bery dary bras. Nor s a" pluck" lu any
three undergradua. te ofd. etour best colegesn ail threet
being men et the highiesi social positie achred e atwa tenty-sv.n pluksbetenthi.Echi thee gen

occupying a sphere cf vide usefulnes. In short, their earlyfailures have net on. wit impaired their subsequent weli-

merited success u lf.. No doubt they often laugh over their
e hard-fougtbattles with t.he examinera. eresa et A olim
To return to Mr. Penlake. This little brush with proctorial

authority put hlm on his me4tle. Of course the story of how
h. had always been used to pay one pound spread like wildftre
over the University, where men will subsidize yon for anybon mot, which will serve te tire-off at a wine or a breakfast,
provided that it be quite froh, and safe to raise a laugh. In
the merriment occasioned by his words no one joined more
heartily than their author; but perhaps he felt all the more
acutely that he would be singularly stultified If ie missed his
mark in the Schools. Hence he set to work with a wili; tohim Sunday was as a working day, night as morning. He cutall parties, eschewed liquors, from champagne down to @malitbeer, and the outcome of such energy was, that he got his
previous reading into ship-shape; and when once ln the cock-
pit, and face to face with the string of ugly questions, soeffectually fioored the papers, that he was let off with a mini-
mum tofviva-voca, and departed from the Schools bespattered
with the cold compliments of its ancient persecutors, who
congratulated him both on the quantity and quality of hie
ork most condescendingly.

"Now," said Mr. Penlake, as ho accepted his testamur froxh
Purdue, bearing the autographe of two Individuals whom ho
badcause enough to abhor-" now, to serve out my friend the
Junior Proctor."

About the date of this veracious history a certain M Lecocq
had just retired from the honourable office of cook of Boniface
College. Whether he and the then Master agreed to differ,this deponent sayeth not; suffice it, that Mr. Lecocq trans--
ferred his artistic ability from Boniface kitchen to a restaurant
lu the High-street, which straightway became the place for
the juvenile gourmets to eat, and learn what art can effect Mr.
Lecocq found his enterprise rather more arduous than he had
anticipated. The Vice-Chancellor of the period was a very

etatmlyicourteous gentleman; but not at al disposed to relax
academical discipline. He it was who, wien Mr. Thackeray-
requested permission to deliver is lectures on "The Four
GeorgesI within the precincts of the University, asked the
reat satirist innocently enoug, who he was, and what work
ho hadvritt.n.

I am the author of Vanity Fair," replied Thackeray.
entyn bir1" exclaimed the Vice-Chancellor; "a dis-

sonting publication I presume."
Theegood man, not being a novel-reader, imagined that the

grandest work of that period was a tract. However, If severe
upon the guild of letters, the great don could also wield the
rod office against another branch of art with rigour. Gas-
tronomy ti hm as sinfil as fiction. flence, shortly after
the Institution rotht Restaurant Lecocq, he was down upon
ts talentod preprietr.
sIa understand," said he, "that you have infringed the

statut. vhich provides that no person shall sell to any mem-
ber e tis University, being inI statu pupillari, cooked meats.'

"Y ou vould not have me serve se gentlemans vid raw ?"
urge thie monsieur, by way of defence.

Whereupôn the Vice-Chancellor responded by inficting a
fine, caiied ln University parlance "a sconce," and M. Lecocq1
departedn as ouei ay imagine, tolerably disgusted with this
specimen oftofficial tyranny.

Now it happened on the returnof M. Lecocq from his inter-
view with the Vioe-Chancellor that he enountered Mr. Pen-1
lake,ihe teatures were exuberant with joviality, waving in
triumph bis testamur.

Look here, Lecocq," he cried; "look at these autographe
-very rare. Talk about the autographe of Shakspeare, Mil-1

n, y kes, Oliver Cromwell, and ail those kind of peo-àple-thiey're nothing to these, simply nothing. Lecocq, I musti
dine-sumptuously, mind you-all the delicacies of the seasont
-expense no object-seven o'clock-you understand."

Thenaithont waiting for the worthy Frenchman's reply,Mr. Penlake darted away, and was soon buried in the recessesi
et a hair-dresser's establishment, from whence he emerged,
atter a time, carrying a largish brown-paper parcel.

Next he wended his way towards the establishment of a
el-known tailor, where ho exchanged bis commoner's for a

schoar's gown, to the utter amasement of the honest trades-1
man, aho, to use his own phraseology, "Allers guv Muster
Ponlake crdit fer bolng a gennelum, but not for being aisohollard." Tii.crodit part etftii. business vas, ve tear, oniyctee true, inasmuch as our hero occupied tvo pages and a ha i

t a large l.dger, te total being in three figures. A warm
bath, a glass et bittera,« a shampoo, and a gaine et billiards1made up the time to seven o acnoc aigen Mr. Peolake duly
preent chliseif at the door of M. Lecocq's establishment ln
the. classic High-street.c

" Dinner, ir?I" said the waiter. "Yessir. Fust pair, left."
Upstairs lumbered fr. Penlake, very hungry Indeed, andmoat anxions te do full justice te the best dinuer in Oxtord.tHe thought he heard a titter on the atairs, but It dlda't disturb

un. Thii roi mooked bright and cheerful, and his feelings
vere those et a man at peace vith ail tre,?"end except the.Junior Prector.

tWhathii yo drink, air?"lasked the waiter, returning
vSth omething approaching a grin on his features.

i Shai Charles, sikam-dry-that'll do to begin with. And,I say, Charles, look sharp."l
Again a titter. Hovever, Charles rapldly reappeared vith

the seductive fuid, the cork of which ho drovdeliberat y.
Thon he remarked with an effort at aan frid.e atl.

upf theclon air, sorry, air ; ne soup, sIn. Will you have

An expletive vas on the. tlp etfMr. Peulake's tonu, uho suppressed it, lntimnating tint he didn't cane vhat theybrougb hl so lon as the.y did net keep hlm waiting.

the. table, and Charles ont et the reoin laughla as he vent
rather explosively. ,

" What the. doose 1" ejaculated 1fr. Penlake, as h. endea.
oured to help himsaelf wih the fish-slice, wvhich someehowould net penetrate. " What the deose i Why I'm dashed if
it isn't rav i "

With a bound ho rushed to the~ belîropo and pulled till It <yielded with a crack. Ho vas about te inflict summay chastlsemnent on the luckless Charles, whose voice vas heard eutaIde the door, convulsed vith merriment, when, with a seriousa
couneacetrdnei le a beage than M. Lecocq. t

Lo hares's-" ay--this ls somne confounded practical joke
"Not me, sare I 'ave been, as yenusay uconzed by yu

Vise-Ohansellor. He say that I muet not geef se gentlemans
coo ed meads. Zo I obey se statudes, and I geef thom raw 1"
Zo 1"m" But I can't make myself into a cannibal or a German,"
exclaimed Mr. Penlake; "and l'm doosed hungry, upon my
honour I av, Lecocq."

«You mu.d obey se statudes of se Univairaité."
"Rang the atatutes IJ suppose my good friend, the Junior

Proctor, has hauled you up before the Vice, eh?"
" Yce," answered Lecocq. "It vos 'im."
Whereupon Mr. Penlake took monsieur by the button-holef

and commenced confidences which caused much laughter te
both speaker and listener. In fact he was revealing hie pro-
Ject of playing a practical joke on this very Proctor whose
officlousness had caused M. Lecocq to be muleted.

'' Guot, goot, vare goot !" sIhouted the Frenchman. "Yace,
jace, you shall 'ave some cooked moads for dinner-in faive
minits, Meester Penlake. Bud you muzd pay se sconse if you
are caught ln the act of eating se mead which la not raw."

" That's a bargain," was the ready reply.
Accordingly, within the stated five minutes, Charles, with

the humblest apologies, was engaged ln serving Mr. Penlake
with a delicious menu. The soup was discovered, salmon ap-
,peared done to a turn, entrées succeeded, and, ln one word
repletion was attained within five-and-forty minutes after
feeding commenced.

To champagne succeeded claret, curaçoa, coffee, cigare. Bythe time that Great Tom of Christ Church was booming away
his hundred-and-one discorde, te announce that it was past
nine o'clock, and the number of students on Wolsey's Foun-
dation had not yet been altered by the authority of Parlia-
ment, Mr. Pentake was pleasant, jovial, perhaps larky, but
certainly not inebriate. A soda-and-brandy cauaed him to
rise just one degree further in the direction of liveliness, after
which ho declared himself as 61altogether fit," and accordingly
proceeded to prepare for action.

Firat, h. took his innocent trencher-cap, and smashed it to
a jelley.

Secondly, ho slewed his tie round to the back of hies ear.
Thirdly, he extracted from the before-mentioned brown-

paper parcel a beard and moustache of copions dimensions,
with which appendages ho invested hi own smooth downleas
countenance. Then he superimposed the battered cap, doffed
the scholar's gown, and lighted a fresh cigar, carefully sceut-
ing himself by sprnkling brandy over his beard, linen, and
clothes.

Having surveyed his appearance lu the looking-glass, and
being satisfied that h. simulated Intoxication successfully, ho
rang the bell and dispatched a messenger to inform him when
the Junior Proctor was going his rounds.

We may inform the non-academical reader that Proctors are
irrespohaible magistrates, who, in our two University towns,can enter houses forcibly, dispense with habeas corpus, andcommit people te prison without the formula of a trial. These
privileges they exorcise most freely after dark. Ronce their
habit of perambulating the town by gaslight, attended by a
posae comitatus termed appropriately "buildogs."

After waiting nearly an hour, Mr. Penlake's outpost advised
him that the Proctor was sheering down the street, having justbenevolently stepped into the Mitre te stop a quiet supper
Party.On receipt of this intelligence, our hero staggered forth Into
the street and, affectionately embracing the nearest lamp.post,vociferated a popular melody, in order to secure attention.

Authority, thus challenged, hove down promptly upon him.
Nothing daunted, Mr. Penlake continuel hia ditty in thoroughmaudlin fashion, stopping only to whiff his cigar, which, asaIl the world knows, la a luxury regarded by the University
as somewhat more immoral than any of the mentioned oins in
the Decalogue.

" Your name and college, sir?" asked the Proctor sterniy.
Mr. Penlake muttered thickly and inaudibly, blowing tueamoke lu the inquirer's face.
"Your name, sir; and college, air 1"
"Ben'l--Wooshter," was the reply.
"Bennel of Worcester, do you say?"
"Schpel it with a P., old boy," answered the hardened Mr.

Penlake.

I" Pennel. Then, Mr. Pennel, what business have you to be
in this disgusting state of intoxication? Go home to your
college, sir, and call upon meat ten o'lolck to-m rrow morn-

"I think, sir," murmured the arshal, as the chief bulldog
a tea adr inhat te gentleman Is-hum--ha-is unable to

tako cane et himmelt."1This indeed seemed likely, as Mr. Penlake continued to
ding incontinently to the lamp-post, as if he needed its sup-
port." We had botter take him to Worcester," answered the Proc-
to, by no mens ln a tone as if he relised the narch of a
geod hait mile with an luebniate man. Accordingly, tvo oet
the bulidogs, advancing, seized Mr. Penlake's arme, and offred
thpin assistance. 4But Mr. Penlake was not going to be removed quietly. He
struggled and lurched and tumbled into the gutter, until h.had fairly got the Proctor into a towering passion.

" Carry him!" he shouted lndignantly. And thus it came
to pass that a procession was fornmed, and the word to marchhaving been given, they bore the recumbent Mr. Penlake toWorcester and deposited him comfortably at the colloge gat.
But the. porter, on being summoned, disavowed Mll kqovledgeof Mfr. Penlake. Nor vas there, as it appeared, any under-
graduate et theo naine et Bennel on Pennel ou the college books.

" audlin," gru e d Mr. Pnla stupidiry o.
" Thon why did yen say Worcester? "
"îI-I didn't shay Wooshter ; I shed 1f-Maudlin."
There vas nothing ton it but te resume their march. To

the reader unacquainted wlih the geography et Oxford, vo maystate tint Worcester College lu distant frein Magdalen (on
Mfaudlin) College abou) a mile and a quarter.

" Dean, dean," yavned the unlucky Proctor "' tledt
death as it ls, and, besides, it's getting iate. Tusa is ver'y,
rery npleasant."

Tramap, tramp dovn Beaumont streot Broad street, Holy-well, Long Wall. At length they arrived at Magdalen College,ho builoaalmost reay to drop frein carrying soe thirteen

On aummoning the janitor et Waynfiet'a Foundation, Mr.Bennel, on Peau,!, vas indignantly nepudlated. What vas te'be doue?. The man seemed tee idiotiqally intoxicated te b.

MaicÊ 21, 1874.


