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THE FAVORNITE.

JaNUARY 3 1874.

Carefully as the starving shipwrecked mariner
reckons his few remaining biscuite, did I exa-
mine the condition of the ofl in the lamp, and
ealculated, with feelings almost akin to rapture,
that it would burn till day dawned. Heaping
such fuel as I could lay my hands on upon the
fire, and finding it bitterly cold, my veins laden
with ice, and chilled to the very marrow, 1
resolved upon turning into bed without, how-
ever, divesting myself of any of my clothes.

Carefully placing Richard Bentick’s confes-
slonin my bosom, and grasping the lamp in my
lett hand, I advanced towards the vault-like
donr, which gave upon my bed-room. I threw
it open with a sudden jerk. The room was small
and walnscoted like the adjoining aparment. In
one corner stood a gloomy-looking old-tashioned
four-post bedstead, with a heavy canopy and
faded silken curtains, in another a ponderous
wardrobe, elaborately carved. The ceiling, re-
presenting some event i mythological history,
was black with age, and the ebony furniture
seemed fitted for the innermost torture chamber
of the Inquisition. ’

I dashed up the valance, and threw one short,
sharp glance under the bed. I thrust aside the
mouldy curtaing which had been drawn across
the window. I flung open the wardrobe doors.
There was nothing to inspire other feeling than
thuse of security, ease, and comfort.

Placing the lamp upon a small table close at
hand, and shutting the door leading to the onter
apartment, I threw myself into the bed, where
in a few minutes the extreme cold from which I
had beensuffering exchanged itself for a burn-
ing, feverish heat. To endeavor to sleep was
simply a mockery, the words— To you, John
Fordyce, 1 reveal the ghastly trinmph of an un-
principled manover a weak, loving, and defence.
less woman,” rang in my ears, and repeated
themselves in letter' of fire on my eyeballs,
whenever I attempted to close my eyes,

Why notread Richard Bentick’s confession ? I
would. taking the document from my breast,
I drew the table upon which the lamp stood
more closely to the bed. I read the well-known
opening words, but ere my eyes could take up
the next line, the lamp was extinguished.

The horror of being left in the darkness was
something terrible. The horror of feeling that
the light had been extinguished by supernatural
agency—that awful link between dead and 1liv-
ing, that fearful gulf in who:e unfathomable
depths lay the secret never yet divulged—was
exquisitely appalling. Like a frightened child,
I was about burying my head beneath the bed-
clothes, when, with a bound, all the senses of
which I was in possession concentrated them-
selves in thai of sight. My bed faced the door
communicating with the room tn which I had
spent the earlier portion of the night. Thatdoor
slowly opened. The outer apartment was bril-
liantly iilluminated, not by fire, or lamp, or
candle, but by a greenish-grey light, such as is
seen once in a life, when the sun, thirsting for
a peep at the eartn, forces his splendor in one
flerce ray through the murky gloom of a sable
thuader-cloud. Every object of the room stood
forth with unusual distinctness. The table upon
which the supper tray had lately stood had been
replaced by an elegantfauteuil ; a smalil bunch
of violets lay upon the flyor. I could have count.
ed their petals. Was I dreaming? No. My
heart stood still, I felt that the curtain had
only risen upon the mystery ; that there was
much to follow.

Clasping the bed elothes with the olutch of a
drowning man, I awaited the dénouement.

Although my eyes were riveted upon the in-
terior of the outer room, so that no movemeant,
however slight, could, by any possibility, ercape
me, a female form burst into being, even while
I gazed. Bhe did not walk or giide into the
apartment, she burst into being. Her back was
turned towards me. She was clad in a black
tight-fitting dress, with snow-white collar and
ouffs ; her luxurious dark brown hair was fast.
ened behind her graceful head in massive plaits.
Her figure was the perfection of symmuetry.

Suddenly perceiving the bunch of violets upon
the carpet, she stooped forward and rapidly lift-
ing it, pressed them thrlce tp her lips, and-then,
whlist tenderly placing them in the bos m of
her dress, she turned her face towards me. What
aface!lIvisinmy mind’s eye while I write this.

An exquisite oval, the dark brown hair drawn
tight from the ivory forehead, fair as a May
blossom ; bluish grey eyes, set wide apart like
those of a child, with a tinge of the violet, bash-
ful yet wild, full of innocent joy and loving con-
fidence ; a delisate nose, slightly retroussé H

short, ecusling upper lip, its companion
rich, ripe, dewure, and pouting ; teeth of
pearl, snd a charmingly rounded chin.

I see that face. Would that I had never
beheld it, save in the splendid fresbness of its
piquant beauty. 8She seated herself upon the
Sfauteuil, and from her anxious glances in the
direction of the door, and her changlng color, it
was evident that she awalted the advent of some
expected person.

A cloud ot anxiety would pass across her fair
brow, and her lustrous eyes ciose as if from a
throb of mental anguish, whilst her tiny white
hands would contibually clasp themselves in
that nervous pressure, by which even strong
men with impassive countenances, betray their
inward emotions.

Quicker than thought the form of a man pre-
sented itself. He was tall and sligat, and attie-
ed in full evening dress. He leant upon his
arms, which he placed against the chimney-
piece, and gazed down into the fire ; his bick
was turned to the gir), and his face was hidlen
from me by his elbows, The girl started to her
feet and timidly approached him, touching
him gently a8 if to 1nduce him to turn

to her. Ho repulsad her with a shrag.
She appeared to address him (no sound
reached me) earnest!y, baseechingly, with all
her heart, with all her sou!, yet he turned not.
She piucked the bunch of violets from her bo.
som and cast them into the fire in a frenzy of
passion, yet he turned not. She threw herself
upon her Knees, and with an agonized expres.-
sion, such as the human countenance only as-
sumes in the extremity of woe, pleaded to
him,

Was {t for her life ? Was it for that which
should be dearer than life ? God forbid ! for there
was that in the shrug of the man’s shoulder
which precluded the faintest glimmer of hope.

She rose slowly, and with despair enveloping
every feature as plainly discernible as the writ.-
ing upon the wall, she turned from him, and
was gone, He still retained the same position,
his arms against the chimney-piece, gazing
down into the fire. He moved his foot, encased
in a patent-leather boot, backwards and for-
wards upon the steel bar of the fender, and
then——

Yes, and then he turned, and his eyes met
mine. My heart gave one great throb — my
brain wason fire.

The man was Richard Bentick, my dead
friend.

* . L -

There was something yet to come. Once more
I pulled my quivering nerves together for a su.
premae effort.

The scene had changed —changed as silently
and imperceptibly as the eolors in the rainbow.
The light was more subdued; the fauteuil was
replaced by a table—upon the table lay a bundle
covered by a sheet.

The same man, or spectre, or demon, stond
beside the table. His hair was dishevelled as
if he had clutched 1t in & paroxysm of the wild-
est passion. His eyes were sunken in their
sockets, and encircled with black rims with in-
ner rings of a purple red. His cheeks were livid,
and his blue lips drawn tight, showed his white
teeth standing out like the skeleton ribs of some
animal which had been picked bare by birds of
prey.

Thus di1 he look when his senses were restored
afew fleeting minutes ere the grasp of the angel
of death closed upon him.

The man, or spectrs, or demon, raised a corner
of the sheet, and shuldderingly cast a hurried
glance beneath it.

-Blowly, very slowly, and with averted gaze,
he removed the entire covering, as if com pelled
to do so by some invisibie power.

Upon that table lay a dead bodv—the body
of & woman—the body of that fair yoang girl
whom he hal repuised with an icy shrug.

Dead—dead-—dead.

Her long brown hair hung in massive tresses
ove. the edge of the table, almost sweeping the
floor. Her beautifully-formed hands were
clenched as if the agony of daath had been ex-
quisitely bitter. Her violet blue eyes were wide
open, staring upwards, and the white lips drawn
tightly together, seemed asthough shs had en-
deavored to suppress the shriek which bade
farewell to earth.

But why did her garments cling so closely to
her faultless form ? Why did every limh, every
curve and contour of that beautifn: frame, reveal
itself 7 Why did something drip, drip, drip
from her hair, her fingers, her ears, her feet, her
clothes, like the tick, tick, tick of the death-
watch ? It wasn’t blood —no, it was water,

‘The body had been found in the black pool at
the edg2 of the wood. Bhe had committel self-
destruction.

Hurling her soul from her, with one bound
she had leaped into the valley of the shadow of
death.

Poor lost child, that last look of despair was
easily translated—that supremity of anguish,
that climax of unutterable, unfathomab!le, illi-
mitable woe.

The man turned and gazed at the body of his
victim. Remorse was gnawing at his heart,

Heart; where was his heart, when that fair
young creature had besought of him to restore
that to her which through him and his devilish
rfascination she had forfeited ? Where was his
heart, when in abject humiliation, she flung her-
self upon her knees at his feet in that very
chamber, and prayed for the miserable, pitiful
boon of a single loving word ? Where was his
heart when he allowed her to go from him to
her doom, and repaid ner life’s love, her lost
honor, her blanched soul, with a gesture of con-
tempt. That heart was nowonfire, on fire with
flames from hell.

Yes, the man, or spectre, or demon flung him-
self upon the lifeless clay. He chafed the in-
animate hands—those hands once 80 soft, and
tender, and warm. He glued his ashy lips to
hers, as if to inhale some sigh that yet might
linger near the heart that throbbed so lovingly
for him, and him alone. Too late! Awful
words, preghant with tremendonus meaning, as
is the single word eternity.

The man severed a lock of that dark brown
hair, and placed it in his bosom.

Now I knew the black secret that lay like a
clot of congealed blood over the heart of Richard
Bentick. Now I had the clue to what appeared
to me to be the raviugs of delirtum. Now I could
account for the change which aitered a bright,
Joyous, happy naturz inteo a moody, gloomy, re-
served, and brutal one. Now the « open sesame,”
had been pronounced, the mist had been
cleared away from my ciouded viston, and I saw
the goad which drove Richard Bentick from so-
briety to drank=nness, from the purity of Sir
Galahad to the libertinism of & roué of the Re-

geney — {ron high principle: to disrepatable

trickery, from a reverence for the Omnipotent
to the sneering incredulity of a disciple of Vol-
taire.

The thread that held the sword of Damocles
had broken. Ruin, body and soul. Ruin, here
and hereafter.

- » » -

Richard Rontick’s confession has never been
read by me, and never shallbe. That awful re-
velation wrote the ghastly story in livid letters.

Ientered Wyvern Hall young, vigorous, ac-
tive. I quitted it at day dawn aged, sapless,
withered, having lived a life, ay, a thousand
lives, in a few horror-laden hours.

When Iclose my eyes at night, the spectral
&cene presents itself with all its appalling de-
tails, and these words engraven upon my very
soul, haunt every waking moment :

“ To you John Faordyce, I reveal the ghastly
triumph of an unprincipled man over a weak,
loving, and defenceless woman.

THAT POOR DZAR CAPTAIY
LAMBSWOOL

A Yale of tbtij‘u‘[artprhnm of flan.

BY GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA.

His name was Lambswonl--Hercules Samson

‘Agamemnon Lambswool—at least it was thus,

with the suffix of ¢ Gent.,” that I read of his
beine gazetted to a cornetey viee the Honourable
Atkinpson Trufitt Rimmelsbury, commonly
called Viscount Doubledummy, retired. What
year was that in? That in which Plancus was
consul ? Scarcely ; Plancus and his confounded
consulate have, thank the Olympian deities,
long since been ¢ played out.” At all events, it
was some tima between the termination of the
Crimean war anl the beginning of the
campaign of 1866. He (Lambswon!), at the
periud when this histery concerns itself with
him, stcod six-feat-two in his stockings; and he
was a captain in the Royyal Horse-guards Blue.

Does that announcement startle you? Does it
give you the chair de poule? Does it « fetch
you? It surely should. It has made me quake
almost as I penned the words. For ere, like the
Shepherd in Virgil, I grew acquainted with
Love, and found him a native of the rocks; and
ere, to put the case another way, I had been
through the mill, and seen the elsphant, and
wandered generally behind the scenes of Life's
theatre, even to the tapping of the cocoa-nuat for
the milk I dreamed was there, but finding
nothing but a smooth deceptive hollowness—
hollow and smooth as a garden-party within—
I used to look on a captain, nay,on a lieutenant
or a cornet in the Blues, as an awful being.
Some portion of my dread for these terrible
cavaliers may have been due to the grim storles
my nurse used to tell me of the days when the
Blues were hooted at by the mob as the
¢« Piccadilly Butchers”—when they sabred the
Great Unwashed in front of Sir Francis Burdett’s
house (the Bironess Burdett-Couatts, bless her
charitable heart! lives there now), and thwacked
the multitude with the flat of thelr swords at
the tuneral of Queen Carolina, At all events I
feared the Blues. ¢ Injuns,” according to Arte-
mus Ward, ¢is pison: ” the effact produced on
my senses in youth by the Blues more nearly
resemble{ the actton ascribed to the upas-tree.
They fitte! me with a deadly fascina'ion. The
aspect ofasubalternin the foot regiments of the
Household Brigade I was able to support with
tolerable equanimity; and I never, so faras I
can remember, fainted away at beholding an
officer In the First or Second Life-guards, even
in the fullest of ¢ figs;” but come to the Blues,
and vhe case was altered. Madam, I regarded
those warriors with sensations in which deep
reverence and enthusiastic admiration were
mingled with unatterable consternation. I
shivered and «felt bad” when I encountered an
officer in that distinguished regiment. He was
so tall, so haughty-looking, so much-—physically
and morally—ahove poor little me. Did you
never, wmy dear, thus secretly regard your
governess, or the family lawyer, or, in parti-
cular, the dear, dear clergyman when the liturgy
was over, and he, having exchanged his surplice
and hood for a4 Geneva gown, came rustling and
creakinz up the puipit-stairs, anl ere he read

out the text, looked so angelically round the .

church and up at the sounding-board, that you

almost wonder that one of Grinling Gibbons's |

little cherabs—say that you went to church at
St. Jawmes’s, Piccadilly—did not fly to settle on
his head, or hang a wreath of fruit and flowers,
beantifully carved in oak, round his precious
neck ? Yet as you admired you feared him. He
seemed to bz able to discern your inmost
thoughts—to know all about you; that there
was & letter left for you at the circulating library
last Friday—a letter which your mamma never
saw; tbat you had at that moment an ounce
and a half of almond-rock in your pocket,
wrapped ap ina {ragmentof the Family Herald;
that vou had commenced to suck those comfits

before the second lesson, and intended to finish i

them comfortibly during the sermon.

So, two thousand years ago, haply, might some
bhumble Roman ¢ pleb’”’—some harmless poet,
who hunyg about the therme in the hope of
getting a smile and an invitation to supper
fro'n an affible patrician—some poor oreature
of a scribe, who scraped up his living by
graving epigrams on his waxen tablets, have
“ felt bad,” even to tha thongs of his sandals,
when he met, thundering aloag the Via Trium-
phis, a centurion of Prstorian Gaards. It

must be owned that our Blues are not privileged
to sell the Empire to the highest bidder. They
are not even—poor fellows !—allowed to buy and
sell their own commissions. This is not a
digression.

There have been seasons when the spectacle
even of a private in the Household Cavalry
talking to a nurserymaid in Keuosington-gar-
dens, or swishing his off-spur with his riding-
whip—why do cavalry soldiers, who are not
allowed to use whips when they ride, always
carry those frustra when they are on foot 2—has
made my teeth chatter in my head; but a
gentleman in the Blues, bearing her Majesty’s
commission! Let me draw a veil over the
picture of pusillanimity which I then presented.
The ineffable Euntity used, ere I had seen the
elephant, to terrify me as direly as the spectre
of the Commendatore frightened Don Juan’s
valet. Leporello, you will remember, got under-
neath the table (just as Mrs. Bencroft is accus-
tomed to do so c¢leverly in Caste) when the
phantom statue came clumping—can’t you hear
the clang of his horrible stone boots now ?—into
the supper-room ; but there is no table beneath
which you can crouch, say, in the Mall of St.
James’s Park, when her Majes:y, attended by
the Yeomen of the Guard and escort of the
Blues, goes by on her way to open the session of
Parliament —used to go by, I should say,
perhaps.

I have seen him thus—our splendid and
valiant Captain Hercules Lambswool —in atten-
dance on his royal Mistress in the goodold times,
ere Shillibeer and the directors of the Necropolis
Company became the chief gentlemen-ushers
and masters of the revels at the Court of England.
I have seen the captain riding by the carriage-
window of Royalty, and I have trembled.
Gigantic yet serene, puissant yet languid, beau-
tiful, august, and terrible, yet «nild as the
moonbeams.” Look at his helmet; s:re, no one
save with the eye of Mars, to threaten or com-
mand, and the front of Jove himself, could pre-
sume to don that shining casque, with its
towering plume of blood-red horsehair. Look at
those flashing bunches of bullion on his shoul-
ders—Lambswool was in the Blues ere the vile
Prussian tunic came in and epaulettes were
abolished. Regard that glittering cuirass, and
ponder on the undaunted heart which must be
throbbing beneath. I entreat you to survey,
finally, his sumptuous sash of mingled gold and
crimson strands; the emblazoned housings of
that sable charger, which meighs and paws and
prances, ready at a moment’s notice, I will be
bound, to cry among the captains « Ha, ha!”
Then, look at the sheepskin adornments to the
saddle ; his gleaming gauntlets—gauntlets, being
pipe-clayed, don’t gleam, by the way ; still, it is
as well not o lose a chance of invoking allitera-
tion’s artful ald—and, in particular, I adjure, I
implore you to look upon his boots—Bonts whose
blackness the Ethiop might envy; for I suppose
that black men think the most ebonised niggers
the handsomest; boots, to give a superlative
polish to which might have driven Warren to
despalr, and caused drops of emulative anguish
to distil from the souls of Day and Martin. Can
you not see, have you not seen, Capta:n Lambs-
wool, or the contemporary types of the Lambs-
Wwool race, under these gorgeous but somewhat
overpowering circumstances ? I have beheld him
many a time and oft; and my heart, shivering
with admiring awe, has descended into my
civilian bluchers. Suppose the terrible being
were to make a cut at me with his shining
sabre ! It might be only in fun, yon know—the
young glants must have their sports, and their
favorite pastime at present is, I am given to
understand, Polo—but what, I should like to
know, are likely to be the feelings of a fly when
the giant Hurlothrumbo’s son and heir « plays”
with him; and wha' should I do, cloven from
the crown to the chaps by one swashing blow
from the Excalibur brandished by Captain
Lambswool ? Suppose he were to ride me down,
where gshould I be? Where? Why, mashed
under the hoofs of the terrible black charger
with the flowing mane and tail, and the conti-
nually foaming bit. I should be lying trampled,
squelched, and bleeding in the dusbkof the Mall;
while, in the remote distance, Captain Hercules
Lambswool still urged on his wild career as
rapidly, at least, as the sober pace of the eight
cream-coloured Hanoverians which drag—which
used to drag, I mean—the state coach would
permit him to urge it. And yet, a: the very
period when I was engble to look upon Captain’
Lambswool without shaking, I happeuned to be
! —having recently returned from Paris—on
intimate tecms with a live sous-lieutenant in the
Cent Glardes. This affable Colossus, who far
exceeded : Ix f2et in statare, but who was some-
| what weik at the knees, would absolutely

permit m= to treat himn to absinthe and three-
| sous cigars at the Café de Helder. Fanoy such a
| liberty being taken by a civillan with Captain
| Lambswool ! He would have annihilated the
“cad,”’ as crazy Edward Irving threatened to
[ aannihilate the pew-.opener.
I I am not at all certain in my mind but that
| Captain Hercules was as terrible-looking in plain
clothes—« mufti ” is, I belleve, the correct term
i for civilian garments with gentlemen of his
profession——as he was in fail uniform, or in his
| splendid undress military garb; the blue frock
Wwith the abundant frogs and braiding ; the
| forage-cap with the gold laudband, and the
white waist-belt, with the sabre clattering at
his spurred heels. He was the heaviest of
heavy «swells,” and consequently fearful to look
; upon, in his Poole-made surtout—Smulpage had
i not come to the front in those days—with a rose
in his batton-hole, an «all-round” collar, and
his wide check trousers with a broad stripe
{ down each outside seam. Isaw him once in a




