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The PASSIONATE ELOPEMENT
Chapter the First

THE TOILET

THE meagre sun that for thirteen pallid February days
had shone with no more brilUance than a rushHght

. 1 *
..""« amid the cobwebs of a garret, poured down

at last his profuse glories, and Curtain Wells woke up to a
fine morning and the burden of conscious existence, with an
etfort all the more completely unanimous on account of its
reputation as an inland Spa. Residence there impUed an
ahnost monasuck ideal of reguUritv. Other shiines of
ifisculapius, faUing from their primidve purity of worship,
might set up for adoration a hooped Venus or bag-wigge^
Cupid but Curtain Wells would never admit so nfked and
misleading a pair of Immortals. Her fountains ministered to
bodily ailments-Vapours,Winds, Gouts, Quinsies, Consump-
tions, Fevers quartan and tertian—without pretending to
the power of love-philtres or the sparkle of the Castalian
S>pnng. Tis true, romantick dusk or sunset candleUght mi«ht
consecrate the vows of manv a shepherd and shepherdts,
but those stretched hours of dalliance were always understood
to be the sensuous reward of a stria matutinal discipline.
Consequently Curtam Wells woke up as to a bugle-call.

Casement-hangings were flung back, shutters unbarred and.
vonderrul to relate, an occasional window-sash creaked and
subsided. A Mmultaneous toilet would be foUowed by a
simultaneous vuit to the cleansing springs. Drums, roitt,
auftions, ndottos, and masquerades did not avail to keep
their votaries abed. Perchance a velvet patch would hide
the wearers secrrt blemish less artfuUy; beneath youngM«8 Kitcat's eyes there might be a deeper violet than the
state of her health warranted ; my lady Bunbutter newly

A arrived
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TAe Passionate Elopement
arrived from icttrriloui Bath mlsht see her note iharpen to a
richer carmine Doint ; but half-past eight o'clock would
behold them all bound for the Pump Room, somewhat
rericent perhaps, a little fretful even, yet completely sub-
jueated by their self-imposed renunciation.

St. Simon's clock struck the half-hour of seven, and thv»

birds who live tropick days in the eternal summer of chintz
curtains seemed to crow remorsefully at any sluggard who
was inclined longer to indulge his laziness. The sun spangled
their plumage with innumerable pin-points of light until
they begj.n to glow with all the astonishing dyes of printed
fabricks. They glowed and ruffled unril the sluggard for-
sook his couch and, creeping over the chilly floor, flung them
back into a day-long folded tranquillity. Here, then, is an
excellent opportunity to catch a few of our fine charaders
unaware, foUow the guidance of my Muses and you will
see hero and heroine, comedian, villain, and chorus stripped
of all outward aids to beauty. You may trust the modesty
of Clio ^d^ Melpomene who will certamlv treat their own
sex with discretion and admit you to the keyhole not a
moment before it becomes your disposition of mind. Pray
do not exped a wanton exhibidon because you are holding
on to the draperies of two pagan young women.

See that fine house in the middle of the Crescent. Mark
the flambeaux guttering and sputtering into an odorous
death. Note the flattened lomck columns which lend it
such an air of superiority, and the extra story, and the fat
bow-windows on either side of the door. Look well at the
door with its cornice of airy Cupids for ever playing Hide
and Seek behind solemn urns and festoons of carven flowers.
That is the Great House where Beau Ripple lives. Do

you wooder at the early hour of rising when you know
that iiis decree was responsible for the united achievement ?

I cannot think vou do ; especially if you have read his
Efigrams ToMiihtA by Mr. Scratch at the Sign of the Clawm Paul's Churchyard—those epigrams with razor-keen edge
translated into Larin by Do^r Fumble and into Greek
by the Reverend Mr. Tootell. We read how, in ancient
*

days

ih.



The Toilet

dayt, t)mnt» beguiled their jwlitical viAims with Im-

promptus ol their own composition and at Curtain WeUs it

wai esteemed an honour to be reprimanded in such polished

prose. Mr. Ripple scorned the easy allurements of metre and,

although in hunself he summed up the profound artificialitjr

of his age, he was wont to say that Verse as a form of com-

position possessed all the disadvantages of prose without any

of the aorantages.

Let us take a glimpse at the Great Man in the Great House

while the little maid is pondering the gaudy Valentine stuck

in a crack of the basement-steps by the sweejp's apprentice.

That carpet of mellow hue was presented bv the Captain

of an East Indiaman, much addiaed to wind. It muffles

the footsteps of the courtiers who throng the stairs, and

secures a respe^ful calm. It even enables us to reach the

door of his bedchamber unheralded, but as, invisible and

armed with reverence, we cross the threshold, the Great

Beau is nowhere to be seen. We observe his bedclothes

dignified even in disarray, we ?;? the open patchbox, the

bottles of Eau de Luce and Eau de Chypre, the black sattin

tie and the wig on the stand, but not until, instind with awe,

we drop our eyes, do we bdbold two pink feet and the Cir-

cumference of the least austere portion of his anatomv

wrapped, it is true, in embroidered dressing gown, and with

the bedspread hung about it like a pall, yet nevertheless an

unmistakeable Circumference protruding from beneath the

bed. Diana very wisely killed A^on for overlooking her

toilet, and I doubt we deserve the same penalty, for when,

the errant button in his hand, we see the Beau emerge with

purple cheeks and oaths innumerable, a certain convi^on

steals over our shocked sensibility that the Great little Man
is only mortal after all, of the same temper and anatomy as

ounelves, and, as the gods know very well, this is a mighty

dangerous and revolutionary discovery.

There stood Beau Ripple dancing and d—g, while a

monologue with appropriate action went somehow like this

:

Btau. D ul buttons for being round.

Then he danced.

J
Beau



The Passionate Elopement

cha^X,Si^or"A^^^ the

treading on Sem. ^ ^ ""*" "P' '"** "J' ^^'^ ^««t '<>'

Then he danced again.

Th:nh^cS.'^'^'»>^-»-<'-

&-h?^ce7t:S'iiiot'' Ij'nVS
^'^-

^-""i.«an^ofHpeagewUh..rS"^^^^^^^

the natuVe of him wa, .o Jn,l^? J^r^l " "«««J^. ^^
crowed by him.elHor loJg anttr thf ^^J?^ "°' *><^

never upset the balance & aw"! Jim^'^nK'^^an urbane man. one who haATI/ !^ ,.P^^***- H« wa«
prim and decwou, Jti^ but K^^i^^^-^^^^ ?^*^ «^« i°

story of mine, we .hSl ll«?1 J*' "^^ ?'*«*<*« o^« this

Firther rouL the O^eT^M ""J,^"! ''rP *^°"«-

apartments to valetudinlri^n h-.K?'
^^°^/.^« furnished

brightest of thew. Mr Pjanl^^^^^^ •?**> ''°* «* the
gla« contemplati;ercombLt& 'hS*^',"• ^°«^*»?
curlv hair accentuat^ the Mnes ^ . lV«fi^ f^^J' 5~PP«d
to sharpness, just as his red iS. fnl*^^]* 'J'****^ ^°<^^°ed

palenesfoiTi/ comjlf^on ^g c^^eSl.'^''.
•""^"nding

as a man strokes a cat. The car^h!^,^,^;* ^*7 ^^^^
•peculation, and just iow Mr V^J^^"^*^' ^"f ^'•^^^ »«

wrought-iron balcony of »?;««• ° T** «*""» « the
Phyufda CourteenU LansdX^.n/^"'" ^'^"^ ^^
plucking half a dozen .nowdroosZ^K ''^?: ^**^ ^"
were to be enclosed in » ^5^ j * bough-pot. These
first pIeas«t?Sg .:„?^^^^

by the End of Se
the \<^estem Cdonna/e AnJ .1

^'^ ^l^*i^ ^^"on in
would, in the eiSSon ofM^ C^J.V'^^ ^^" ^««o«
and confide in her dear PhvinS^ .w"?°' TP*' "^ blush
he admired her Ld inH LJ^'' 'i°"«? ?«^^ ^
fan more than once at the Mo^dar^w'^" * ^^^^-- had she for a momentrgtd^H^^^iffi --^

•end

"--^'J



The Toilet

k
"?n ;*ke it, yei, i^J^ for what the would do when

%!X^^T^ Y'"''^ 'T^»' ^« co«7d not S!«pea«ii7 «• ne wm inMM to be ptrtul to her and h«rAfechlm omner wa. quite ruined fyX SomSiA^ w«.candlei tfiey would uae juit becauie the P_!^£ w''"not coming that year after all.
Mill Courteen wa. to much charmed by thia loquacious

dctmed to be wrapped round the7reen staffo/SeLwen!

Ti^/ snowdrop's toiiu
And so an you. . .

The smallest foot In the world beat time upon the balcony

chords, but failed to summon from the caves of Po«fafecho worthy of the snowdrop's white.
^

The last line is monstrous easy," the thought

Jkbit£"h'^' t'"''j!^ ^' ^ccumuKof liquids^d labials has enchanted her mouth to such a delicious pout

^r.^on. T" *', ^n^°« ^""^"'^ and combing his w^more contemplatively than ever, for, although he cinnot wf

of her^«t wM" " ?^!!S"? "Pti^a^ft and the memory
kaoin.fl?l^?."t'* f^:?y,* """^ "«» and kindle, aleaoinff flame at the back of his hazel eyes.
buch a merciless regard as ours penetrates to the heartand we know that Mr. Vernon is wondering w£t on earthmU come of his affair with Miss Courteen,^a^sp^^uhting

M expensive a joy as his friends make out. The thougfit ofmoney wnt^ an ugly twisted line across his high smooSfo«head, and this Une broaden, into a hundred h^eTribu-U7 knes as he thmb of hi. debts. So he bring. wSself

^dln^ / °^?''^'* "^"^'^ ''' "^^'^^ a gloomy frame o

oT^pirit. Sla? ?' T2?'^ °^.*^» ^°^^'^ ^" '"^^^ a depressionot spirit, that he .eled. a suit to match hi. mood. And
that

,1

rfH.f-



The Passionate Elopement
that it the reaton wh)r Mr. Fruidi Veraon wore pnrple
•attin (m Valentine morning.

All this while. Min Coarteen if quite unable to Invent
that odiottfl third Une, and though the tapi her foot to aerial
musick and pulls a chestnut curl right over her nose and
twists it round her fingers and wonders whether ' white

'

is a notably difficult word to rhyme, she never succemls,
and just when she has almost succeeded, her mother's voice
sounds from the fioor abcve. This disposes of inspiration
altogether, for though her mother's voice is very melodious
and sounds prodigiously pleasant as it murmurs ' Spadille *

or • Manille '^ over the card-tables, it will allow no compe-
tition, and drives all invisible musick far away.
"Coming, dear mamma," savs Phyllida just as Mr. Vernon

decides to wear purple and just as we step out of Mn.
Choke's front door thinking it can no longer be bdiscreet to
follow our Muses to the scene of Mrs. Courteen's toilet.
As we cross the road glittering in the sunshine with last

night's rain, we see a tall younff gentleman writing busily in a
set of ivorjr tablets as he strolls quietly along the pavement.
Mr. Lovely, the young gentleman, loob up very quicUy as
a three-cornered note flutters down and lodges in a fold of
his ruffles. Miss Courteen who felt the note falling, aud
thinks that after all she need not make more than a pretty
attempt to save it, peers over the raiHng into the upturned
face of the young gentleman who bows very low andsweeps

8UII tor a moment and watch the pidure, remembering it
IS meny Valentine morn. The maid with wide eyes and
crimson cheeb nestling in swansdown and the young man
of the laughing expeftant face, in his peach-coloured velvet
smt, seem somehow to have caught the spirit of the day

:

they make us think of broken stiles, of hedges heavy with
may, of blue and white April noons, of lambs, and children
with pinafores a-flutter gathering cowslip-posies on a wind-
washed down, and of all the old and dear delights of Spring.
^ Says

2f^iR3K»»«i(Bf~!S«l



The Toilet

Sajn Phrllida, *' (Ml i vtvf pcrdra my chmuiiicti.'*

And " MacUm,** wy% he ytxj gaQantty, ** Fm incredibty

obliged, for jrou're glren me a rik/me."
" Oh ! prar tell me—wai it to * white * \

"

" Na7 1 'twu harder than that/* he murmiin.
" But I think that ii monitrooi difficult."

" Bright, sight, Ught," (cheerfuUv) ** height," (regretfulM
" ni«ht?' ftiopeftiUy) and " fight,'* (fiercely).

"Indeed," addi Fhyllida, "I thought of every one of

them, but not one would fit the lenae.

The young eentleman who ia a rhymester himself, grows
interested. *< Might I," says he, ** without Impertinence
inquire your necessity I

"

" Sure, 'tis for a Valentine," and u Mr. Lovely^s face

darkens, she hurriedly adds, ** for a young hdv, a friend of

mine, you'll see the aire^on writ on the flap."

His face clears again and he asks,
*< You wish it deUvered ?

"

" Oh, sir I how did you guess ?
"

"By accident, ma'am, or a happy intuition, I stepped

out to take the air this fine mormng, and chance has di^

covered for me an incontrovertible excuse for such idle

exercise. To be footman to a sister of the Muies is surely

appropriate service for a poet."
" Then you are ajpoet ?

"

" My publisher affirms it."

" How romantick truly
! " but the ta9 of the sigh is

interrupted by her mother's voice, and she has bare time to

murmur her thanb, drop a genteel curtsey and vanirii. As
for Mr. Lovely he has registered a vow t6 attend the Mon-
day Assembly next week instead of sitting dovm to Hazard
at the Bluf Boar Inn.

Abovestairs all is confusion because Mrs. Courteen cannot
make up her mind between yellow lutestring and orange
silk. Phyllida whose heart is full of the dandng ^rinstide
thinb her dear mamma should wear the brightest colours

and the richest stuffs in the world.
" For if you would only allow the curtains to be drawn

7 back



Tb« PassioMOte Elopement

•ktnapUu to hn motlwr who umtn^ ^

yaller.
^ iwaaiM would prefar

** Why, Betty, why r*
Became," amwen the maid. " he mv> .{IV. -.« / i.

•in and abominable and luSt«-n<« t
"^^ "«" *" fo' the

•nd MTOurTSe JSJT «^ ^•^' " P^«"*»« twang

So Mw. Courteen turni from yellow tack tr> «r.— u•nd from primrow-ouilfed n#»5r!I^» 5 **'?"*• •«'=*

. ThUproTokeianewdecWon,andcauieiaMMtJ«nL
ing in drawers and preMet ud €^^tS^l^^""^"^'Want with kit yei^-TSren^M ^^2^«!^^ ^l «**^"»

" 2J*r^•'i??' ""'•? ' ""^ Betty.

" wf..!S? • *^ "** '^^ t^o t««n of widowhood »

mo« touch of ^,dS, SS mo^:\'L?S°'<'"'- <>»«

8 '

"Doea



The Toilet

"DoMm/ hoop tit maJsht) Oh! Lud! Ivowlthdl
be Ute.'*

A breatUcM moment and, in place of the mantua, a tippet
of pheaianti' feathen it adjuited. Down the Creacent it

beard the opening of manj doon. Phyllida runt to the
wudow, drawt back the cvrtaina to that the tun ttreamt in
upon the ticklied candlet.

" 5** ^* ***** "PP**'**! yet I " atkt Mrt. Courteen.
"Here he comet, and oh I mamma, he it wearing a tuit

of dire-green."

"What great good fortune! what tatte I ahaU ditpby.
Green it certainly the fathionable colour," and Mrt. Cour-
teen bMan to triu to a tune of her own invention. . . .

'* I thall be i /« modi, I ahall ht i U mods and verr bon
ton and trfs bom tvn."

Radiant, the detcendt the itairt followed by Betty cariy-
in^ an enormout ghut goblet. Outtide, rubicund Thomat
with heayily knobbed cane wsitt her. The widow ghmcet
over her thoulder at the cro* \% twinging down the ttreet, all

eauipoed with glatt gobleu of variout tizet and ahapet.
She throwt an anxious glance towardt the head of the pro-
cettion. The Beau it certainly in green of a thade tlightly
darker than her own but, neverthelett, dittinaiy comparable.
Shr tottet her cap in anticipation of the enried triumph
«n& tailt in the general direction.
And you, Achatet, who hare accompanied me to early in

the morning to the toileta of tome of our principal charac-
tOT, pwjr give youTtelf the additional trouble of thinking
what a Great Man he mutt be to induce these butterffiet and
moths of fathion to tally forth Cap i Pie perfeS at 7ulf-paat
dght o'clodc of a Februa^ morning.
"Let Bath be true to her bedgowns," he wrote, "in

wfi'°
^*^ ""^ *" ignorant that men and women undress."

When we think of that apopleaick Circumference which
» lately protruded, we can heartily assent to hit opinion.



Chapter the Second

THE PUMP ROOM

AS all roads are commonly reputed to lead to Earls

Court, 80 here at Curtain Wells all roads led to the
Pump Room It dominated the citv from the

summit of a moderately steep hill as the Acropolis dominates
the almost equally famous city of Athens. In certain
aspects it bore a remarkable likeness to a Greek temple with
its fluted columns and portico haunted by many white
pigeons. It was even more like a gigantick summer-house
whose interior was always open to the four winds. Any
reasonable explanation of a spring that gushed forth at the
very top of a hill always eluded those who toiled laboriously
up the slope ; but, as a more religious butterfly once re-
marked, Providence plainly designed it to serve some useful
purpose by allowing it to gush forth at such an unexpefted
elevation. The same lady used to regard volcanoes as an
uncomfortalbe if divine method of destroying large numbers
of Papists together, and would pertinently observe that if

England had admitted the clainu of the Pretender, she was
convinced what was now a cool, health-giving fountain
would have boiled over to the horrid accompaniment of
flames and lava. At precisely a quarter to nine o'clock,
Beau Ripple paused at the foot of the hill to survey through
a monocle his flurried followers. A wag once said that
Ripple liked to gaze at life through the wrong end of a spy-
glass, because he himself was of so small a stature. Whether
this monocle actually diminished his world to the size of an
ant-heajp, I do not know, but certainly the whole assemblage
stopped to recover their breath as if conscious of their utter
lack of imijortance in the eyes of the Great little Man. The
Physician-in-chief was solemnly beckoned into hearing.
*o "Two
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" Two minutes,** said the Bean.

Mr. Oboe the Physician opened the Kd of an enonnotU

watch atuched to a red silk fob and regarded the dial with

an expression of great intentness. He might, so compkte

was his abstraaion, have been feeling the pulse of the Ex-

quisite Mob behind him.

Slowly the minutes rolled by while the Beau took several

possessive sniffs of the young spring air. Not an unseemly

whisper disturbed the silence. So still was it that above

the cooing of the sacred pigeons on the roof of the Pump

Room, far down in the valley could be heard the lowing of

cows. At thirteen minutes to nine Mr. Ripple let his

monocle drop ; Mr. Oboe replaced his watch; the Pump

Room bell began to clang verv fast ; the Exouisite Mob

started to climb the hill and innumerable glass goblets

glittered in the sun. When the summit was reached the

Beau called ic a loud voice

:

« Oboe !

"

" Mr. Ripple ?
*' bowed the Physician.

" I allow two more minutes for panting."

« Certainly, Mr. Ripple. Verv just, sir."

So the Exouisite Mob Uke the Hart panted after the

Waters or perhaps more accurately before them.

At the expiration of the breathing-space, a diminutive

negro known as Gog advanced towards Mr. Ripple, bearing a

fluted goblet upon a tray of Chinese lacker. An equally

diminutive negro called Magog presented the goblet to Mr.

Ripple who turned sUghtly in the direfBon of the company

and slowly sipped his portion with consummate methtation.

When almost half-way towards the bottom of the glass the

Beau looked up as if surprized to see his adherents still

thirsty. This was understood to be the signal for approach,

and the Exquisite Mob advanced to drink while the children,

miniatures of foppery, played Hide and Seek or Touch-

last round the pillars. ,

Mn. Courteen sailed towards a thin httle miUtarj man

with a very long and very crisp pigtail, whose outstanding

feature in front was an extremely conical Adam s Apple that

,1
bobbed

ir
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I

Major's toe at this moment, the latter's wrath flowed into

I
another channel.
" Mj toe, Mr. Moon !

' he said furiously.
" Your toe ? " inquired the other with great earnestness.

The question of disputed property which seemed imminent
was quashed by the widow's interruption

:

" 'Tis too early for argument. Come, neighbours, let us
make our promenade. Where is Phyllida ?

"

But Phyllida was making her promenade at a careful
distance behind her mother. Phyllida was taking the de-
murest little steps with an arm in her beloved Betty's arm
and with a swansdown muff held against her cheek to ward
off the shrewd Easterly wind, while almost level with the

I two maids walked a stately gentleman of a pale complexion.
I And c- ry time the gentleman stopped to survey the prome-

I

naders over the tortoise-shell handle of his ebony walking-
stick, Phyllida and Betty stopped to see if it was truly a

I

quarter-past nine o'clock by St. Simon's church tow -. And

I

every time the gentleman stopped to flick a speck of dust
from his purple sattin sleeve, by a very odd coincidence

I
Miss Courteen always stopped to see if her shoe had re /

I

become unbuckled. This tends to show that in spite of all

I

the precautions of Beau Ripple, the innermost fane of iEscu-
llapius had been invaded by a strange god. I doubt Miss

I
Courteen, considered bv her mother too young for Chaly-

Ibeate, was learning to drink of that deep well whose waters
jwill never run dry so long as maids and men frequent its

lprecin£b.

I
The Exquisite Mob conrinued to circle round the Pump

jRoom because the ritual of the Cure prescribed an hour^
Isteady promenade before breakfast. The scarlet heels of
linnumerable shoes cUcked in unison and the drowsy hum of
Imoming small talk rose and fell upon the February air. All
agreed it was a monstrous fine day for the season of the year.

1^ expressed the opinion that by no stretch of imagination
Icould such weather be expeded to last. All wished it would
lindeed, and everybody asked his neighbour whether he
jintetded to grace the next Assembly, and the neighbour
1*3 invariably
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invariabty replied he had every intention of doing so. Every-
body bowed or curtieyed verv low to Mr. Ripple and Mr.
Ripple had a delightfully weU-tumed sentence for each of
his subje^, as if he woidd reward their energy in rising so
early. Occasionally the Great little Man would condescend
to take a pinch of the best Ra|>pee with an elderly gentleman.
But as he never took snuff with anybody under die rank of
Viscount in the peerage of England and as the peer thus
honoured was bound to be above the age of five-and-forty,
it happened that the elderly gentleman was always old Lord
Vanity, the only individual present who satisfied the double
requirement.
" How different this scene is from Hampshire to be sure,

though for my part I shall ever protest that those who have
eyes to see, let them see, and people who accuse us of wasting
our time forget how persistently they look for the arrival of
the carrier."

Whether or not Major Tarry and Mr. Moon understood
this remark of Mrs. Courteen's, they certainly both a^jreed
with her.

"To-day is Session day," muttered the Justice rather
gloomily.

" Well, sir, the magistrates will do their business without
fou," snapped his rival.

" Not unUkelv, sir, not unlikely."
" Well, sir, what the deuce are you grumbling at \

"

Mr. Moon replied that he was not grumbUng, he was
merely commenting; and the two gentlem«i bickered
on across placid Mrs. Courtccn like two children over a
hedge.

Meanwhile on the farther side of the Course, as the broad
path round the Pump Room was called, Mr. Vernon was
sttU keeping step with Ph/Uida and Betty, but so deUcately
did the former tread and so far aloof did he appear that no
one suspefted him of anything so low as ogling pretty Miss
poHfteen or her maid. Sometimes he would murmur
* When 'viU my charmer be there ? " and every time he asked
this quest;, n, the charmer would send a ripphng little laugh' into
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into her cwansdown muff, and flash a glance over the top

towards Betty who would toss her head and imply that such

curiosity was worth a long-delaved gratification.

At hut Mr. Vernon would take out his bced handkerchief

and flick presumably at a ghostly Despair. Fhyllida would be

prodigioujy afraid that her dear Amor (by that name only

did she know her lover) was growing unhappy at her hard-

hearted treatment and, feeling she had tormented his

patience long enough, would gently shake her muff until a

piece of paper fluttered slowly to the ground. Mr. Vernon

would stoop with indescribable grace and distin^on of

manner, and while Miss Courteen looked very demure indeed

and quite innocent of anything or anvbodv in the world, he

would put the piece of paper in his handkerchief and press

the handkerchief to his hps and look round the comer of his

eyes at Phyllida, who wovdd just by chance be looking round

the comer of her eyes to ascertain if her Mammawere beckon-

I ing to her. And this used to happen every fine morning

during the promenade, and continued to happen for many

I
days afterwards.

Half-past nine o'clock struck, and the promenaders all

turned on their heels to hear Mr. Ripple divulge the gaiety

I
of the day. ^

It is not to be supposed that Curtain Wells was careless

I of her pilgrims' pleasure. On the contrary every hour of their

I
visit was wreathedHn delightful possibiUties of enjoyment.

[At present it was Winter so that naturally most of the enter-

jtainments occurred indoors, but in kte Spring and Sununer

la series of F£tes ChampStres and F3tes Aqueuset, of moon-

I
light Concertos, harleauin Ridottos, and lantern Masque-

Irades made Curtain Wells a tolerably attraOive stage for

Ithe marionettes who postured and declaimed upon its

I
boards.

I
There was much tiptoe attention for the Beau as he

lascended a marble pedestal and slowly turned the pages of a

Inotebook bound in tooled Morocco leather, gilt-edged, and of

I
impeccable finish and design.
" My Lords," Mr. Ripple began, whereupon old Lord

1 15
Vanity
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Vanity, blinking seyeral timet at hii daughter Lady lane
Vane, took an extra large pinch of Rappee.
" My Lords, Ladies and Gentlemen, I have the extreme

honour to inform you that the Publick Br-akfast given to
Sir Jeremy Dummer for the purpose of commemorating his
twenty-first consecutive winter at Curtain Wells will be
held (Z)m voUnU) at the Town HaU to-morrow the
fifteenth instant."

A murmur of deUghted anticipation ran round the
Hxqumte Mob while Sir Jeremy Dummer who was verging
on nonagenarian antiquity drew himself up very ered.
quivenng and doddering with senile pride. " There will
be the usual loyal and personal toasts," continued the Beau,
and at the conclusion of the entertainment the Company

will adjourn to the Civick Chamber, where I hope the ladies
wiU be already arrived, in order to partake of a dish of tea.
1 may add that the tea, duty paid, has been generously
presented by Mr. HopKns of the High Street, well known
to many of you as the incomparable provider of the rarer
dned dehcacies which have traced prodigal patterns over
so many of ^our mahogany tables."
The Exqmsite Mob murmured its gratitude for the tea and

the comphment with much condescension and aflFableness,

U d
publick spirit of the tradesman was generally

"To-night at precisely half-past six o'clock, Mrs. Dudd-mg s Conversazione. QuadriUe tables for ninety-six players.
Pope Joan for the young and sprightlyand—ahem—a Pharaoh
table m order that our gentlemen, Mrs. Dudding informs
me, may have no vaUd excuse for absenting themselves on
the score of duUness. Chairs at precisely half-past ten o'clock
and I must request you, my lords, ladies and gentlemen, to
warn your chairmen that quarterstaff play with the poles will
be visited with your acutest displeasure. I am sorry to
complain of an abuse on a morning when the prosped of
Nature is so vastly pleasant, but last week the whooping and

pfuro^of'^'^'virrVh"""'''
"^^ '° place Basto upon the

'^
The
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The Ezquidte Mob dghed in iTinpatlietick conttcrnation

as, with a perceptible break in his voice, Mr. Ripple made this

confession.

" And since I am temporarily Uimched upon unpleasant

topicks, I must beg for earlier and less riotous hours at the

Blue Boar. It is exceedingly ungenteel to throw quart

bottles of Burgundy at the watch. The latter is a fine

body of men deroted to the service of an orderly and decent

society, and does not deserve a crown of plaisters as the

result of publishing the hour of the night and the state of

the weather. However, I will mention no names, gentle-

men."
Lord Vanity, not feeling himself included in the last

vocative, took a pinch of Rappee and gazed very fiercely at

my Lady Bunbutter through the riieum and water of his

ancient eyes. As her ladywip showed no signs of a guilty

conscience, the Earl took a second pinch and muttered
" devilish young cubs " under his breath.
" On Sunday," the Beau resumed with his old suavity of

enunciation, " the waten will not be drunk until the fulfil-

ment of Divine Service. On Monday the usual Assemblv
will be held, and a Cotillon will be danced at twelve o'clock

precisely. Chain at half-past twelve o'clock precisely. And
now, my lords, ladies and gentlemen, nothing remains for

me but to wish you a vastly enjoyable breakfast, a happy issue

from your divers infirmities and a very good morning."
This benediction was the recognized sign of dismissal

;

the Beau descended from his pedestal and the Exquisite

Mob betook itself down hill, although a few individuals

waited behind in order to consult with the former on matters

of etiquette, fashion and gentility, his adnce being con-
sidered the most refined in the country.

Mrs. Courteen sailed down upon Mr. Ripple and asked

whether she was right in thinking that the moment when
green should be worn was arrived.

" I think so, ma'am," the Be.iu assured her. " I think so

:

to be sure, a few of our more conservative fops hold that

green should never appear before the Queen's birthda;

17 B But

{A
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But I differ from them, ma'am, I differ. You will obierre
madam, that I differ."

PhvlUda had rejoined her mother by thii time, and Mr.
Ripple saluted her freahneM with a courtly bow.
"Many Valentines \ " he inquired with a quizzical droop

of his left eyelid.

Phyllida blushed, protesting,

"No, indeed, sir."

The Widow hastily assured Mr. Ripple that her daughter
was not near old enough to dream of such follies, while Major
Tarry and Mr. Moon, whose skirts were stiff with Valentines
intended for Mrs. Courteen herself, looked very severely
at the sun as if he were in some way responsible for the
madness of love in the air.

" Tut-tut ! Youth's the time for love, as Mr. Gay sings,
and though I do not encourage the interchange of passionate
sentiments among those who are seeking to recover their
health, I regard St. Valentine's Day as a very proper festival
for young men and maidens in whose hearts no degeneration
is yet apparent." With these words Mr. Ripple drooped his
left e^ehd lower than ever.

"Fie! sir, we shall have the dbild vapoured like any
woman of fashion, if vou put such inflammable ideas into
her head," complained Mrs. Courteen, who wa« just begin-
ning to be more than a little jealous of her daughter.

" Not at all, ma'am," said the Beau, " I swear I saw an
agreeable spark toast Miss Phyllida in Chalybeate—the irre-
verent dog—but I forgave him ; upon my honour, I was
near doing the same thing myself."
Now Phyllida was not at all anxious for her mother to

think she had an admirer, and yet with youth's vanity, she
could not resist a half-acknowledgment of the Beau's rally.
Luckily for her, Major Tarry, who always resented his re-
moval from the centre of attraction, thought it was time to
assert his exisience by demanding rather pompously if the
Beau saw anything unusual in the sky.

'' Yes, sir," the latter agreed. " I see the sun, w^ ich is

very unusual at this season of the year."
'8 Mr.
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Mr. Moon gaped a amile, and Tarrjr'i Apple began to

rile. He had anticipated a lurprized negative from the
Beau, whereupon he intended to look very nmterioui and
lay that after all perhaps he was miataken. TTiui, having
impreued the byitandera with the notion that they were
talking to a man of luperhuman viiion, he would offer an
arm to Mn. Courteen.
"Run, Betty," exclaimed the latter, "and tell Mr.

Thomai we await hii escort."

Thomaa was at the footman's Pump Room, a hundred
yardi down the hill. Here, every morning he mused
regretfully upon the decline of beer-drinking. Chalybeate
to him was a sort of Jacobite liouor wUch was slowly sup-
planting the honest Esau ale. As for streams that spouted
mezplicably from solid rocks, these he held to be «n infringe-
ment of Moses' prerogative. He would unscrew the knob
of his footman's cane for a morsel of Parmesan cheese and
chew the cud of bitter reflection, while with the butt of his
noie he would poliih the lilver ball rill it ihone with equal
splendour.

Betty found him thui occupied and, ai he atalked after
her in obedience to his summoning, she heard him mutter
leveral times in quick succession, "Welk of Sodom!
Watew of Gomorrah ! Pillars of Salt !

"

Mrs. Court in as she curtseyed her farewells to the Beau
sank to the ground like a deflated balloon. This done she
gathered her party into hearing and occupied their outward
attention as they walked in the direction of the Cresceat
with a long and disjointed account of her health.
" Why will you shake your muff so vehemently ? " com-

plained the Widow.
" 'Til full of dust," said PhylUda.
If it was, I am afraid Miss Courteen was trying to throw

some of it into her mamma's tytz.

19



Chapter the Third

THE BLUE BOAR

WHILE the Exquitite Mob circled round the central
fane of iEiculapiui, Mr. Charles Lovely had
enough lack of tute and orthodoxy to make a

herctick oromenade in the low-lying water-meadows at the
foot of the town.
He had knocked three times at old General Morton's house

in the Western Colonnade and delivered Miss Courteen's
Valentme into the hands of Miss Sukey Morton's maid.
She, poor soul, wore round her neck a brass button attached
to a piece of strine still reminiscent in tarred perfume of the
Dorsetshire jetty down which she had wandered a year ago.
It was streaking her breast with verdigris as if in some way
prophetick of a heart that all too soon would be tarnished
more irreparably by that faithless lover beyond the seas.

Consequently Miss Morton's maid received the paquet
with a sympathetick reverence learnt in long morning dreams
when the sunhght splashed the walls of her garret in waves
and npples of faint gold.
" Any name, your honour ? " she asked.
" I believe not."
" And no message ? " she paused in bright-eyed hope of

an assignation which was to be the first step in the softenine
of her mistress' hard and imperious little heart.
" None at all so far as I know, my dear," and Mr. Lovely

P*J5r ?? 7°^ ^^ deserted street towards the meadows.
ihe attle maid stood on the steps regarding him.
'Tes a Valentoine surely" she thought, and held

the envelope between her and the discoverer sun. A red
heart glowed through the paper, a red heart pierced by a
naming arrow. '

"And
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pdtfal/''^^'****
*"* *^*'"*^* ihe lud . bow and her b« »

She lifflied at the gazed after Mr. Loyelv.
He do look proper and happr lurely^

.K k T^^ ''°""« gentlemen had, in fad, caught aome of
the harlequin jpace of a fine morning in the prime of the
jrear at he aroided the cracki in the paring st^et to bring
the meadowi doaer and malce the Colonnade lew intolerably

Wi lech a rosy spark, for sure, she've no call to be
jealous of me." thought the Kttle maid, as her soul wentwmging over t.ie weat Atlantick whose roar fiUed the
silence of her mind, to meet the soul of her saUor-lover
who was at the moment fitting upon an alien beach in the
company of two dusky wantons and a bottle of Jamaica
rum. *'

Mr. Lovely turned the comer and the Uttle maid vanished
at the sound of a bell summoning her to tie one of her mis-
tress pink bows to a more modish angle.
Our hero, for since perfeft confidence should exist be-

tween us, I will no longer attempt to conceal his identity,
continued to walk to the tune of a lyrick always provided
the measure did not compel him to step upon one of the
fatal cracks. Soon he came to a road wKch ended in ereen
fields sodden with winter rains, but soft and grateful after
the and pavement.
Face to face with the pale blue February sky. he took up

more earnestly the intention of the half-fiedged songs that
occupied his brain. Strange songs they were, fanciful and un-
rMtramedm the eyes of their author and his contemporaries
who did not recognize in them an echo of one Mr. Herrick
dead, and now forgotten by the world of literature His
mother had read the poems to him as a child. The Hes-
urtdes of 1648 was the only book owned by the lodrinff-
hoase m Westminster where a dingy year of childhooJhad
(Jagged out Its course. In his youth, he had loved their
Sharp, ehisive harmonies, and when he attained years of com-
position, could never free his own lyricks from extravagance
**

so

i.li

f =1
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•o acquired, howerer udduoiuly he attempted to follow
Aufuatan modeli. To hit credit, be it added, he was ahvars
wncereljr aahamed of hi* barbarick numben and, a< he ntw
older, wai often lucceiiful in ezprewing the heart of a riotoui
evening in a clear-cut drinking song. Perhapa this vain
purwit of formaliwn in word* made Um negle^ hi« private
hfe, which ran a wild career checked by nothing atronger
than the atrinM of hia purse.

^
Aa he leaned over a atile and watched the cattle in the

meadowt, out of the paat there came like r ./row of lonff
•hot from the gloomy deptha of London,

Tt bavi bttn fnsb and grgtn^
Tt hwt bttn filUd toitb flowtrs,
And yt tbt tealks bavt bttn
Wbtrt maids bavt jftnt tbtir bours.

But Mr. Lovely waa dimtiafied. He felt the sentiment
would have reached a Urger dignitv, a more epigrammatick
rnspness, a more trenchant elusiveness, if ft had never

deplored his ineradicable early impressions and vowed to
study the dasaick modeU with a still more fierce ardour of
lAitatioa.

But having formed this resolution, our hero was iust as

f;r^''**°*'i"lL>H'-
'^^ •»" '^""g into his heart,

found no refle£bon there.

aJlwn'V"^^"'"*«^*""l;*f^^^"« °»«»" ^« complained,
ascribing his uwcontent to fatiguing sessions of play. He
bent down to pluck a starry celandine and wasted a few

fT^^A ^^^^ ^° ??^ °"^ ^^«^" ^« ^ed butter. The

nf A'jf? f"t°"5^' ^""^f^^ ^^ ^"' " ^« ^" ^«" «ware
of this fact alread;r, onlv the flower benefited by an enhanced
reputation for /nfalliUty. Nevertheless if was flkked

2\fi^l
°''" *^'

H****
^*»'" " ^y »«»^ upwards in the

ruth it on^'^^ij; "t**'^*? PJ^P^'J ^''^^^ "• To confess the

h^..i/ * '
Mr. Lovely ha^ only used the butter to deceive

^mself, for round about his red-heeled shoes were eight

golden
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golden peub which teem to prove that . more intimate
question had been aked^ and anwvered unfarourably if wemay judy by the baniahm^nt of the flower. To con.de
hii 'voun^ed lUKeptiblenew, he determined to imoke a pipe

^^U ^ ^/i?. u^
condemnaUon of thing, 4 general.

^«„ ^« 5L?**"'rt..'^'
.'?*^'* «*' ^ depr^ed%pirif

.!?,i^
dMcovered hu .pintt were not depreiied. merely

uniettled. Burgundy of coune. Hazard without a doubt^

f^^QK \V ^?:K**** ' The d~l 1 not if he knew
It. Should he try cWeatef She wore a very engagi^
•wanKiown tippet. What a fool he had been to comf t?

S?*J??*'*.T'
Should he tnr Chalybeate f The half-

fledged Iwick was strangled : the landakip seemed preten-
tiouilv bright in proportion to the wintry air which was
.till abroacTand^ to crown all. he felt an extraordinary derire
to drmk a tankard of ale with Mr. Anthony ClarZat theBhuBoar. The latter might know who wore wan«lown in
the Credent. With a «gh of relief, he wrung thi. ad"mimon out of himwlf. diivered and turned hi. fafe towards
Curtain Wells, w'hoae houses clustered like a swarm of bees
•round the sacred hill.

The Blut ^oar. whither Mr. Charles Lovely was bound
was a hostelry of the conventionally ample type. The
rooms wuh exterior row. of gallerie. vcrc buift round a

aZt2I?S"*\'**
which coache. and .tage waggons were

admitted through an arch that was only just highSough for
the vehicles of a more recent pattern. The fixed popula-
tion con.i.ted of innumerable plump and .hapely chamber-
maid., innumerable dried-up Utler. and /roim., and a
certain number of .edate waiters who were all clothed in

J!5"";5'^'^' f ~."/,.^J*c'^. «nd a" of whom wished they
had .ettled earhcr m hfe to become footmen. However

SlL? Ji-
""^ *^^*"«? ambition never prevented them

frpmhandhng anything from a soup-tureen to a guinea-piece
with reverence and preduon. ^

^J**
jMt. Jweniy Dai.h, was neither round nor rubi-

«nd. On the contrary he was remarkably sallow and is
'

his
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his suit of cinnamon cloth, bore a vague likeness to a well-
seasoned Cremona violin. He was the builder, owner, and
inventor of the famous DaisVs Rooms adjoining the Inn and,
as the latter served for a recognized adjunft to the more
official Assembly Rooms, Mr. Daish became a somewhat
mildewed counterpart of the great Beau himself, a mezzotint
ill-executed of a famous painting in oils. His back was so
often crouched in servility that it had acquired a permanent
stoop. Rumour said that years ago Mr. Daish was oftfn
seen fiddle in hand at West-country fairs and wakes, and
supported the legend by pointing out when a lady of the
extremest fashion and quahtv graced his dandrg floor with a
pair of very high red heels, the solemn innkeeper would steal
to the Dais of the musicians and, taking an instrument, would
himself bob and play my lady through a minuet with con-
siderable Gusto and Bravura.
The Blue Boar was patronized by a seledk company of

fashionable young gentlemen who lent the old hostelry
something of the tone of White's or Ahnack's. Bagmen
were excluded from the wing occupied by these elegant
patrons, and though from time to time one of the former,
with a merry rei)utation, would be invited to take wine
with the quality in return for the tale of a famous and
gross adventure, it was distindly understood that nothing
low or vulgar was allowed to penetrate beyond a certain
doorway.

Beau Ripple himself would saunter down towards twi-
hght and exhort his youthful subjefb on t' e folly of vice,
the futility of play and the obKgation to drink the waters at
half-past eight o'clock. Mr. Ripple was esteemed a Puritan,
but such a genteel Puritan that the young gentlemen, sub-
dued by the length of his waistcoats and his irieproachable
ties and solitaires, listened to him willingly enough, and
overpowered by the orthodoxy of his wigs and buckles, the
fullness of his shirts and the size of his cuffs, heeded his warn-
inei sometimes.

iw I'^'^^^y
strolled through the archway into the yard

all freah and shining after the morning swill. Along the
^ gaUeries
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gaUeriet, the chambenuaids were hurrying about their

work, and the figure of Mrs. Grindle, the housekeeper^
glittering and jingling with keys, warned him no loitering

in the galleries would be tolerated at that hour of the day.
Two horses were hft'u^- grcomed in the courtyard, but as he
had discussed all beir points br ;h with their owners and the
hostlers at least hn!f a do/eri times before, he was not
inclined to pursu t'^o outv/or theme farther.
" Mr. Clare about ? " ic inquired.

"Han't seen him, y'r honour," answered one of the
workers.

" 'Es that Mr. Clare ? " asked the other.
" Yes, my good fellow, have you seen him ?

"

" Rode over to Baventock Regis to see a maiden aunt,"
the man replied.

" Ho ! ho ! ho !
" roared the first, " dang me if that

bean't the best I ever hard. Ho ! Ho ! ho !
" and con-

vulsed with merriment, the man slapped his tight-breeched
thighs with frequency and vigour.

*' You make the very d—1 of a noise, Sirrah," said Mr.
Lovely fretfully.

"I axe y'r honour's pardon, but when I hard Jock there
talking of maiden aunts—^ho—ho—ho ! and when I minds
that shaapely—ah ! well it doan't do to mention no naames,
but it come over me sudden to laugh," and with this apology,
the hnmorous hostler picked up his mare's near fore-leg,

and continued to chuckle at intervals for the rest of the
day.

Mr. Lovely began to think Tony Clare was confoundedly
young, and when one young man begins to think another
young man confoundedly young, it is usually a convincing
proof that the pensive young man is deep in love.
" What's a fellow to do ? " he sighed as he turned into

the coffee-room. It was em|)ty, so he called for a draught
of ale, put his feet on the window seat and surveyed the
passers-by. He wondered what had become of his friends,

and why the d—1 all the world was gone mad because the
sun shone with unwonted brilliance fot the middle of

*5 February.
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February. Then he remembered it was Valentine day and
amused himself with the manufafture of paper darts which
he shot at the prettiest young women in range. Unluckily,m an attempt to pierce the ripe heart of buxom Miss Page
who assisted at the cook-shop, he wounded the Rector on
the nose. This set him moralizing on the fortune :l Love.
Could anything be more incongruous than Love and the
Rector. Yet why not ? We are all targets of a dimpled
nudity. The phrase caught his fancy. Numberless Cupidsm attitudes of attack floated before his mind's eye.
"Demme!'» thought Mr. Lovely, "my brain is like an
Italian ceihng. Targets of a dimpled nudity ! " He flung
back the lattice to its utmost extent and leaned out to the
morning whence the chatter of the world without floated
into the sunny room.

Everybody is monstrous good-humoured," he concluded.
But somehow it was no longer amusing to quizz the young
woman in Mrs. Tabby's ribband-shop through his ivory
rimmed perspeftive. Somehow since yesterday her fore-
arm had grown coarser.

"All the world's growing old," he grumbled disconsolately.
But the world would not be vapoured, and laughed and
chattered and bf bbed and flirted and chirped with all the
selfishness of a world that is always young in defiance of the
moods of her individuals.

K7^"i
j'^^"^^ ^^*^ ™°^ °* Cupids faded from his mind and the

World at which he was scoflSng ceased to exist. Surely at
the very end of the High Street, he could discern something
which was slowly assuming the magick shape of aswansdown
tippet. His heart began to beat very fast and he felt the
rushing crimson flood his cheeks. Life was wrapped in
swansdown, as, through clouds of the airy texture, his soul
soared to unimaginable heights. Then came the descent
and, waking as from a dream, he found himself staring down
into a pair of wide blue eyes. In his embarrassment he
knocked oyer a pot of jacynths and, above the noise of the
fall, heard himself telUng a Swansdown Muff he had delivered
the paquet. Could anything be more enchanting than the
26
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warning fore-finger, save the lips to which it was lifted ?

Could an thing better console ms enforced silence than the
knowledge that between him and her existed a secret \

The swansdown tippet and swansdown muff had vauished,
but fragments of broken Terra Cotta strewed the pavement.
The swansdown tippet and swansdown muff had floated

away to some fairyland of their own, but a blue jacynth
perfumed the air

Certainly the idlers of Curtain Wells had a fruitful subjeft

for an afternoon's debate in the sight of young Mr. Lovely
climbing out of the coffee-room window. Besides, if that
were not amazing enough, the idlers were immediately
diverted by the aspedl of young Mr. Lovely gathering up the
remains of a shattered flower-pot and clasping a bruised

jacynth to his silk waistcoat. They all agreed the incident

had no explanation, and were even stirred out of their per-
petual lethargy to muster round the entrance of the Blue
Boar in order to verify a daring speculation that he was going
to carry the fragments within.
" Good G ! " said Mr. Ripple who was approaching

the archway from the other side. " Good G , sir, ^e
you mad ? " To Mr. Ripple the shock was great. He l .

aspirations for Mr. Lovely. To be sure, he was wild, an
extravagant young dog, but then he possessed an inimitable

assurance of manner, a pretty talent for polite verse-mal *ng,

and a consummate taste in brocades. The Beau of l9"e had
often pondered the choice of his successor. He had aspira-

tions for Mr. Lovely and now he saw his favourite positively

panting (the most ungenteel motion and fatal to the fall of a

waistcoat), not merely panting but smeared with mould,
bugging potsherds, and apparently quite unmoved by his

degradation. Is it wonderful that Mr. Ripple cried,
" Good G , sir, are you mad ?

"

" Yes," shouted Mr. Lovely.
" Or drunk ?

"

" Yes," shouted Mr. Lovely.
As he seemed inclined to answer every question in the

affirmative, the Beau remarked he wished to see a represen-
27 tative
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tative group of the young gentlemen at ' Blu* Boar upon

^ I
°* *^f «"^*«* »o^»^ and civick ..portancc.

hi^. "^ ejaculated, « With you in the twinkling of a

along the first gaUery and into the last room.A light broke upon Mr. Ripple's bewilderment.
He has discovered some prehistorick relicb. Probably

a Cmerary Urn, a Lunette or possibly a gold coin of Rome."
w / /»i^^

anticipation, the Beau who was an intimate

on the opposite page of the Gentleman's Magazine in whichthe excavations would be carefully recorded by Horace

n/tiT^'i?"" *^^^^ "^y ^"*^»" ^« <*««d«d by the doorof the coffee-room. '

m.TV*";?''
truth the Beau was on censure bent when hemet our hero outside the Blue Boar

nofib^arKi''-"'^"'^"!?*
^"^ ^^^ ^^^^'^'^ *o ^J»e riotousnottumal behaviour, the assaults upon the watch, the

fusilade of empty bottles, but not bSng able to d«cry a

rSn,f
'"'*''' ^' determined that pers^al and inSa

remonstrance would be more efficacious. To the BlueBoar therefore, he went having first exchanged his suit ofohve green for one of black sattin unreUeved by silveJ and

coSil^ Unt*
"'"' ^""'"^' '^" ^^ "^*" ^^^ "^

,„;hf* "ffPtJ.^f'^ '^' ^«at House round the Crescentand along tte High Street he passed in sombre ecUpse upon

of^ri&il''^"'' "" '"' ""' '"'^^ ''* ''"''

" Was it an Urn ?
"

Mr. Lovely looked surprized.

Mr R,-n^lt'^'^J^°'^u,P"^'.P'' O' a Lunette? Or,"

rf AS»f«T»"''"^ '^"^ ""^•^"*^"'' " ^«* «» I«»ai«

"Pray
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" Pray, air, are you trying to humour a madman ? Be-

caiue on my »ou , 1 don't know what you are driving at."

Kni^*^:r'^Y^ Phrenzy was nothing more than the un-
bridled haste and mconwderate voUtion of youthful foUv ?

"

sternly demanded the Beau.
^

«
I
faith, I knocked over one of old Daish's precious pots,

and was making haste to remove it from the region of his
laments. That's all, and there's my hand on't."

You will par^n me," replied the Beau drawing back,

J h,It T°2
^ ^'^°'' to shaking a hand stained by honesJ

"As you will, dear Beau," laughed Mr. Lovely.

.tlmir^iT** ;*'°"' '°. P°^°* " «»°»P^« tc adorn his
statement when he was mterrupted by the entrance of

Tw»,^"l^';°?i? *=^P^« *^« «»°«« ^th one hand, and

^^a .td^"tJ°r!t*"
*""'• ''"^' ^'' °^'"^"« ^'"^^'^

"Mr. Lovely, sir," 'she began and as our hero puUcd for-

7^tl ?r/"^J^« B<^a" leaned back to listen, she con-U^cd, I have known a cat kitten in one of the maids'

Z^^T r*^- ^^^^i^'" murmured the Beau letting the
firehght play in the diamonds of his rings.

lik« M,'' w"'/?7S* P'°^l*^«d Mn. Grindle swelling
Jie Mr. Handel's Latgo, ''have I known a younf
gentleman want to turn his bachelor bed into a ploughed

planttng or did ;rou msh to insinuate that your bed was notmade this mormng ?

"

/ «• -wi.

h.l'rJ'S'iPf''"^' °*«^r»" "pMed the accused, « you have

S. k*? *a1^°'' ^^5 ^«"d of garden-beds. Mine is

tu^e a R„*i-
^^"terre impromptu, a LandsUp in minia-

^ut n«r^ ^^^^^'Pber, a dimity Eclogue. *In a word

rlTrH
?"^* ^"u ?'?°^^^' f'J^ ^*" Mrs. Grindle, out of

TiZ. "^%^t*^^ta'e that jacynth without a word to

K-^irfSg' ^fr bli^/ead.^?'
^°"' ^" ''"^'^ '-y
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Mr. Lovely smiled so very engasingly and looked so com-

Rletely innocent of any desire to insinuate anything except
Irs. Grindle's good-nature that the housekemer gave way,

condescended to smile and, as she retired, threw a quick
glance in the direction of a mirrour to notice the an^e of
her snowy cap.

Having reduced Mrs. Grindle to affableness, Mr. Lovely
turned his smile towards the Beau. The latter had watched
with much satisfaction the progress of his favourite's

negodations, thinking to himself that a man who could
circumvent such a dragon as the housekeeper would be
very well able to keep in order the most self-assertive of
Duches"es.^ He began to relent his indignation and, as

Lovely smiled at hun, to see in his late impetuousness no
more than the natural activity of a jolly young man. More-
over, for a certain reason, he had a genuine affeftion for the
rogue, and was glad to perceive his high spirits.

" I came here this morning in the hope of a serious conver-
sation with some of your friends. Are they—are they in

the—er—taproom ?
"

" They're aU gone after maids."
" Tut, tut, I wish I could make it plain that Curtain Wells

exists for the continence, not the encouragement of

appetites."
" You must blame the sun, dear Beau."
" In view of the many pleasant hours I have spent basking

in the warmth, I should not presume to do anything so

ungrateful. But I will remark that the Sun in his human
guises is not to be considered a beneficial example to young
men at a stage in the history of mankind when maidens are

no longer able to transform themselves into umbrageous
laurels, thus rendering impertinent and inconvenient what
at first seemed appropriate and mevitable. I allude, sir, to
the legend of Apollo and Madam Daphne. However,
my dear Charles—" here the Beau laid three tapered
jewelled fing;rs upon the extremity of Mr. Lovely's left

shoulder.

" Yo4 py^nvhehn me, sir, with your condescension. The
39 omission
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omission of the surname by Beau Ripple, is the bestowal of a
title."

" Very well put, Charles," said the older man contentedly.
"'Fore Gad! you do me credit. Snuff, sir?"
Charles (we may follow the lead of Mr. Ripple) was now

veritably astonished. Never could he recall such an instance
of the Beau's condescension towards a man of his years

;

and he dipped his fingers into the proffered snuff-box with
greater bashtukess than he would have displayed towards
the powder-box of Titania.
" However, though the rest of our young gentlemen are

—after maids," the Beau stumbled over the cruditv of the
phrase, " I am happy to see that you are engrossed by the
seemlier pastime of horticulture." Was it fancy or did
Charles really see his mentor blow a tuft of swansdown from
his cuff ? " I wish," the latter went on, " to remonstrate
with you on the indecorous character of your midnight
entertainments. Owls, under providence, are allowed to
shriek and hoot after sundown, but there seems no reason for
extending to men the privilege accorded by a Divine
Creator to owls. In short, Mr. Lovely, there has been the
—there has been an atrocious hurly-burly in this house
ever^ night of late. Pray do not interrupt me," he added
as Charles made a protesting movement. " I have the
fullest Data for my general observations."
'•Youth, dear Beau, hot-headed, open-handed Youth."
" Yes, yes, I know something of Youth's anatomy from a

personal experience of the happy state, but Youth, Mr.
Lovely, is a mighty inadequate justification for a circular
scar on the forehead of one of our most respe^ed and silver-
tongued watchmen—a scar inflided by the unconsumed but
necessary concomitant of a quart of Burgundy."
" It was an accident, sir, young Tom Chalkley of the

Foot "

"I have observed, Mr. Lovely, that if one of these missiles
happens to strike the body against which it is aimed the
tMult is invariably an accident whereas if the missile goes
wide of the mark it is ad—-d poor shot. But it cannot go
3*
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mi, Mr. Loveljr. It ihall uot go on. The rendentt tOaxLit

in conjun£Bon with the vi«iton reserve the right to expel

•umiiurily my oencm who eautet pnbUdE offeoce, and I, ai

their accredited repreientatiye, should be in the highest

degree culpable if I allowed it to go (m. Consequently, : \y
dear Charles, I appeal to you as to one poisened of some
infltt«ice oyer the more violent npirits, to do all in your
power of ptfsuasion to prevent it uom going on."
Now as the succes^l quart botde had been thnmm bjr our

hero, and as he was usually the chief agent in promoting a

disturbance, it is evident that Mr. Ripple secured his un-
paralleled authority as much by ud u by severity.
" Dear Beau, you shaU be obli|ed," said Charles, '' and

now pray tell me who wears a white swansdown tippet and
lives hard by the Great House."
" I am not accustomed to observe the minor variations

in feminine costume," answered Mr. Ripple with some
austerity.

" Nay I But a hermit froze to his psalter must have
noticed her," protested the younger man.

" The analogy is incomplete."
*' I shall be at the Aaionbly on Monday night."
« You could not be more worthily employed."
*' And I shall e£Fed an introdufiion unJer your patronage."
** That very much depends."
" On mv good behaviour ? " asked Charles.

"On the immunity of my watchmen from further
asMults."

'I
Dear Beau, we are all targets of a—" he hesitated, " of

a dimpled nudity or an empty bottle. Love and a bottle,

there's the world."

"The flesh, I think, sir."

" I 'faith, Satan must have a fine sieve if he can separate
the pair."
" I am no theologian."
" Then you'll present me ? " persisted Charles.
" You will protea my watchmen ? " demanded the Bfau.
« On Monday ni^t ? " urged Charles,

|a "Eveiy
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•* Erery night," added the Beau. " Unconditional lur-

render i« my ultimatum. But I hope I know how to display
generoii^ towardi a vanquished enemy. You will attend
the Pubhck Breakfast awarded to Sir Jeremy Dummer ?

"

"Truly I
" '

"Tut, tut, I insist. My old friend Lord Cinderton
arrives to-day with his invalid son, George Harthe-Brusshe.
I should like the young man to see your cherry and trout-
pink cuffs."

" Too unseasonable a combination of coloun for break-
fast."

" Pshaw ! your appearance will give a fillip to his im-
poverished appetite.^'

" I 'faith, I believe I know how to flavour my convena-
tion with Attick salt, but I swear I never dressed myself for
the Role of condiment."
The convenation was soon entirely of sauces.

33



Chapter the Fourth

CURTAIN MAZE

THE Maze at Curtain Weill was alwajn coniidered one
of the principal lights of the place. Holding thii
reputation, it wai naturally the leait frequented.

Viiiton either went there the lecond day after their arrival
or icuttled round it with a competent escort in the twenty-
four hours that preceded their departure. But since no
one went there twice and since all tie visitors and residents
of the Wells were perfeftly familiar with the various shrines,
its invariable emptiness may easily be apprehended. In
summer the gardens of which it was a feature were thronged
at the fashionable hours. There was also a Rotunda similar
to \i k^s grandiose than the famous Rotunda at Ranelagh
Gaitien. This had not long been in existence, and was only
used for balls and masquerades through Mav and June,
when the Maze was spangled with lamps for the deUght of
the dancers. Even so, very few availed themselves of the
sheltei of its yew-hedges and always spent the rest of the
evening in trying to find their way out, being lucl^ if they
succeeded in making a somewhat ruffled appearance durinc
the last Cotillon. •

To Curtain Garden went Miss Phyllida Courteen and
Madam Betty her maid : to Curtain Garden they were
going when they passed Mr. Charles Lovely at the coffee-
room window.

Betty belonged to a type of womanhood that grows with
aee, increased fat and pursiness, into a nurse such as Mr.
Shakespeare drew in Romto and. Juliet. If she had been
brought up in a disreputable purlieu of the town, she would
have become a personally chaste procuress but, nurtured
34 among
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among the buttcrcupa, ahe merely h»d a perpetual deaire
to aee her pretty young miatreaa aflame through the careleaa
proijreaa of aome gay apark or other. Whatever there waa of
painon m her meadow-bom aoul fed itaelf on objeaive
embracea. She waa never a maid for a Idasing gate at long
lhadow time, but when ahe aaw Phyllida'a heart flutter with
<^uick emotion before the approach of Mr. Vernon, a primi-
tive phrenzy ,et her cheeka aglow and fired her eyw to a
livelier blue. She adored her miatreaa with a precocioua
maternity but, paradoxically enough, without any of the
mother^e jealouay of a lover near io hia posaeaaion. Vernon
with hia pale face and alightly ainiater demeanour had
caught her fancy. • Let him mate with my pretty one *

»he would say to herself, bloaaom of apple loob moat
rare and aweet under a grey aky of clouds.' It waa this
anxiety to provide a physical match for Phyllida which had
led he- to encourage Vemon'a addresses, and her mistress to
pay heed to his vows. Her greatest delight was to stand,
watchmg against interruption, in the next alley to the
lovers. Here she would thrill her imagination with the
thought of frail and timid fingers in the clasp of a strong
white hand. The sudden interposition of Mr. Lovely
vexed her. Certainly he waa handsome enough, but too
much of a piece with Phyllida ; they mieht have been brother
and sister. Moreover, he was alwavs laughing.
" A man who always laughs is as bad as a dog who always

wags hia tail. Neither is fit for a maid," fhe grumbled to
Phyllida as they stepped briskly along beneath the tall
poplars that fringed the road leading to the entrance of
Curtain Garden.
"Truly I vow he has a romantick air," protested

Fhylhda.
" La

! what's romantick ? 'Tis no more than reading a
book on the shady side of the street." Betty tossed a con-
temptuous head.

"Indeed, Betty, I think 'tis a great deal more than that.
To be romantick, child, is to have a noble heart, and to have
a noble heart "

3S "I.
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"
j!^J*****

*• ^*^^^ on « Sunday morning," interrupted

"Nor»ti«not."
" WeU I 'tei to Icneel very obfftreperottt.'*
Til no luch a thing," said PhylKda, itamping on the

pavement. r o

By tlua time, they had reached the famous wrought-iron
gates of the principal entrance, where an old man in an
enormout three-cornered hat and long heavily Uced lurtout
walked up and down. Sometimes he would stop and, over
gnarled hands twisted round the ivory crook of his cane,

Sf" u-f^? ".*.^* "tamped effigies of iEsculapius and
Flora while he addressed the presiding deities in a wheezy
monotone.

^ o /

"Curtain Garden ! Cunain Garden ! Lads and lasses,
ye 11 grow old. Fit for maids is Curtain Garden." ThuJ
having droned a warning to Olympus, he would resume his

In two months the broad graveUed path which he
guarded would be thronged by the Exquisite Mob, but at
present his only audience on fine days was composed of
PhyUida and Betty. On wet days, when not e^en they
ventured out, he would sit in a Uttle pagoda whence every
few minutes he would pop out his head, and in the same
wheezy monotone lament 'Rain! Rain! on the window-
pane

!
and retire as abruptly as a cuckoo that has told the

hour.

With this aged janitor PhyUida used to have a daUy
conversation which never varied by a single letter.

Nobody in the garden this morning ?
"

" Not a soul nor a body, young miss."
" Are you better of your cold ?

"
" Very much worse."
As PhyUida used to teU Betty when they had left the

gateway behind them, ' he must be very iU Indeed becat^e
toe has been very much worse every day.'

nvr^SJrT^^f?
«<»^«"a?on interrupted the argument

over Mr. Lovely's romanuck character of mind, and when
Jo '
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thejr tuned dm the path which led to the M«se «U dii-
CMJwnrot to the wind «t the proepea ofi^
Vemoo iud met Phrllid. in the Mue but • hue two

weefci Mo. It happened to be hit fint visit to the WeUi. and
he wai in the act of being aolemnly loit when he accosted
her fo direaion. Betty had encouraged the chance
acquaintMcahip and Mr. Vernon, who was tired of the
mechanick Drjrada of VauxhaU, embarked upon a new
pleawre. The natural lecretiveneM of hia disposition led

^t^lt%^^I "I
a fantastick pseudonym, and neither

Betty nor PhyUida had troubled themselves to inquire
farther mto his antecedents. Indeed, it would have pu«led
them to do so, for he had but lately appeared at the PumpRoom in response to Phyllida's earnest entreaty, and abso-
lutely refused to meet her at the Assembly R<Joms. Con-
lequenUy, had she felt inclined to indulge a suspicion, there
was no one to whom she could appeal except perhaps Beau
Kipple

:
and he, of course, was not to be thought of in

conncaion with so trivial a matter.
You will recoUea that Vemoa's toilet of thu momine was

coMderably perturbed by the image of Phyllida. Ovwhisgtfe^«had reviewed th? situation with great contempt

To b^ with, he had moved into lodgings opposite his
charmer»s ab«le. What foolid, enthuST3S^ of a
«n|riing of sixteen, as he told himself. Then he had
smously contemplated matrimony. To be sure, he hadm^c a few caatious inquiries and heard it stated on good
authonty that she was an heiress, but odda his life ! was that
enough to make him commit himself irreparably. He was

wSn*^'*'*..'2S*u.'^.°" (•? ^ chara^^ed the
• u ?_^ '^f^*** ^ ^****- A boarding.«cLool misa

w«Ji ^vky tendencies—a boarding-school miss with the
jnUe of a young nymph^a boarding-school miss with Uttle
hugets ^t tugged the manhood—the weariness-out of his

•rii_ ^". .™P*"^^- *^ ^n«<*» ^o«W sneer
unmerciful^, and he would settle in the countty as he had^"

often
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often wished, and by heaveni 1 he would seek her mother's
consent. Pshaw! the chit would become more insipid
than ever, more delightful, more enthralling, more utterly
subjugatmg. Z ds ! what an impetuous fool he would
be considered. No ! No ! country misses were very well
in the country, and might bear transplantation for a season,
but London bough-pou should be renewed every Spring.
Meanwhile the affair was progressing very well, and if he
could pluck a pigeon or two—there were always pigeons in
the country—why a Summer in town—and after that—
why after that—meanwhile his coffee was growing cold.
But when he saw her radiance among the dark hedges of

yew, all his cynical plans withered away, and it would have
taken mighty Kttle to transform the libertine into as honest
a lover as ever galloped across the horizon of a romantick
imaginatton. What grace ! What charm I What move-
ment 1 What colour ! It was incredible she would ever
grow old. He rose from the stone seat in the heart of the
Maze and saluted her with a sculptured bow.
« That's true romantick," wMspewd Betty. " See him

bow, see him stand up tall and white like a great wax candle "
The swansdown tippet rose and fell to the beatine of the

eager heart beneath.
*

"My charmer takes the sun Uke a flower," said Mr. Vernon,
bendmg over her hand.

Betty's eyes were a very quick and fiery blue as she turned

al*Jck°
^'' ""'^ "*^^*^ ^'^ "^^'^^ ^^'^'^ ^^' ravished

Never were yews so dark and velvety, so fuU of whispered
secrets, as the gentle wind stirred their crisped leaves con-
tmually. In a silence made by cushions of moss set withmany green stars that muffled everv footstep, the stone
image of Cupid, poised upon his damp-stained pedestal
caught from Oie Febraary sunlight the veriuble bl<Jom and
semblance of divmity.

Vernon, as he led PhyUida to the seat and saw her eyes
Hash over the swansdown muff, was sure that such beautv
m^ust capture something of the permanence expressed by

ihe
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of dSiS'
^^ '*°"^ *" ™ ^°""«' '** "^^ provocatire

the azure, gathered and broke mto a Ottered multitude of

ninhght to the aombre heart of the Maze.

Ve^^V^?!' *"!" ^'^ ^*^f> ?^J^"^**» •*»*«! h«"«Jf heldVernon entranced He could have .worn that the stone

I^Zt^t^ W^ trembled faintly a. if, animate and iS!
animate, the whole world stood ready to scale the empyrean,

^^fft^ *° ^^^^Y^?\ hope, the man forgot himsilf, dis-

SSi^. r"""
*"?h«w" that for so long had guidi his

Great mom«ts, like great men, have a soUtary life, and therewas noAmg m PhyUida to respond to the fi7e wWch he hadwaked from a pde of ashes. AduaUv she was wondering
whether her dear Amor had remembered Valentine S?
oU^SS "**^ **** ^^ * P'*^""** *** *^* °^''

" Tis surely a pleasant Valentine morning," she murmuredscrewmg up her eyes to the sun.
murmurea

JH^Ta^^' */ "^"^^ °^ P"^" '^ith young misses

uc^ ^. ti''^ fo'««t what every fair esteemed a man^Mcred duty. However, he was a resourceful gentlemanM without any perceptible hesitation, produce! from his

^Vv * Pf**
h«>och cut to the liken^ of a basket oftwmkhn^ blue forget-me-nots.

The history of Ais Kttle ornament possesses enough irony

in'^l'^T**^'"^^"-. Itusedtohanginthewindow
of a Midland toy-shop, and had made a pretty birthday
gift from a young man deep in love to his betrothed. Shewore it in her kerchief for ten years and sent it at last to her

buV'alT^fk''
^^'h'ome other trinkets not veiy valuable,

but all of the same fresh beauty. At the bottom of the
packet was a faded sprig of whitethorn. The young gentle!nuQ-not quite so young now-opened it as a London

Z^ «"»f"^5d the city smoke. It had Uin aU day in hisroom negleaed while the dice-box rattled like a skeleton a"
'^

the
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Ac feast of Loy«—a feart of pimps and blowsy cannine
tunes. The contents of the packet went with the last of his
guineas, and at the division of the stake Mr. Vernon con-
temptttousty accepted the brooch. The latter never
troubled himself to take the ornament out of his pocket.
Now once more it came back to Youth and Beauty.
As she pinned it to her kerchief, PhyUida thanked him for

his sweet thoughtfubess, and wondered if he would ahvays
remember this morning.
By this time, Vernon had clambered down from his

mountwn top. Perhaps the brooch made his descent more
easy. Yet I think he was sincere when he swore he would
never forget.

Anyway PhyUida believed him and so there is nothing
more to be said.

"When we are wed," she began, and startled him wich
such an abrupt disclosure of her dreams. " When we are
wed, I think we wUl live in Hyde Park. Where is Hvde
Park ?

'* '

** On the confines of Kensington, my dear."
" Yes, but where is Kensington f

"

.. prithee
! would you have us die of duUness."

" Is Kensmgton dull ?
"

" Tis very rustick. No! my charmer shall lodge in the
Haymarket." 6 " «^c

Phyllida pouted. There was a Haymarket in the country
town to which she made an occasional visit from the little
viUage of Newton Candover, and she remembered it as a
dusty spot not fit for a new pair of shoes.
" I vow I should detest the Haymarket."
" Nay, 'tis the gayest place, with hackney coaches passing

to and fro all day. You shall sit at your window and aU the
nne ladies of rank and fashion will envy you."

** And what will my Amor be domg f

"

«S ""^^ ^* looking over his aneel's shoulder."
Then they'll envy me more than ever," said Phyllida

*°
with
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S!L*«^ni'°*^^"«^-
Vernon prwed her h«id and

wirA^lLJ""
"^^ ^o^;^^^ we are tired of littmg at the

.he 'add:r:Jira :Sh'
"" ^^ °' ^^^ - pf-«»^>-

qt3!!?*?" • ^<*n<7-co«ch and drive to Westminster
otms, to the nver."

« ll^"" niT K ^°^ ^* ^" ^« «°«* direrting."And weU hail the waterman with the most elegant

Sail'A
'°^ "P *^^"«I» the dusk to Vauxhall."

nivUida was starmg at him with the round eves of a chUdwho listens to an old fairy-tale.

«S''l'^^* ?°^** we do ? »» she asked earnestly.We should choose a box for two and sit with our elbows

TlilJ^S'r?,
^-"^ "^ ^-^ - -^ °^« i- as we'

« Ym
! go on » cried Phyllida clapping her hands.

Then we should call for chicten-wings and eat our5upp« and hstcn to the new song and the musick of theo^«tra playmg the finest tunes high up among a thousand
paridmj coloured lamps and wat<t the masolerader. androw ba^ to Westmmster under a great moon.*

i;.. •t"*^ T*'
"° ""** va^Mtii by the interest of his

T'^"- ^' **!«"" *° ^*''^'^« »° th/reaUty of this pro-

^V^^^'"-^ forgetting that it was a chastened account

na«;n^«* *^ adventures enjoyed with the dommo
passion of a night.

.J2J*'^i!^i?'^ ? *f properest place m the world,"

jS.» ^ *
'*°''^* everybody wears their

*• Everybody/* replied her lover with a quick glance.
I should wear my pearls."

"Your pearls?"
"My necklace that was left by Grandmother CourteenMamma won't let me wear it till I'm one-and-twenty."

' But supposing you ran away ?

" Oh I should never dare. i should be frightened."

Vernon
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Vernon changed the lubjea, perceiving at present the

coortdup was nothing more lerioas than a Springtime
airenion. ^ "

He told hinuelf if the child surrendered to his bkndiah-
ments, it would be an easy matter to induce her to run away.
He must weave a strong web of personal attra6Uon round
her, and if her prudence sustained her to the end, whv per-
^ps he might commit himself to a serious offer of marriage.
He must inauire further mto her fortune. He wished it
were not so difficult to put an arm round her waist. Inno-
cence was very well and the prospeft of a siege amusing
enough at first, but a long deferred capituUtion would be
immensely fatiguing; and yet how charming she was.
Not for anything would he have her different.
" When we are wed," he began and for the fint time

echoed her lately expressed hopes. In some way he felt
that she would be to blame, ifharm came of it. She had riven
the cue. °

I*

When we are wed, we shall go to routs."
" But we shall be old and wise and able to go then. It

won't be neai so diverting then as 'twould be now—if you
came to the Assemblies."

'

II

My angel forgets the risque of discovery."
"There could be no more danger in that than there is in

sitting here in the Maze."
" Come !

"

" I'm sure if we were prudent nobody would suspeft us of
a love-affair."

^

" But consider my ardour. Twould illuminate the whole
matter."
" WeU

!
and if the old maids did talk, they would only

talk mto their teacups and every one knows that to be mon-
strous ungenteel behaviour. Lud! I've been censured be-
fore. Why, when I was but sixteen I was the talk of the ball-
room because I stepped four gavottes with Didy Combleton,
bquire a)mbleton*s youngest son. Every one said I was
a forward minx, and he's only a year older than me and
that s only last year " Phyllida became very indignant, and* Mr.

\
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Mr. Vernon who bcked humour became rerv indignant tooat bemg compared to a bumpkin. ^ »°°«n«nt too

altered'?"
"^ "*** '*" '^' circumitance. are .lightly

^^\^^^^\ ^Ih "^. •*~''*'^ »* ^"^^y^ »>"t .he wasnot to be pacified and drew it away.
l-or my part, I don't know how you dare say you carefor my reputation and .it here holding my hand. WiShayeear. and hedge, haye eye.."

/"ana. wamnaye

w^^Ti^A'":""^""^ »»»"^ -« ~« w«

She made no reply.

swee^'lb.^fo'li^jr?.^"'
"^°" ^°'^** ^'^ »« J^ tho.esweet ijp« to a .mile—if we were not obwryed ?

"

de]ica°te."
*

^"^ ^°" "^°"^*^ "*^" ^° *°J^^8 »° i""

pi,"i?JT"^ '
"^ P""y ^"'*'*» •* l»e stopped becausePhyUida'. eye. were yery wide open indeed.

^^

UH Sir
{ no one but a father or a yery old man has thenght to mear .o dreadfuUy before a maid."He laughed.

"So oath, de^nd on age for their propriety ? I 'faith

^\v\ ""7 ""^S? ^ ^* ***™*^ *^ "^oraing After aU. myPhyUida, I am fifteen year, older than you?'
'^

That may be," .he retorted primly, « and I have often

ml'byeT^^^ ' '^^^^^ ^"°'
* -^ °^ middir^^gl'to

H^ril^^Stm^uT^*"" *^ "'^^ " ^-"P^--
" But then, you we, I am in loye with you, and not marry-

we all agreed, was old enough to know better."

vea« » *
*'*'*"*^ J'®" "'**"• M°"% ™«t» with the

like \ ^t)^""^
^^"^ ^°" "' ^"^^ *''°''*' ''"* »* "^""^

« IW'S.T ?T!.'^* *^ °* *^* °*"° <>* theworld."
I hate text., but I don't hate goodnew and you must

promiae
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promwenem, never to awear again, and—never, never to
try to UN me."
" Not even when we are wed ?

"
"That's another matter."
"
?*ri*I?.^^*"/°" «" ^^^ «n«l wise and able to kiss you

won't hke kissing.'^
^

"Oh! I protest, I should like it vastly," said PhyUida
with great decision.

^

" But if you have never made the attempt ? "

«. n
''°"°* woman knows by instina."

" But why won't you make sure in advance ?
"

„
5**^*"'* '*" imprudent and wicked."

" For my part, I believe you are playing with me."
And then began a long argument which settled nothini?

Jhey sUrted
^"^ "'''"^*'' ^'^ "*"'" P'*^"*^^ ^^"^

What Vernon said in jest was in essence perfefUy true,but unfortunately he was too vain and she wai too young tobeheve it; for if potential PhyUida knew very weU AewouW not expire ifW dear Amor vanished for iver, a6balFhyUida who was much younger and far more obstinate was

•umpaon wou d be the natural result of such a calaW •

rir/°'?«"*^*™°^ ^^° ^" «"io"« to prove himself a'

In7nn^^ 1 r T ^""^ contemptuous of aftual Vernonand not at all wilhng to admit he would find more than
sufficient compensation for the loss of his Phyflida in the

R?1, ^^Lane"^''
^""* ^''^^^^ ^' '^« ^heat^

naf?nl*K! '' ^^* ^^'^
*J"«* '*"°'^'=' ^^ world-shaking

J^Su^^"'
""" *' ^"^ ^' "*^^°™ *PP"^«°d ouf

The quarrel was interrupted by the sound of approachine

le^tC ^mTU"^" ^^^^ '^"'^^ '^' come7with t£fnews that Mr. Thomas and your mamma be coming asfast as legs can carry 'em this way as ever is."
^

The imphcation of a rapid advance is to be understoodmerely as relative to their usual rate of procedure.^
In
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Jl«*nd.^.nfK fT ''^"^""°»- ^^ fourteen wrung

belL rtaSS 1S^ vji^**''?^u". " *»biguou. wuation

LTt^ / li? 1

»";o i^«' «^tres8^« hands and comp«Sl her-

^^Tfor'^S"'*
^'^ Agricultural Calendar an/I^Trm^,

un^!d"STfV^^t^ ^""^ ^^'^' Tho°^ immediately

iLufS II? ^^^ °^^ «^« "d drew forth a bottle of

?55^.
Betty after some lace-invo ved rites in which a

bottle not more than a moment liter. Bv the toSck

thS^.^1 * ? * "'4?. ^« '^^^^ Pallida was doing inthis ungodly place. Thomas accompanied the ouerv bvmuttermg * Canaanitea ' a«>v*r.i *;«.J^ : -? ^ ^ .^
under hifhrZl^vr u^ ^ ™ *™** "* q*"*^^ succession

imnlJ n« ^' ^^ ^* commentary ias intended to

fSan .^'J?.'^^
^""'^ ^*" ^" * «««"! belief that the

wh^ch he disanproved, by the various hostile ti^en-
X«S* ^^ ^^«I«aelit« during their wandering^

°

Phylhda assured her mother she was working a peacock in

&rt^'n"d"emanZ' 'X '""t
""^ °' * chairjd JSe^ M^"U)urteen demanded why she was not sitting on her own

balcony

%



The Passionate Elopement
bakoiif, for the privUege of poMCtting which the paid an
addidonal five-and-nzpence a week m rent, the daughter
protested the East wind chapped her ankles.
" Chajps your ankles, miss ? What d'ye mean by chaps

?our ankles ? At your age, I didn't know I had ankles.
Woollen hose was what I wore, and I should have been

whipped if I had ever dared to think my ankles were not as
thick as marrowbones."

Phyllida b^ged her dear mamma's pardon and hoped to
be forgiven, but could not help remaddng the sun was so
warm that she had felt quite positive her dear mamma
would ' e pleased to see her take the dr.

*' Twas venr unkind of you," complained the widow, " to
praume so far on my acknowledged indulgence of your
whims.

^
You know the miserable state of my health compels

me to sip several glasses of the waters after breakfast, and
seize the lamentable opportunity to deceive your too con-
fiding parent. How am I to know you have not been sitting
in this heathen nook for days in succession ?

"

Affain the footman muttered * Canaanites ! Canaanites !

'

As this was exaftlv where Phyllida had been sitting for days
in succession, she looked immensely shocked bv the question.
" Well 1 well," said Mrs. Courteen as if resigned to her

daughter's iniquity, " go home and pray that you may
become a more dutiful child."

Thomas murmured a low Amen and earned for his devo-
tion a derisive and ribald gesture from Betty.
" Aren't you coming too, mamma ?

"

" No, miw, I am not coming ; I must rest myself and com-
pose my mind and sooth my feelings. Thomas, will you
arrange my cushion.'*

Thomas produced it from under the seven capes of his
surtout without perceptibly diminishing his girth.

^^
Said Phyllida to Betty as they stepped out of the Maze,

" For my part, I believe she only wanted to be rid cf us in
order to meet puflfjr old Moon or skimpy little Tarry."
And this supposition was perfedUy true.

46



Chapter the Fifth
THE PUBLICK BREAKFAST

bragh had b«n .«a«d br publick «b«Zi» .i'^?,. „ ."

memorial to Aom „]]„, „,; j c£rt.i, WdlJ^^„fought «id dirf unSer th. Duke of M^SSLTh mt
t^Zv^^T" ""' """^ threeTmfmber^d

el's r.ffl JL5£"v *r.s?L" '^ilfA-r 1U^chj^ lu Jhd, delight .? d..dSU ofie'^rrd

oafce ^™^r"S Mayor wa.repre«u,«l in aU A. ^2p ofofflce gra.pmg die hand, of two equjly. befuir^ W
bechaincd
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beduined Aldermen. It wu an affedbg combination ol

the real and tbe all^orical. A second medallion contained

a vouminouil^ draped and very lulMtantial ladv who with

absent nze spilled from a heavy Etruscan vue a large stream

of petrified Chalybeate. Her far-away look m^ht be attri-

buted to an effort at ascertaining what a small ^sculapius

wu doinff to a serpent on the summit of a diminutive

Pelion. This was Health. Finally a third medallion held

a peer in coronation robes thoughtfully regarding the

front of St. James' Palace. A curved scroll announced this

pensive aristocrat to be the representative of Society.

Civick Unity, Health, and Society—could any other

Personifications so justly convey the essential quality of

)urtain Wells \ And not a pike or arquebus to frighten

them out of a rigid serenity.

Upon this sermon in stone, three streets converged, which

at haU-past twelve o'clock were all thronged. Since the

breakfast was essentially a male fundbn, the civick band by

a happy inspiration of the band-master thundered out

7bt Gtrl I uft Btbind Mty as in its wake a number of

prosperous tradesmen tripped to the measure of the tune.

Haberdashers and cheesemongers, drygoodsmen and fish-

mongers, butchers, tailors, saddlers, coob and silversmiths

all marched along with a pleasant emotion of relief. Forti-

fied by prelimixury tankards of ale and unhampered by

prosaio: wives and daughters, they retreated from nothing

save the business of serving customers. Vapours were dis-

pelled by the breeze of trumpets, and the thoughts aroused

oy the musick of the song only added a pun^nt spice to their

dreams of food and confirmed their faith m the sujperiority

of breeches over petticoats—at any rate when walkmg away
from the latter.

Meanwhile down the central streM came another crowd
not marching with the precision of movement inspired by

the escort of the band, but still urged to a certain unanimity

of gait by the c(Hnmon object of their advance. Mr.
Mayor, preceded by his mace, set the time, and a line of

Aldermen carefully ordered their pace to hii. Behind the

48 Aldermen
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I^^^";-"^*- 8«^! WitchfXJdbSSndwdISS

JJ^S^S^^^^ ^-^ ^ ^^ mCrgo. u3

dif,S;SI2J^^
*^*^ proc««ioni were oreriludowed br

decency of orderly nmatton/Sert .t SiS^JJi^, .1„^mentMT chapter which mar lerre mVm«£J™ ^^^^
enterSnme/t I ho^oJSlyTJeSit^"^*™* ''' ^'

Chapter Va

THE ORDER OF THE EXQUISITE MOB
Gtntral Sir Jtrmy Dummr in a sedan chair h»r^ a«

Jf^^ ^* P"*^t^* ""<=J» « o'd« to addre«^i windof encouragement to Sir Jeremy Dummer who waHnchn^
SalybSir^'"*

'~" ""' '' '^ -^ *« a&"n"oT?h1

c/a^^iSi'
'' ^^^'^ ** ''""^'-^'y ^*'* «^*'* «^' «/

Jtvi bofimts tn varwu iegras •/ wiwe mowi.
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fm» KnighU of thi Shirt trying U l—k liki BitrtmU tntd

b$rridfy hmtstd hf tht fslmgt m titir MtUwtfU,

StvtnUtn iitfiMiU ynmt gtntUnun M msufy slikt mU
M/y U hi distinpttjhidhy tbi variMU shafts «mi titis »f thtir

fMtchiS.

Msftr CM/M«<tiM farry who hoi tUvoUd tht sUtf of tht

frtttdint night U tht frrtttrvstitn of his figtsiPs rigour and

sfptsrtd vtry fait htsidt bis rtd coat in eonstqntnttt.

Jnstiet Grtgory Moon looking much tht samt as usual savt

for a sfrig ofptw in his huttonhoit.

Mr. Charlts Lovtiy and Mr. Anthony Clart arm in arm.

7ht formtr wtaring a chtrry'totonrtd vthtt coat with waist-

coat and hrttchts of trout'colourtd silk, tht latttr in uniform

cncumbtr grttn. Both laughtd vtry loudly and chttrfuUy from

timt to timt,

Fivt tltgant young gtntltmtn including a Lituttnant of his

Maftsty*s Navyt a Comtt of tht Grty Dragoons and an Ensign

of tht Foot.

fwtniy'thrtt old mtn sufftring from various distasts.

Thirty-tight old nun au firmly convinced that thty wtrt

sufftring from gout hut all ftrftctly health^ in truth.

Forty-pvt old mtn tfually firmly convinced that thty wire

sufftring from othtr and various distasts, and all tqually

htalthy in truth.

Mr. Obot tht Physician watchful of bis fatitnts* dtmtanour

and quick to confirm tht slighttst suspicion of ill-htalth.

Air. Francis Ftmon in a tawny suit of figurtd Manchtsttr

vtlvtt.

Fifutn or sixteen gentlemen of various ages, sizes, ranks,

costumes, complexions, and staUs of health.

Chapter V (resumed)

Beau Ripple mounted the steps that, in diminkhing

•emi-circles, reached the entrance of the Civick Hall

and, turning his head, froze into silence with a cold stare

of surprize the concluding Crescendo of The Girl I Itft

50 Bthind
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uniTwuUy known, lo the band bore him no mali^ but con-
tinned to pant.

^^ *S! "t;*"*.*^!?*** ^'- ^'ro' »>Vn to walk up the

!J*Pi"**: ^^ *»»^« *^« "cent would here been u arfye a*
the Bnu I If he had not been hampered by the civick robei
on which he trod at every alternate step. Powibly the
freezing diidam of Mr. Ripple had made the iteps more
riacial than their wont. At any rate, the Mayor wlbenerer
he aroided the hem of his robea, always sUpped and stumbled,
but he achieved the summit at hut and greeted the Bean
with such fervour that he effeAed a perceptible thaw.
On these occasions of supreme civick importance, it was

customanr for the Utter to relax his rule of never takine
snuff with any one below the rank of Viscount in the Peerage
of England, so he offered his box to the Mayor. That
fundbonary with a reverence he had acquired over the
counter, inserted two fleshy fingers into the dainty receptacle,
withdrew them smeared with Rappee, sniffed the powder
with avidity, sneezed four times, and said he saw Sir Jeremv
alightmg from his chair.

'

The Beau regarded the Mayor's invasion of the delicate
touchstone of auality with a smUe of amused apprehension.
He expUined afterwards that he felt as if he were carrying
a surloin of beef into a queen's parlour. When the convulsions
set up by the snuff had outworn their first violence, he fixed
his monocle upon the guest's chair. Sure enough. Sir
Jeremy was alighting. Mr. Ripple and the Mayor simul-
taneously descended the steps, and while the former started
back with an affedhtion of surprise, the latter charged foj
ward with eager hospitality.

c"^4?-^***'
^'^ Jeremy! You are vastly welcome.

Sir. This is a great occasion. Twenty-one years. Tet-
tet." Thus Mr. Ripple.

'

"How are you, Sir Jenny Dummer, Sir? ppR^ along
5»

' '

o'
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o* me. Sir knny, and I hope yaul heat very hearty," laid
or rather ihouted the Major.
" Ehtu jngni-gsl** murmured Mr. Ripple.
"Hehf" ittked the Mayor.

"Hoh!" said the Mayor. "I beg yaw pardon, Mr.
Ripple. Will you take a harm, Sir Jermy i

"

Hie poor Old kniffht clutched at the fur of the Mayor's
robe ai the two of them stumbled up the steps behind Mr.
Ripple.

In pasting through the antechamber, the old man dropped
his hat and cane.
" I shouldn't leave my hat an* cane here if I was you,

Sir Jermy," said the Mayor. "While some's heating,
some'll be thieving."
" I have not the slightest intention of doing anything so

insane," auavered the ancient soldier, " can't you see that
I dropped 'em by accident ?

"

The good-natured Mayor stooped to recover the acces-
sories. " I beg yaw pardon. Sir Jermy. Follow me. The
banquet's m here."

The huee f(ddins doors were flung back, and the sight of so
much food kindled a gleam in Sir Jeremy^s rheumy eyes and
waked a cackle from his lean throat.

" Glad to hear such a jovial laugh. Wittles is wittles
when uzH't said an' done. Hain't that true, Mr. Ripple,"
said the Mayor turning to the Beau for confirmation of this
statement.

"Viftuals are viduals, sir, as you very justly observe."
Upon these three celebratol figures broke the buzz of the

excited crowd from the centre of which Lord Cinderton
and Lord Vanity withdrew themselves.
" Let me present Sir Jeremy Dummer, the Earl of Cin-

derton. Sir Jeremy Dummer, the Earl of Vanity." The
latter offered his snuff-box to the old votary of Health who
declined it saying,

" No ! thankee, my lord, not before I eat. D——e if

ever I took snuff before I ate."

S« His
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wa^'« Mr* S'irj^;!.®^ "»^^ ^« innumerablewauen a« Mr. iiawh uMed them to unparalleled exertion^ey ran luther and thiAer like recentlyfeSe h^^^J^haU of them pulled out chair, from the tabloTndX o2^rhalf pujhed them back again. Some fled bawJhi«^fo? thesoup Others convened in excited whiapen A? Iwt thea«embled company to the number of thre^hindwd SJ^n!.tood each member in the place he had JeSS ^ "°"*

What caused a further delay? Why did Mr DaUh

fiT^SLT '*^ ^' w^-.appedU'b^inl'^Si

CoIJb^e^ %^^S ?*"*^'*^ "'?« **'• Awhdcacon

aware of I m late. Mana, my love. I'm Ute, I'm very

atSi'f^e^d^ifa •' ^* ^^ ^^^- ^^' ««""X
" Will you ask a grace, Mr. Archdeacon," he said.The Mayor smote the uble with a sUver hanw^er as theparson slipped into his place.

««nimer as the

\^2ww ^"^ "* 8°"*« *« '«c«^«
• • . my dear MrRjP^Ie, tu no use to teS me the contrary, I know I Tm very

The PubUck Breakfast had begun.

he aS^J'/Sii*^T ^'- J**^***" ^^'^ fo'cHead whilehe ate was dabbled with penpiration and the veins^it rS

S the ISSS* ^ ~? f " ^? ^'"^ ^^« cheruS^^S
i?ftn'1i'irer^'''^'^"^«-«'^^d«^«^ -d^SSS

wiaSi^t^e'h^T'^^; ^" r"^^ ^^« -^ J»«u«u waumea tue honied meals of manv butterfliea. F«.. .11

« rricassee. Rounds, ribs, and sirloins, he deplored.

Sir
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Sir Jeremy Dummer evidently felt that his sensibility to

the honour awarded to him deserved pra^cal gratitude.
He eat voraciously. The old fighting spirit abode in him
for a space and he handled his knife like his hanger. He
slashed at every course that came along, but, accuracy being
impaired by muscular fatigue, he was content to swaUow
much of his food whole.

Sir Jeremy Dummer ate

:

Two plates of turtle soup.
The better part of a codfish.

The wing of a capon.
The wing of a duck.
The breast of a pullet.

A hot buttered apple dumpling and two or three slices of
ham which he had not noticed before.

Sir Jeremy Dummer drank

:

Two tankards of old ale.

One bottle of Madeira.
Two bottles of Port.

And on the following day, Sir Jeremy Dummer died. He
had always been famous for trencher-play until condemned
by Oboe to milky sustenance to which through twenty-one
winter seasons he never willingly yielded. This com-
memoration of his abstinence was his opportunity and his
revenge. Could he have made a worthier end ? For my
own part, I should not presume to say so.

Meanwhile, unconscious of this premature obituary. Sir

ieremy Dummer enjoyed the breakfast amazingly. At first

e was inclined to peevishness throudi not being seated
upon a sufficiently high chair. Mr. Daish, however, with
ready tad secured one of the Civick cushions and so enabled
Sir Jeremy, comfortably ensconced in crimson velvet, to eat
his last breakfast at ease.

Mr. Lovely having made the acquaintance of the
Honourable George Harthe-Brusshe, bywhom he had seated
himself at the particukr request of Mr. Ripple, discussed
with animation the food on his plate and the last foppery of
the town. Mr. Harthe-Brusshe, a lantem jawM young
54 gentleman
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C Mr^r^ • '""T* ^*^°J^°^ ^ turtIe-8oup, oUerving

ir^.^ •J'*^''*^^
'';?*''**"* *° ^«*^«^ portion, begged hiiS

to hand It over. Clurlei who inyariabV cncoirtg^ev^man • idioij^crMy tent the word down Oie table to pass uJevery negleaed plateful. This request was readily SStS
i;"^K?!ri'^^

^'- Harthe-Brusshelound himself sVrr^SSiS

Sf.i- ?^°"°x ?\"'^'"- Thereupon he declined aU otherdish« and was faithful to soup for Se rest of the meal
I suppose you find the diflFerence in temperature

«ffic«nt variety ? » asked Mr. Lovely in a tone ?f"r^t

vJl fo!*ti!.'°' f^\ "P"*? *^* f^" *• ^« «^»«d beef and
« I donK^

*^\°^ * moderatel;r warm fifth plate of soup.

Lovely ^ "^ * ****"*' °^ ** *^^»J^ ^° ^^^'" '«"*'k«d

to'hlLr"^'^
*^' ""* '°° "'"*'^'

'' '"^ ""^ *° ^**P ^^8»
Here the Honourable George Harthe-Brusshe sighed with

eihaustion and seemed to desire sUence.

bejfe^?rr; vl^Sn.
°^" ^^^^*^«' ^^^ ^"PP-^^ ^^

"Are you making a sojourn here, Sir ?
"

Vernon noticed the richness of Mr. Lovely's attire, made
a rough calculation of the value of his buckl^i, brooches and
solitaire, and answered very poUtely he hoped so indeed.

I ve not yet seen you at the Blut Boar, Sir. We makeUD a pleasant party in the old Coffee4loom every night.

Wbrflin''Vw^ Chalkley of the Foot, Tony Cufe, pffer
Wmgfield, Jack Winnington, Harry Golightlv of Campbell'sGrey Dragoons, Blewforth of the Lively%x,^ as many more
of us pass the tune very pleasantly over some tolerable Portand very excellent Burgundy."

I!Jt^°"u'
*^* company is delightful."

1 faith, that's very true for when the wine makes us
kjuacious, d—*, we sing, and when it make, us mum,
1tj>»Z~~l\ 5^* *^*:*-^°' **^ ^°' »«• You'U join us

^.1, \ *?*^'^' '"™^« '° M^- Harthe-Brusshe. '

Proud, murmured that gentleman pensively regarding
^^

the
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the rich scuin ilowly hardening over the plate of loap to be
attacked next.

** Let me see," said Charles, « to-night we must positively
keep quiet in deference to the Beau. Monday night Pve
promised to go to the Assembly.*'
« What's that ? " said Mr. Anthony Qare, a florid young

gentleman on the opposite side of the table. " Blewforth I

"

he called out tc 4 naval officer farther along. *' Charles has
forsook letters and is going to try life for a change."
**GoodG ," said the Lieutenant solemn^. "Charles

crowding all canvas after a petticoat \
"

Charles looked somewhat disconcerted by this immediate
perception of his motives.
"I 'faith, you're in the wrong, iBlewforth," he protested,
tis to please Ripple and that's the whole truth of the

matter."

A roar of laughter greeted this excuse, and every young
gentleman in hearing vowed to exchange dice for dancing on
Monday nurht.
" I saw Charles leave a note at a house in the Western

Colonnade," remarked Ensim Chalkley of the Foot.
" A Valentine for a hun<&ed guineas," said Clare.
" Name the charmer," shouted Blewforth, " name her,

and egad, she shall be the toast of the afternoon."
Mr. Vernon felt relieved. Somehow he had half suspeded

Lovely was in pursuit of Miss Courteen. If he had not
decided to wear purple sattin on the day before and buried
himself in the closet to extricate the suit, he would have
been still more suspicious of Lovely. The latter ignored the
friendly jeers.

" Shall we say Wednesday night. Sir i
"

**I shaU be honoured."
" Majr I beg the favour of your name, Sir f 'Tis custo-

mary with us to tlt€t our associates.'
" My name U Vernon. Francis Vernon of the Crescent.

Curtam Well*—and London."
It was Charles' turn to display apprehension. Here was aman weU dressed, of genteel appearance, Uving in the Crescent.

5^ "Ah!
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m^» '^ ^*^~*
'

I once lud . notion to lodge there

u Z" •
\"^i!

portion," .aid Vernon.
So mudi the better for my Miue/*
You are a poet, Sir ?

"

** I have a metrical fancy.**

« lU'^
*1^« Colonnade, Charlea," beUowed the Lieutenant

of ieCe.^~""
.peedU^ become the most famoJ. T^ut'

« fb!?j;* **^?5 • W-glass," Mid some one.

U iiiiSl »
^^^ '''"" • °^™"»" •^'^ C^'^«' " i^« wig

Pete?wLrfeld'^f'°i'T "^^ ^-^"'^ -tammered little

nS 'lif
«^«'*»» o' eJ^ lie wa. w-wounded in the wia »

W^«2.r.„7r*'° *«^.'** °**** °" ^« 'oUowingWednesday and the conversation moved on Keneral UnM

Law«i^.^?T J^*«7« of the room were on^hii
*Ty ?,"?^H^ **^^» ^« «»^ burly and maiestick

M ^KK- *^" J'*''**^" ^« prodaiied, « tSTKbi !
»

Mr. Jobbms, the youngest of the city faSers, bl<»ed his

«md •«l«n«t»^ whose echo was drowned in broken

Then the assembly tilted on its chairs after filline new

Man with indescribable su. vity beggedAeTompiSy's r^^mwMon to say a few words.
«.«iupany s per-

,«!*.^*/^*^''^ my lords, and gentlemen, may I say dti-208? (awice, «You may*) for I thkk I amli^ir

£StL^ "P?""
.?

***^°" *»* "*^ «»i9«« interest andwch immenM; ngmficance, we no longer relognize any di^
*'

tinaioo
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dn^on between visiton and residentt (loud applause).
We are anembled tliis morning in order to honour a man
for whom no honour it luffident. We are celebrating the
twenty-fint consecutive winter at Curtain WeUa of Sir
Jeremy Dummer (loud cheers). He has been faithful to us,
gentlemen. Each year towards the close of the equinoftial
gales, his coach has clattered over the cobbles of Curtain
Wells. Each year he has alighted at the door of Number
Seventeen, the Crescent. Each year he has torn himself
away from the gaiety of London in order to set us an example
of perseverance. Each year his arrival has encouraged other
gentlemen of grave address to put their faith in the cleansing
springs of Chalybeate. To be sure, his gout is as virulent
as ever, but has he despaired ? No (cheers). Has he tried
other remedies? No (cheers). He has only been the
more firmly convinced of the profound malignity of his
disorder and the more resolutely determined to annoy it by
any and every meaiu in his power (continued applause).
Twenty-one years ago Curtain Wells was a different place.
We had, it is true, this Civick HaU. We had Crescent and
Colonnade, Curtain Garden and Curtain Rotunda, Curtain
Wells and Curtain Pump Room, Curtain Hill and Curtain
Dale. But we had not your respefted Mayor. In those days
he was a younger, shall I add, a more foolish man ? I
myself was still overshadowed by the reputation of my great
predecessor Beau Melon whose alabaster bust consecrates
the Assembly Rooms.

?* In those days, gentlemen, coaches very rarely exceeded
the rate of four miles an hour, and as you have heard, the
new Machine proposes to travel at an uniform speed of six.
Twenty-one yean I This valetudinarian majority should
make the youngest of us pause and refled. Twenty-one
years of Chalybeate (a groan from the back of the room).

** Mr. Mayor, my lords and gentleman, I propose the health
of Sir Jeremy Dummer and venture to assert that the time-
honoured toast was never before fraught with such signifi-
cance. The health of Sir Jeremy Dummer! It is in order
to commemorate his health that we are assembled. Gout
58 ha.
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hai done many ill deeds, ruined many tempen, spoiled many
lej^ but for this at least we should be grateful—it h»
afforded us the spefbcle of a gallant gentleman faithful to
lus earhest prescription, hopeful of an ultimate cure and
charitable to the town of his adoption. (Loud and pro-
longed applause.) One moment, gentlemen : let me add
Uiat tbe gueit of this entertainment has expressed a desire
to present the town with a new set of mugs for the publick
fountains." (VoUejrs of applause.)
Beau Ripple after leading the toast with three very urbane

Huizas raumed his seat, and Sir Jeremy Dummer doddered
up to make his reply. As it consisted chiefly of a long and
detailed account of his symptoms and extended over half an
hour, and as jrou, with knowledge of his speedy death, wiU
not bear it wi^ the slumberous eauanimity of his contem-
poraries, I shall not recount it. It is enough to say that
when It was concluded, everybody woke with a start and
cheered vociferously. Then the Mayor proposed the health
of Mr. Ripple, and somebody eUe proposed the health of the
Mayor, and so on untU aU the dignitaries had had enoughwme drunk to their long life to ensure for every one of than
an undiseased immortality.

. ^"^ ?« toasts were finished, the quaHty adjourned to
the Cmck Chamber to meet the ladies over a dish of tea
while the quantity marched off to put the seal on a great
occasion by talking it over in the various taprooms round
the town. ^

Vernon was not inclined to brave the extension of the
affair when he perceived his new friends cautiously escaping
from the Beau. He hated to be conspicuous, and it wm a
•maU pleasure to meet his PhyUida among the dowagers.
Indeed, he was beginning to wish he had been less hasty in
taking lodgings in the Crescent, and the prospeft of theBhu Boar was already alluring enough to make him inquire
the pnce of a room in that merry hous*. So he asked if he
might take Mr. Lovelv's arm.
Tn the square, the elegant young gentlemen made a bright

59 What's
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« fY^\ '** .^ ***»"« '
" "i«<J^ Lieutenant.

TTW.*" "^^'^ "''*' to Mayentock Regit wd inee

field

""*"**"* •'"'» •««»«««<» little Peter Wing-

** Bnvo I " thouted Charlei.
Owe looked up in lurprize. Clurlei wai seldom wilUng

5^iS^?' *™* °1 ^^* ^*^* Could that chatter of Blew-
forth I have gone deeper than he thought ? There was a
•trange exatement alwut him—an excitement that wa«arowed by wmething ttronger than the civick wine. Waihem love? Mr. Anthonv Clare wa« puzzled.

You murt know, gentlemen," laid Mr. Lovely, "that
thii maiden aunt tt of a very dngukr complexion. Tis
uiual, a« we are all aware, to look to maiden aunti for leeaciesand present!, but this lady, as I know by the sute of ^y*.
purse, gets more than she gives."

^
•;Fie! Charles," protested his friend, «I vow your

5?S iSLT*^
detenorates." What could be the matter

" Well, gentlemen," he continued, « since you are so seton meeting my relatives, egad ! you shall \fe'll ride overto Baverstodc to-mght ; there are dances in Baverstock Bam.

ci^r" '"*'"^'^*"^*^*'*- You'll come

« Not anoth«r word. I'U lead the lovesduse or,shaU wesay, the legacy hunt."
*

•* Andyou,sir
? " Clare continued with a bow to Vernon.

tXuTxZ
* ™°°»'°*> l^ewtation due, no doubt, to bashfubicss.the latter aswnted, and in a trice the whole party wentwhoopii^ and hoUoaing in the diredion of the BlZBoT

t.^t ^ T^* ^^y?^ ^" ~"°^«« the kisses in herteacup while she watched Miss Sukey Morton searchenergeUcaUy for strangers.
'

60
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BAVERSTOCK BARN

treahncM were not at all fit for the t«kb 'ruZTi: j "^"i*

than, » remote from the UrKp ioci..»n* i ™j "^'R »'

toleration of good .ad bad St^^toljU^^^J^'

of hi. deco^tive7v^tiii:„tb^^rtreXr
onk a «rong sport from the convention7haWtTrA^'^^
cution wa. qmte unaware that ^ iondetceaSSTwaT^
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the tide of fouth. He wm willing to initruA them in the
wart <A the great world, but found what he had been com>
pelled to learn, they knew bj inherited initind. He wm
Ignorant of their existence : they on the other hand had
experienced man;^ Mr. Vernon*. StiU he was endowed
with too much insight not to understand almost immediately
that he must imitate their standards, and soon caught the
tone of his companions well enough to be toted an acquisi-

tion.

Howerer, as he wrestled with his riding-boots, he was
distinAhr at a loss. This ride to Baverstodc was presumably
an expedition of gallantry, and yet he had felt it unwise to
obtrude a jest appropriate to the occasion. The contersa-
tion had possessed a certain elusive ribaldry ; women were
discussed with frankness, sndyct he had not rentured to
boast of his own conquests. These young men chattered of
love, much as they would have talked of fox-hunting. Lore
was a theory, a philosophy with a cant terminology of its

own. And yet the analogy was incomplete. No man
would hesitate to chronicle his leaps, but then no man would
confess to having shot a fox. There was the rub. He wu a
fox shooter ; these were hunters. Gadslife ! How ab-
surdly young they all were. And this Lovely 7 He was
evidently more prudish than the rest of them—a man of
sentiment who objected to either mode of death. He would
like to see this paragon of virtue who had stared so coldly at

the tale of old Sir John Columbine and his frail exqtusite

consort, put to the test. From that moment he began to
hate Charles, and stamped the wrinkles out of his boots
with considerable feeling. He would devote himself to
emptying Lovely's purse before he tried the rest of than.

Vernon in a very pleasant frame of mind strolled through
the chill of approaching twilight. The humiliation of
Lovely was in a way achieved as soon as conceived. This
was how Vernon always escaped from awkward situations.

He so seldom faced fa^.
An outraged husband once threatened him with a riding

whip, ^nd yempjj promptly climbed out by the window.
6a • " In
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In the itteet he onljr remembered he hid lucceiifulU

th^Jlji, . i'*"**^?" *=""P"J' Miembled in the yard of

S^^M ^ **'**° ^'^ P*^^» the cobble, impatient 3

SS^Hi^TsTr^.'"*
"""^^ «*'^^ " ^^ trotted^uS

"sSi!S.7Y 'r •^"'*** ^'"*>» ^^ ^*» in front.

" WevTS^L -li*"^
'"".'^ *^* "«^^" •n^'red Clare.

" H^tr^^^f T'^^i?^
"**

« «ood S>ad to go on."

pJiLl n'nn^cS'
^^ **' ^* ^'^' "^^^ ** •^•^•tion

mi!*!^«^*-^"
•hopkeepwi stared to lee theae young gentle-

hck, they thought and turned half-regretfully to att«d^

rid^^buT^'t?'^'^ "i'
"^^^ "^^o" ''" *n Werior

hoiS: kJ ^b^ '^*^'?? ^' •urpa.sed himself, and sat Ws

wo^d^.nto'fK"^-
««,o?Jy wished buxom I^ssPa^

Zwl. St ? ^^ ****°' ?^ ^« cook-shop and behold W.
Er* V^"^J^ »*,^e e'7 moment when his am^bition was in process of achievement, his mount swer^and the ^ay Lieutenant found himself at hi. <SlrL?J7c^
no smaU change, was obUged to reward him with a ^^and what la more look as if he enjoyed the e^e ^opve him credit, he certainly «,cceidS: ^^
^

"Po



The Passfomau Eiepement

"Do foa thnif% fNfcm fonndf in dut j^red^tont
mannttr ) " Charkt iaquiMd tf tlunr cantered paM tke lett

koaeeuul gained tlMbedfeioin. **Y<nipa7v«f7Uttlehe«d
to her coma.'*

The LUutenant uttered an eaoimoM guffaw that made
hit mount ewenre again.

*«The RoTal Navf is ahran ao d-derihih lomantick,"
•tammered Uttk Peter linngfieU who looked like a precocious
bor betide the burly officer.

'" BrO—," puffed Blewlorth, ** that remindsme of a Mod
ttorjr I heard ol an ettti|n in Bolt's. He was a d- ^ bashful

man, and couldn't abide the women. Oat day he was
makbg his compliments to the Colonel's daughter—a gaunt
hustjr of thirty-fire tummen or winteis. He hung back out-
side the parkrar-door for some time, mustered up courage to
enter at last, daihed into the room and, trwping over his

han^, found himself kneeling at her feet. This was a bad
begmning truly, but in trying to retriere the position, he
clutched the air and cau^t hdd <rf her skinny hand, lliey
were married in the spring and the garrison said he badly
wanted her money."

In the outburst of Uughter i^hich hailed the climax of the
story, Vernon asked with mujh interest what the young
w<»nan's dowry was worth. The subject fascinated mm.

'* Don't know, sir," rep:. A Blewforth, " but I taw the
jade at Portsmouth last year, and I'm d—d if ^£50^000 would
hare made her endurable."

Th^ were riding through a pleasant country of meadows
and snuul streams ; to Charkt walked his mare to admire the
willows empurpled by the fast gathering dusk. Venum
seized the opportunity for conversatimi.

*' A fine landtkip," he remarked.

Charlet looked up hall-angry. He disliked a man who
suited his w(»ds to his own supposed tastes.

" It might be finer," he said shortly.
'* Without a doubt," repUed the other. " You'U pardon

my ignorance, Mr. Lorely, but of what does the oitertain-

ment before ut consist }
"

6« Charles
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fusti • "

'J«..C'
, .ir, V.

.us I S'-eUi

luve our
ezceNiydy

m.^SJr' 'f**
?*«» cl«w «g«in « once-Hit anr nie, theman did not claim omniacience.

*» **»

"pe entertainment, tir, it compoMd of fiddke and

farmery with a few mXkm^6»\nr^y,^^^ Sewhole wiU reaemble a painted Dutch interior."

„^ dj?"
P"***^ *® J®"* ^'^ merrymaking ?

"

J* J*
/^wuld be a diverting x,.<.,ence."

*^ .
• \^^ maaquerat n i

" Hia maiden-aunt m 3*jnt ?

'

" The aame. Like .Jl

intimate jeata which tf s »;;.-
threadbare."

"Onthecontranr/'iMal'/tr or ihc/ poa«-«anen«ig-mg apontaneitjr which flatvtr. k. ^.nh tJit cMggeatkmthatmy .own youth haa not vaniah-c^ i^im.bh . And yet."he aighed, ' I am a man whom ih . .'d 'nsuita by claimii^g
aa ita own." ' •

« You have traveUed ? " inquired Charlea.

^^
I have made the Grand Tour."

" That ia a pleaaure which I atill owe to myaelf and to my
country." ' '

" You lack energy ?
"

" Of the kind expreaaed in gold."

I*

An hour'a good luck at the tablea."

«Ai * '^m^ «ome dozena," interrupted Lovely.

periS?*"
*" '° ^*^ ^°' ^'^^^ ** ™*°^ ^*" fortunate

" Then why continue to play ?
"

"
^y.i*" »n love ? Why <«e in a conaumption ? Vhy

live this hfe of ours at aU ? Your question, air, takea ttle
account of mankind's innate perversity, and no account at aU
of his tastea and disposition of mind."

J\?^^ contrary," argued Vernon, « I eateem all theae
at their greatest effeft, but regard with equal reverence the
^ s dodrine
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dodbine of free will. I mTielf—but whf should I fatigue
jrou with penonal anecdote* \

"

" Pray continue," said Charles eagerhr. Fe was ahfeays
alert at a confidence and plumed himsdf on his ability to
read human chara^er. In this case curiosi^ outran discern-
ment, and he failed to see the imprc^abiUty of a man like
Vernon exposing his temperament without securing a com-
pensatory advantage.
" I myself, Mr. Lovely, was once addided to the equally

expensive habit of intrigue, but I found it led me into so
many cursed situations that I forced myself to enjoy less
compromising pastimes. I chose cards."
" Ah ! cards !

" commented Charles.
" But here again," Vernon continued, " I found the

introduftion of a passbnate element ruined at once my
pleasure and my skill. I was confounded. To be sure there
remained wine, but whoever heard of a man's will ezeic^<ied
by wine ? To be frank, Mr. Lovely, I was unwilling to take
the risque of defeat."

So 1 am to regard you as a disappointed voluptuary, a
hedonut philosopher whose premisses induced him to a false
conclusion. No, no, sir, keep your logick for speculations
upon the soul, not the body."
" Sir," answered Vemon» « I found, indeed, that pleasure

tormented by passion was no pleasure at all, but pleasure
divorced from any ulterior emotion I soon discovered to be
the highest good."
" So you would persuade me that you're an Epicurean

who flings withered rose leaves and drinb sour wine. Come,
come, sir, I wager your fingen would twitch and your lips
quiver if one of us held a dice-box with a deep stake on the
mam."
" I deny that."
" We shaU see."
" I hope we may."
" Ay, sir, and I wager this affedhition of indifference will

not outlast a week's ill luck, and as for woman, why the very
dairymaids to-night will kindle a spark in your eyes

"
'^

"My66
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I
My life on't, thejr will not." cried Vernon.
Foregadl you wear too itoKd a mask to convince me

It u your natural countenance."
^""vmce me

Thii duologue, which aeenu to show that Mr. Lovely wa«younger and 1«. wue thap we might have thSf w"interrupted bv the ahouti of the ridert in front who wkn^dtoknow whether Charle. imagined they wer^art5aC«1

A' vl^T~^^' •^"*"* Mr. Golightly, "we areaU nod-

S?A7r^pta!lf -^^^^^^ °'-- ^^^ -^-^^e

at w'"*^ Sf
""•

S!"'
' P^**V'^^^dral. loomed upon themat lart. As they dismounted, revelry and the^rawlini.

chatter of rustick voices, mingled withihe tunbg of fiffi

door enchanted a heap of roots to the appearance of hSge

;;
Fwmer Hogbin !

" he sang out.
" Who be caaling ?

"
" Mr. Anthony Clare !

"

wi'ui^r^^rXt"^ Maister Clare have brought

yfc'li; I PS?"« »«"^»ent from the maids.Now then Jock, Tommat, William, Targe, Joe, SamPct«r, Em, move your shanb and stable they hoJ^V'
"*

toiuk ' * *^??* ?*^**^ o' " "w q"«e in proportionto bs barn, towered in the doorway obscuSng th*, fighiwhSethe fami hand, clumped with heav^ leg. towa'rd. th7horB«

«S 5^*ypl«*°tyo' oats, my lads."

« P "«°5, mumbled the lad. in cLirus.

sDeck o?«'^
my gentlemen, come in. Never mind for aspeck of mud
; the maids '11 dust 'ee

»

andachuddedl? " "^P'" of laughter from the maids,Mu a cnuckle from the young gentlemen.

The
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The fanner lurvexed them solenmly as they stepped into

the bam.
" Why, you be all in top-boots f

'* he Aouted. « Ho

!

ho
!
my maids, ye'U get thy twinkling toes rarely trod on,

or shall I lend 'em my slippers to each in turn ?
"

This was considered spkmdid fooling, and laughter asain
resounded.

Nay, farmer, you're in the wnmg," said Charles pro-

« «§i* ^*^ °^ P"™P" ^™°^ ^^ pockets of his riding coat.
Why

!
dang me, if they han't brought a King's ward-

robe wi en. Eh ! maids, you must mind your modesties
to-mght."

The maids, huddled together like a bunch of red apples
were set shaking with laughter at this warning—as .f by a
boisterous wind.
" Who will help us with our boots ? " asked Ciare as he

subsided upon a truss of straw and flung his legs wide apart
There was considerable whispering from the heart of the

bunch tiU one of the maids was pushed by her companions
°"« j^^° ^^ oP«^ with ejaculations of " Go on, stoopid."

Thee needst not let on to be so backward." " Thee
wMt forthy enough behind the kitchen door yester'een "
' Eh

!
bustk thyself, great gowk," and othen of Hke freedom

of opinion.

The maid sekded for Mr. Clare was blooming indeed.
Cream and claret," murmured Charles.

" Gad
! a Venus by a Dutch master truly," commented

Vernon.
" She's no g-ghcst," stammered little Peter Wingfield.

" FareweU and adieu to youy gay Spanish ladies,
FareweU and adieu to you, ladies of Spain.'*

sang or rather bellowed Mr. Blewforth, slapping his thich
with a nautical zest.

'^^ o e>

" Our Blewforth, careening far nearer than Cadiz
frtll gtve to green fields what was meant for the Main:'

continued Charles to the same tunc.^ "Gi^



Bm)erstock Bam
" Give what ? " adced Tom Chalkley.
"The bree/y Cham of his manner/' repUed Charles.Now ensued jests, giggle., Uughter, prais, and struggles,

as each gentleman r>ei»uaded a fair to wrestle with his riding-
boots. Vernon who had forgotten to provide himself withpumps remamed aloof from the merriment not sorry for an
opportunity to convince Mr. Lovely of his remoteni from
anjrthmg so vulgar as excitement.

nr^lTJ'!'
^^ mirth of everybody when the Lieutenant

produc«i an enormous Valentine that dqaded a peculiarly

m Ik ^^rJi"^"^,,"'
' '^iT™"^ over a tmmning bowl of

milk. Greater stiU was the mirth when he presented the
token with inuch earnestness to the bashful law they called

nS^SPi ""Ia^ h^'T''
"Proarious indeed when he ex-

plained he had wished to oflFer it on the preceding nightbu had been deterred by Mf. Clare's reputed jealousy
^'

Whoever h«^rd teU of such a thing in the milk before ?
"

u Jl' * ^"P'**» Margery," said Mr. Clare.

baby/M'^Ur^S Mat^ry'.
''''^'^ ^ ^°^ ^° '^^^ '^^ «

Farmer Hogbin coming back from attending to the
tones m time to hear this remark called out in his great

"Don't 'ce fret thyself, my lass, what thee wanti'U comewon enough, I warrant. Now my gentlemen, take your
partners, we was just a-gomg to begin a round dance. Tuneupypur squeaking boxes, fildlers. and tip us Com, losses and

ntl^i^i^^^^u'f^'^
encouragement at the dancers as they

Cs and dl
'^^ «*5""* °^^. '"°*^- E^«^ M^- Vernon,

^I2t ' r" °'*'^' '° «^^^ ^"^ *"» t° buxom MrsCnunplehorn, the cowman's wife. The sanded floor of theb.rn re«,unded with the perpetual tripping of toes and

" Comf, lasses and lads.

Take leave of your dads.'*

r*-The waist of every fair was encircled by a neat srm that

tapered
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ttpered to a fine wmt m the dancen twung down to their
flacet. Little Peter WingMd unable to enidd the ample
0II7 was gtren her ramer at if he wen indewl the child

hit appearance and beLaYiour prochumed him.
Every one admired the fint two couplet that took the

middle. Mr. Lovelv wat to graceful and Mr. CUre was to
thorough. Reimddiey went and down they went and acroM
and through and over and under while the rett of the
dancert claimed and tapped their appreciation. Fatter
and fatter went the fiddlet, fatter and fatter went the ahoet.
Thicker and thicker rote the tand and saw-dutt from the
floor until the isam teemed to be the centre of a raging storm,
tuch a wind the petticoatt made and so dente became the
atmotphere. Thunder wat added when the gigantick
farmer and the burly Lieutenant, whom merry chance had
thrown into the arena together, charged through their
Pas Seul, bellowing the while with Gargsmtuan laughter.
At latt the fiddles stopped and, panting mutual con-

gratulationt, the exhausted couplet subsided upm the various
trustes <rf itraw laid abng the side of the bam. Even the
ivory palenett of Mr. Vernon's cheeb wore a faint tinge of
carmine, and tome curlt of his modish wig were very ilightly
ruffled.

Jock, Tommat, William, Jarge, Joe, Samuel, Peter, and
Ern, who had gathered into a critical knot, feeling themtehet
eclipsed by these adive visitors, were released from their
sheepithness by a demand for the bowls of spiced ale.

After thit, they played Kiss in the Ring ; and it was truly a
most exhilarating tight to see Mr. Anthony Clare with
flappmg coat-tails in purtuit of the blooming Margery who
wat toon caught not very unwillingly as we may suppose.
It wat ludicrout in the extreme to tee httle Peter Wingfield
dartmg hither and thither like a little brown rabbit. Hit
little white wig seemed to twinkle like a tail set too high
on his little brown body. But he let himself be caught by
Polly beneath a lingering tpray of mistletoe, and how all the
world laughed when she lifted him up ana gave him a reso-
nant kits on hu littie red lips. As for the large fanner and
7® the



Baverstock Bam
the \m\y Lieotenant thejr thundered after every mud in the
bwn fttte regudlcM of any rulet and, aa I think, kined the
moat at them rerj heartily indeed.
Bvt the chief excitement of all waa cauaed by a great white

oirl that caaM aapfing down from the raftera and put out
hilf the cmmBw with hi. great awecping wings. How all
the laaiM irreaniid and how eameatly the lada reaanired
thMi, »d thoofh the former were repeatedly told that owls
while ind^ on mice had not yet imbibed their habits,

j^ P5*5"*"y *^<* their skirts a little higher than usual
and needed very cloae and comfortable to the exquisite
ycning fsntlemen from the Blut Btar.
Then, of coune, they aU danced Sir Rogtr dt CoverUyy

and drank more spiced ale whUe they rested. Somebody
called on Charles for a song and he gave them one of hia own
which everybody agreed wm much too serious for so jolly an
occasion. Charles swore he had composed the tune himself,
but everybody else vowed they had heard it before, and as
for the words, there was not a trace of originality about
them. However, his voice was pleMant enough as he sang

:

" When in the dnos of emiy mem
My Cbloe trips for may,
Across tie fields of sprit^^ com
1 toatcb her pass,

7be fairest lass,

Tbat e'er was won with vows of love
Up9n a simmer's day.

" Ah ! shame that I should leave thee, dear.
And cross the roaring sea.

Thai I should leave thee lonely here

:

Tiimk not, sweetheart^

Because we part

And I to foreign lands do rove.

Thou art less dear to me."

Blewforth protested he had said good-bye with almost
'

identical
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The Passionate Elopement
identical rhTmei in ererjr port of the two hemiipheret, and
moreover was not ashamed to confcM aa much. All the
maids, however, grew quite tearful and rowed the evening
was spoiled ; indeed, they made such ado that Charles sang
one of Mr. d'Urfey's ballads to cheer their spirits and
succeeded in providing such a bunt of Uughter that the echo
of it never died away during the rest of the evening.
Of course, it was decided they must dance Sir Roger once

more and, that duty accomplished, it was discovered that
Anthony CUre and Margery had vanished. Of course
everybody wondered where they could have gone, and when
thejr returned in time to take a kst sip at the spiced ale, it was
noticed dut Margery hung back m the shadows with a
melancholy expression of countenance that made her com-
panions nudse each other with wise looks.
Soon word came that the horses were saddled and waiting.

Good-byes were murmured, and many a promise to come
JJgam was faithfully sworn and many a kiss given and taken.
The ousted yokels held each a soil-stained hand for their
genteel nvals to mount from. The maids stood huddled in
the eickering light of the open barn-door ; Farmer Hogbin
beUowed a last farewell which was thunderously echoed by
the Lieutenant, as with flushed faces and half-regretful
memories, the horsemen cantered towards Curtain Wells
under a sailing moon.

Clare rode by Charles to hear the judgment of Paris upon
h tatterdemalion Venus.

I'd liefer for her sake that you were overseas next barley-
harvest," said Charles shortly.
" Plague on the man, what a cold stream it is !

"

"My exceUent Tony, your Blowzabella wiU be happier
matmg on a straw paUet with Hodge than living under your
protefbon in London."
" She would see the world."
"Pshaw! her world is a garden of gillyflowen. She was

never meant to be pushed out of sight for an importunate
vmtor." '^

" ^be would return."

7^ "Like



Baverstock Bam
" Like • tpent primroM fit only for the bonfire."

1 could lecure an annuity for her."
« You'll tire of lier in London. Drain the claret from

her cheeki, nnear the downy bloom, and you'll find rank leei
and rotten core. Hodge never would. No, no, the
thought of lo much comely maidenhood languishing for
your yelret-sleeved carenes ii merely droll."

Clare loved and admired Charles too much to despise hismad« however self-consciously virtuous they might appearHe felt more than ever convinced that his friend was in love,m love too with some one the very antithesis of the
dairymaid. He would try one more test.
"But if I told I was in mind to wed my Venus ?

"
Charles jerked his reins in astonishment.
«Z--_^, Tony look round you. There are maids

more fit I say. Why wed a mountain, however rich in
pasture when you can wed a mountain-nymph ?

"
Clare decided his suspicion was confirmed. Lovely

objedled to milkmaids on the score of a taste sharpened to
an exquisite pomt of refinement by an ideal passion. He was
postuUtinff mere theories of life on account of the charms of
one dear She. Who was the witch ? She had not with-
drawn him froin their late junketing whatever her speUs.

rour morahty, Charles, did not prevent you from
entermg verjr heartily into the spirit of our pastoral piece."
They had fallen behind the others, and through the

silent mght Charles' voice caught a melody from the waken-
ing year as he rhapsodized.
"Fore Heaven! I love the country. I love these

creamy hussies. I bve their swains with the sweet earth all
about them. I was happy to-night ! I was happy with
those dear people. I could lose my tricked-out self in that
twinUmg bam. I bowed to merriment as a tree bows to the
wind. I wanted to hear the singing hopes and joys and
desires of humble people. There we were, all of us popu-
latmg a frieze for some merry artist god. We were as wax
moulded to some fantastick dancing shape. On these occa-
sions, 1 can surmize at immortality and imagine the heart of
^^

the
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the uniyene. I d<mbt yoo think Pm babbling nomenie.

m^ »2r« '? **" r? J.'^" •"^y didnt^t«din^;
menx-nuking of to-night."
Cbre itretched out to touch the poet'i am.

DeJSl *3^°^ "^^ i,?^*^«^f
«rfM.rg«7, «n not morepenontl th« yew Tm true, f piped • UeKiitty, butthough It may trouble the bush anJ Kke of a imaU wood.

It would leem thin fluting "
"To any but her," Charle. interrupted. "Thethinnetttune wiU charm one who it nearer than you to the piSS?^eanimal too eaiiy quelled by «^eet wngT Pipe to a^dTony, but mu.ick dedicated to a loHta^ Aep^erdi^Hhi

"I doubt you're right," said CUre softly. "You are
compassionate to poor nymph, to-night, dharles. Haveyou met a goddess f

» * '
'w.u.tiw. xiave

" Tony, I have."
'• May vou prosper !

"

toL^^L'tly W.'^""'^'* ^
^°"'' '^' "^°^* *«"' --•

I djsMef&" • P'™*"*"* ^'^ ^'"''^ °» »^' «?••

« Nay
1 you're too stem in your judgments. He haspromised me an evening for Hawrd."

Clare smiled. It was useless to remonstrate with a manwhom the thought of two dice transformed into a macEnewith glassy eyes and curiously sensitive fingers.
oo they rode silently.

Charle. could see Phyllida in the moon-eadunted cloads.wmetimes with the trim waist of a dice-ST^ ^^
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Chapter the Seventh

SUNDAY MORNING
SUNDAY morning at Curtain WeUs was eminently a

day of rest. A stroke of organizing genius on the

I /-f*."u
°'

®u**" ^PP^* ^^ abolished the fatigues of
early Chalybeate by transferring the corporeal obligations of
fashionable humamty to an hour which would not interfere
with the respea owed to the spirit.
« A glass of Chalybeate." he had remarked, « will promote

the proper digestion of the homily. Moreover, the vanity of
post-religious promenades wiU be considerably mitigated
by the discipline of the Pump."

*

At Curtam Wells, therefore, soon arose the pleasant custom
of invitiM one's friends and neighbours to partake of a
substMtial breakfast before setting out to St. Simon's parish
church. The neighbours, if gentlemen, were expea«i to
provide a suitable escort for their lady-hosts, and there was
not a damem the town who did not make it a point of honour
to be armed m at the great West door on fine mornings or
handed out of her chair with cautious ceremony if the
weather was unsettled.

The Widow Courteen was not the woman to negleft or
despise any prescriptive right conferred upon her sex. It
was not surprizing, therefore, to see Major Constantine Tarry
and Mr. Grw)ry Moon turning solemnly into the Crescent
on tibe first Sunday morning whose events I am privileged
to chronicle. The demeanour of neither gentleman would
have allowed us even a momentary hesitation as to the day.
Ihe babbath wrote itself in the devout wrinkles of Mr.Moon 8 domed forehead and expressed itself in the stiflf curls
of the Major's military wig. As they drew near to Mrs.
'^ Courteen's

ii^-^



The Passionate Eiopgment
Courteen'i house the Utter voiced a de«re to lee eg« and
bacon upon the breakfaat table, and the former encouraeed
hii ambition by repeating a legend of a fecundity among
heni unutual at thti leaKm of the year. The meditation
carried the two gentlemen to Mn. Courteen'i door in
silence.

" Your turn to knock. Tarry," laid Mr. Moon, in a rather
deprowd voice, ai he fumbled with the steps from which
the Major assaulted the door with miUtary abruptness.
To them after a decent interval appeared Thomas in

rwplendent waistcoat of Sunday and with nose polished to
the limit of a nose's power of brightness.

!! ^?'°Y'
mwtress within ? » inquired the Major.

«nS T
*°? "waiting you," said solemn Mr. Thomas.

Then I think, Mr. Moon," said the Major with half a
turn, we will step inside immediately."
"I think we may venture," replied the latter.
They were ushered into the passage where Thomas received

their hats and canes. Thomas had such a sober tSt€i on his
fellow men that the slightest aftion in which he took part
was condufted with a ritual at once austere and grand. One
teit that the delivery of a hat, smallsword, cane, or message
possMsed at least the dignity, the entire absence of all worldly
*^°«

«rH*^'°"'
^^* ^*^°"« *° ^^« Sunday alms.

WiU your mistress receive us in the front parlour or the
back parlour tlus morning?" inquired Tarry whose legs
were prepared for either emergency.
" ?h the front parlour," said Thomas. « Miss Thomasina

was ill this morning."

« V *^*-« '^. ?*''°"'' ^ presume ? " said Moon.

Thorn
retching and divers pains," continued

•o<^uUri*'

'^^°™*''"*»" "'^ ^« Major with an attempt at

" A feeble animal," said the footman, " and too fond of
grass; and the grass of this city is fit only for Nebuchad-

A bright fire was crackling in the grate, and on each
7°
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Sunday Morning
hob • kettle of boniiihed copper lang with considerable
•entiment.

Thomai withdrew, and the Major and Mr. Moon took up
the Engliahman'a poaition on the hearthrug with coat-taib
wide apart to allow the grateful warmth free acceaa to what-
ever chiUneaa of morning air itill ching about their bodies.
So th«r remained, silent, wrapped in the dignified contemph-
tion of an inferior painting in oils on the opposite waU. No
doubt in reality their thoughts were far away, possibly in
the chaste seclusion of the Widow's own room or possibly
in the kitchen whence from time to time ascended tne plea-
unt jingle and chink that heralds food's approach.
No doubt they would both havt stood there long enough

for us to moralize on EngUnd and the greatness ofEngUnd,
had not Mrs. Courteen come into the ro(»n just then.
Ponto, PhyUida's black spaniel, sidled in with the

breakfast and Phyllida herself followed, and the freshness of
her in the morning was strewn about the room like petals of
roses.

Conversation at breakfast suited itself to the solemnity of
the day. The widow sighed at every remark that was made,
and in the gentle pathos of her manner indicated placidly
her conviction of fleeting time and sorrow, and all those
melancholy refledions which are considered proper to the
Sabbath. However, at all times she was accustomed to
preserve a cloistral rigour of speech before her daughter.
No one loved better to gather the easier blooms on the safe
side of the nrden-god's perfumed hedge, but they could
only be pludced in numerous corners of ballrooms and dur-
ing secluded promenades. The presence of Phyllida made
her mother's blood so much rennet. Conversation became
mere verbal curds and whey.

However, the Justice talked into his cup of the swift
approach of Spring, of the benefit of sun, the intolerable
mcrease in vagrancy, the need for repressing poachers. If

K
latitudes were esteemed as high as rolling hexameters,
loon would have been among the epical poets. As for

Major Tarry, he thrashed each topick as if his tongue were
^^ a little
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The Passionate Elopement
a little rattan cane. One felt that any observation was
regarded by that gallant centleman as an awkward recruit.He had an air of dnUing the conversation. After breakfast
the various members dispersed to acquire a seemly attitude
towards matters of religion.

Since the search for attitudes occupies a vast deal of human
energy, it may not be out of place to inform my reader
where the half-dozen required for Morning Prayer at St
oimon s were found.
The Widow Courteen found hers hidden between powder

puff and patch-box. ^

Miss Courteen found hers between the lines of a three-
cornered note.

Madam Betty found hers in the coral secrets of Miss
Courteen's left ear.

BiKuTbe!""'* ^' " "" ^^^' '' ^"^^ '""^ ^"^>^ •" '

Major Tarry found his in the stem of a churchwarden
pipe.

Mr. Moon found his in the best attitude that exists.
boon Mrs. Courteen's chairmen were knocking at the

door and the whole party prepared to set out. The widow

tJ/S/t'" "^'^J
^""^'"ed a hymn Umpo di minuetto.The Major marched upon her left and the Justice upon her

right, and Thomas marched in front. PhylUda and Betty
kept to the pavement and had scarcely time to wonder if aU
the world would be at church, when they arrived at theporch and found that all the world certainly was.
As the Major had handed the widow into her chair, Mr.

^.T^ * A^
^";?'''» ^""^ '^^ P*"y °^ Mrs. Courteen pro-ceeded to Mrs Courteen's pew, while Mrs. Courteen's

ch urmen carried the chair to an alley beloved of chairmenand proceeded to doze away the Sabbath morning in itsdamask recesses and were no doubt as comfortable as their
mistress m the musty cushions of St. Simon's pews. In theWestern gallery, three fiddles, two hautboys, and a bass viol
squeaked and groaned with much fervour. In the pulpit
the parson squeaked and groaned with equal fervour and in

the



Sunday Morning
the desk below the clerk squeaked and groaned with most
fervour of aU. When the panon threatened damnation,
the ladies fanned themselves rapidly and when he spoke of
alms and oblations, they consoled themselves with carrawav
comfits. '

The ser^cc was rather worldly and seemed remote enough
from an^rthmg at aU spiritual, but nevertheless in so far as it
was mdigenous to fair King Richard's land, it should eiaft
from us as much respeft as we owe to a Chippendale chair
and that is or ought to be very great indeed. If so much
condemnatory fervour was equivalent to breaking these
butterflies of fashion upon a religious wheel, it cannot be
denied that the exquisite bloom of their ruined wings was a
great deal more pleasant to regard than the spattered blood
and bones of earher and more tangible martyrs to an extreme
mode.
The parson continued to prophesy hell-fire. But hell-

fire means so many kinds of illumination—certainly it had an
mvmable attradHon for these gay moths and butterflies.
Perhaps they thought of it merely as a huge aggregation of
wax candles by which most of them had more than once been
morally smged. If any permanency of emotion was
desirable. It would certainly be more endurable in heat and
gaiety than in chiU aerial soUtudes. And, thanb to chickens,
there would always be painted fans. This was the sum of

•I-
^"«"8"^o^> united refledHon during the sermon

;

indiyiduaUy, no doubt, each soul played with more par-
ticular premisses, but the ultimate conclusion was the same
for all.

After so much damnation, the blessing was a rhetorical
anti-climax. Clouds had gathered during the homily due, no
doubt, to the violence of the preacher and, as the worshippers
tripped out through the great West door, the clouds burst
and the streaming ram mclined them more favourably than
ever to the prospeft of eternal warmth.
The morning's fair promise had been utterly belied, and

many appealing glances were launched at Mr. Ripple as he
beckoned to his chairman. Surely he would not be so
'°

barbarous

ik

"
t

'

1 '
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The Passionate Elopement

barbarous as to force so much accumulated fine raiment
through mud and water, to drink the latter element in a less

pleasmg form. But Mr. Ripple was inexorable : he stepped
mto his gilded chair, regardless of appeal : the chairmen
tightened their muscles for the long pull uphill, and Gog
and Magog, the diminutive negroes balanced one on each

step, guarded their master from interruption. Now ensued
shouts, whistles, cockcrows and screams. Hats were waved
canes flourished, and lily white hands shaken. All this up-
roar was due to the fad that there were just half as many
coaches and chairs as ^vere required, and when these were
filled, and on their way to the Pump Room, there remained
in the church too many foolish virgins, too many improvident

dowagers, too many thoughtless beaux.

The rain fell in torrents, and the last vehicle had turned

the comer.
A desolate remnant surveyed the situation. It was wet

enough.

Now arose one of those crises which are inseparable from a

despotism. Somebody, for his presumption will always

remain anonymous, somebodv suggested that the idea of

climbing the hill of health m such a downpour was un-

imaginable.

llie stranded exquisites depended for the moment entirely

on their rouge for colour.

" Rebellion," they muttered and the ominous word flapped

over their heads and darkened the gloom more profoundly.

"The Beau will be furious."
" He will never forgive us."
" We shall be banished."
" Curtain Wells will no longer know us."

Again the daring voice was upraised :

" We are strong enough to defy Ripple. He has no right

to make us wade through mud for a whim of his own. If

we do so, we'll do so in shifts and shirts." The unknown voice

gathered force with each new pro''X}sition, and the startled

exquisites huddled closer in a very ecstasy of perturbation.
" Shall damask flowers lose their beauty, shall silver lace be

80 tarnished



Sunday Morning
tamiahed and broideries lack lustre because Ripple has
commanded the impossible ? Silk is the fashion, ay ! and
watered silk, but not sodden silk. Well was it named the
Pump Room, for such shall we become, mere pumps exuding
moisture at the propulsion of a tyrant !

"

The apparent carelessness of the unknown tyrannicide
had its effeft; a suspicion began to creep in that Mr.
Ripple's domination was based on Insecurity. The thin
end of this destructive wedge was enough to break open

fthe fortress of their duty and, the ram stopping for a moment,
the stranded exquisites hurried home to discuss the probable
result of their revolt over hot rum and lemon Up at the
Puim) Room Mr. Ripple missed many a well-known face that
Sunday, and his urbane couatenance lost some of its smooth-
ness as the minutes rolled ' / without the arrival of a sbgle
person on foot.

At the expiration of the quarter of an hour, he despatched
Gog to see what had happened and when Gog came back
with the news that the stranded exquisites had one and all
departed to their own lodgings, Mr. Ripple ascended his
marble pedestal with an air of determination.
" My lords, ladies and gentlemen," he began, and just

then Magog hurried up with the Beau's glass of chalybeate.
The latter looked at it for a moment. Pity and anger
fought visibly for the mastery. Anger won, and the remorse-
less Beau dashed the glass into a thousand sparkling frag-
ments.

"ThePump Room will be closed until—until this—," he
faltered over the description of such ingratitude, "until
the extraordinary behaviour of certain visitors has been
justified, if it can be justified. There will be no Assembly
to-morrow night."

The company shivered unanimously and the Beau, dis-
missing his chairmen, walked forth into the rain with all the
dignity in the world. It is said he rumed three suits of
unparagoned cut that fatal day by walking about the prin-
cipal thoroughfares of Curtain Wells for the remainder -of a
very wet afternoon.
8i p
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Chapter the Eighth

THE GREAT REBELLION

NOT unnaturally, the only topick of that memorable
Sunday was the rebellion. The excitement it

raised far exceeded anything of the sort not except-
ing the Jacobite rismg, and the oldest inhabitant of the
Wells positively asserted that the landing of the Duke of
Monmouth was altogether inferior in the quality of emo-
tional interest.

Sirloins of beef were allowed to freeze into glaciers of
fat, horse radish lost its sting, and the most frothy ale was
flat in the presence of such an absorbing topick of conver-
sation. When at last evenrbody, momentarily exhausted,
sought recuperation in the Sunday dinner, everybody ate so
fast to be the sooner at the coffee-house or the Town Hall
or the Assembly Rooms or some such equally renowned
haunt of gossip that everybody had a remarkably bad
attack of indigestion.

From eveiy doorway the crowds hurried forth after
dinner, scorning the sacred forty winks. But coffee-house.
Town Hall, and Assembly Rooms were closed, bolted, barred
and shuttered, and for a sign over each was a scroll of parch-
ment on which was inscribed in the finest gold leaf

:

Closed till further notice. By order. Horace Ripple.
Disconsolately the ladies trooped home again to discuss

developments over a dish of Bohea ; eagerly the gentlemen
trotted to the Blue Boar only to be told that nobody save
lodgers could be admitted.

Most of them admired the decision of the Great little

Man, but the rebels who, having once darted, felt bound to
hold out if only against the censure of the faithful, laughed
82 very



The Great ReMiion
rety kmdfy and boldly and laid it wai all very well to cloic
the places of publick entertainment on Sunday, that was only
a lost of two houn custom to the proprietors, but on the
next da^, a very different tale would be told. So they
prophesied as they tripped home to their pipes and hot rum,
with a twirl of their elegant canes, a shake of their exquisite
heads, and a fFback row-de-dwo from their irreverent lips.

The faithful who had seen the Beau in the first flood of
his wrath were not so sanguine. They knew that like the
late King of France he could say L'itaty c'est mot, and what
shopkeeper, innkeeper, or porter, would be brave enough to
defy him }

The sun set on a gloomy town and everybody went to bed
at half-past eight o'clock having nothing better to do.
Mr. Ripple had earlier in the afternoon assured himself

of Mr. Lovely's fidelity, and in the company of the young
gentlemen of the Blm Boar, passed a very pleasant evening
over some capiul Burgundy opened at his expense. He sent
down messages to my Lord Cinderton and my Lord Vanity
begging the favour of their company, and both my lori
hurried back as fast as their dignified legs would carry them.
Of course, they quite agreed with Mr. Ripple that the out-
break was scandalous and were determined to support his
decrees against the whole of society provided they were not
inchided in the excommunicadon. The news of Sir Jeremy
Dummer's sudden decease was brought in, and Mr. Ripple,
deeplymoved by the melancholy event,a8cribed it to thehorror
withwhich the old baronetwas overwhelmed at the defiance of
himself. It was soon announced in every drawing-room that
Sir Jeremy Dummer had died of an apoplexy brought on by
the sight of the rebel abstainers from morning Chalybeate.

It was arranged, ahnost in silence, that everybody faith-
ful to the great Beau, should repair to the Pump Room on
the followmg morning, dressed in funereal black, a quarter of
an hour earUer than usual. They might not be admitted,
but their devotion would carry its own reward, and wouU
certamly aflford the Beau confidence in the loyalty of the
most of his subjedb. It was farther arranged that a depu-
^ tation
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T6e Passionate Elopement
tation of the leading yuiton and reudenti thouU wait upon
him at hia lodgings with an addren black-edged, assuring
him of their sorrow and fidelity. As for the rebels, they
must make what terms they could.
At eleven o'clock of Monday forenoon the deputation

waited upon the Beau and was ushered over the Turkey
carpet into his urbane presence. Apparently he was quite
untouched by the ahnost servile assurance of loyalty con-
tamed in the Jdress. He begged leave to inform the com-
pany that, while sensible of their compL'ment, he could not
permit any publick amusement until the ringleaders of the
revolt had, hat in hand, implored his forgiveness. He added
he had relufbntly despatched mounted messengers to
Leammgton, Cheltenham, Bristol WeU, Brighthdmstone.
Harrowgate, Scarborough, Tunbridge and the Bath, beg-
ging his brethren to refuse admittance to any new arrivals
until farther warning. He was confident that his appeal
would not be disregarded. The abashed deputation with-
drew, having effe^d nothing. Monday passed gloomily
Mough. There were no chairmen, there were no chairs,
there were no coaches, there was no Assembly. The shops
were aU closed : the Pump Room was closed : coffee-housw.
chocolate-houses and taverns were all closed.
T^e rebels were now merged ahnost imperceptibly into

loyalists but a few still held out, and two of the more callous—I wiU not affront the Uving world witii their names-
went so far as to send out invitations to a party of Quadrille
Six equaUy hardened rebels arrived at die time appointed*Two tables were formed, the candles were lighted, the guineai
stood piled mghttering dozens, tiie cards were dealt, when
suddenly tiie door was flung open and Mr. Ripple in black
sattm, armed with a spade, marched into the room.
"I dunk, ladies and gentlemen, tiiat I am SpadiUe this

evenmg, he proclaimed in a voice of ice.
The eight rebels dropped their cards. It was impossible

to play with any calmness in the presence of that menacins
figure whose contempt was so sublime. The ladies fluttered
from the room in dismay,

^* "Gentiemen,"
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"Gentlemen," Mid the Beau, "you will call at my house
to-morrow with the humblest apobgiet for this evening's
outrage."

Then he vanished from the room. It only remains to add
that the gentlemen did call at the Great House on the
following morning where their humiliation was complete
if we may judge by an alabaster tablet set up in the portico
of the Assembly Rooms where it remained until the other
day, when, alas ! the famous old rooms, so long the most
frequented shrine of wit and beautv in England, were pulled
down to make way for a publick library.

The tablet which was in the likeness of the Ace of Spadtss
bore the following inscription:

Sacred to the Memory ofJustice, Decency, and Order,
This Tablet was ereaed by four Gentlemen

In Token of their sincere Penitence and resolute

Amendment.
Also in the profoundest Admiration and deepest
Respea for Beau Ripple, King of Curtain Wells,

for many years

Arbiter of Fashion

and
Oracle of Wit.

The Great and Only
Spadille. . \
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Chapter the Ninth
THE ASSEMBLY

THE lubminion of the recalcitrant* aecured once more
to Curtain Wella her publick amuaementi, and the
Monday Anembty waa announced for Wedneiday

evening. Everybody determined that it ahould make up in
brilliance what it lacked in punftuality, and all private con-
versaziones, routs, and Quadrille parties were, by general
consent, postponed.
W^ have temoorarily got out of touch with the lesser

intrigues of this history, but truly all such were eclipsed by
the great Rebellion whose echoes drowned the whispered
vows of k>vers and the murmur jt scandalous small talk.
The prospea of peace set ereiybody at amusement, with
vigour refreshed by the momentary lull in the gay tempest of
their lives.

An additional excitement surrounded this Assembly
because it was everywhere reported that the young gentlemen
of the Blue Boar would be present in force. This rumour
was, mdeed, likely to prove true, for the voung gentlemen,
already determined to discover Mr. Lovefy's charmer, were
confirmed in their resolve by a desire to reciprocate the
Beau 8 lately implied confidence m a way more likely to
gratify him than any other.
The prospeft of dancing with young Tom Chalkley of

the Foot, Tony Clare, and Peter Wingfield, or Lieutenant
Blewforth of the Lively fluttered all the young ladies' hearts
and very many of the old ones'. Moreover, there were the
Honourable Mr. Harthe-Brusshe and Mr. Golightly, and
above all, there was Mr. Charles Lovely who, if he were a
poet, was also a man of the eitremest fashion and finest
^^

taste
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tMte, and lo «t once genteel and romantick. Akogether
the pottjponed Anembly promiied to be a great lucceM.

Miss Phyllida Courteen hoped that her dear Amor would
make an exception for once, but Mr. Vernon declared he
would by no means commit himself to such publick adora-

tion of his fair ; so she was forced to content herself with
the prospeA of teasing Miu Sukey Morton about the anony-
mous Valentine. She knew that her dear Morton would
8U8pe£t Mr. Chalkier who, with the politeness for which the
British Army has always been famous, had once recovered
her dropped fan. This somewhat ordinary event had led

Miu Morton to colour the whole world to the hue of a red
coat. All the dearest confidences exchanged with her
beloved Courteen referred to young Mr. Chalkley who was
quite unconscious of the amount of room he occupied in

Miss Morton's heart, and was used to regard women as

musquets for the presenting of arms, but nothing more.
The whok of Wednesdav had been s^ent by the ladies of

the Wells in r^freshmg tner bodies with sleep and rouge
altematehr, and * He sickle moon in the frore February sky
looked pale and ghostly beside the sleek tapers that twinkled
in every window pane and the ruddy flambeaux of the lackeys
as they stamped up and down m waiting to escort their
mistresses to ther ball.

Phyllida was not kng in putting on her white muslin
nightgown with flowered sack ; and as her curls had neither
to be subdued by Powder and Famatum, nor frizzled to a
mock vivacity by restorative Te^igs, the sat in the bow-
window of her bedchamber ano itar«# tt the young moon.
The curtains were drawn back, but, ever a, she could still see
innumerable shepherds armine as many i^tepherdesses through
the pattern and, as the fire-light flidr*-^ 4 over 'hes, they
seemed, indeed, to be stepping a f(Mf •« dance.

" I shouU like to live in a curtain," t *i Phyllida, " and
be always young and always happy asu ^« hand in hand
with—but after all nothing could be lest I l« a shepherd than
Amor," and just then the little flame tha r had been urging
all the figures into motion turned to a ik puff of smoke

:
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the piaure faded from her mind and the oice of hct
mother destroyed the last gossamer fancy that floated
through her brain.

The widow's room was billowy with rejeded petticoato
on which, like sea-wrack, floated garters, stockings, and
gloves

;
while a large constellation of paste gleamed fitfully

through the mirk of a Paris net. In the midst of the
delicate havock sat the widow uncertain as ever what colour
and stuff would most become the evening.
"The Major spoils my rose lustring and my orange sack

makes the Justice look "
" Like suet," said Betty.
The widow was about to reprimand her for the simile,

but as It perfeftly expressed what the Justice would look
uke, she refrained.

" Sure, madam," said PhyUida, who was impatient to set
out, you hid best wear vour blue brocade."
"The cUild is right,'' said the widow emphaticaUy.

" Betty I my blue brocade."
'

Betty did not protest she had already tried on the blue
brocade four times because, if she had, the widow would
instantly have thought that green would be better, and the
argument would have beeun all over again.
h t last the widow was drened ; the coach was at the door :

and m a very short time made one of a long row of equally
cumbersome vehicles that extended far down the High Street.
Mrs. Courteen peering from the window announced she
had caught a glimpse of Lady Bunbutter stepping out of her
coach m blue brocade. This dreadful anticipation of her
own entrance was extremely disconcerting, and if there had
been the sh^htest prosped of turning round in the crush of
coaches, chairs, footmen, linkboys and gaping cits, she would
have instantly driven home to exchange blue for any other
colour m her trunk-mail or closet. However, as she could
not chan^htr attire, she did the next best thing possible, by
blaming Phylhda for her suggestion. As this was the pro-
logue to every assembly, the latter was not much troubled by
her mother's annoyance and soon the coach arrived at the
Bo _

very
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very itept leadinff up to the Roonn. At the moment it
drew up, Major Tarry and Mr. Moon itepped forward and
flung open the door and handed the widow out and armed
her up the stepa and gave her name to Mr. Ripple'a con-
fidential Secretary who patted it on to another equally con-
fidential footman who bawled it out at the top of hit voice
jutt at Mn. Courteen tailed into the balkoom where Mr.
Ripple, with the roty bloom of triumph on hit cheeb, ad-
vanced to offer two fingert vailed in glovet of diaphanout
chicken-tkin.

Cartteyt, bowa, and compliment! lasted until the arrival of
the next guett, when the vwdow with her faithful Ancientt
turveyed the room in a grand promenade. Phyllida made off
to greet her dear Morton with half a glance in the direftion
of the young gentlemen from the Blui Boar, who were
grouped rather ttiffly at the other end of the ballroom.
The babble of convenation and the awith of fans, the

colour aU compaa of movement, the innumerable tapers
the ghtter of many brooches, pint, and buckles, the mirrours
the preliminary notes of the musicians, the shuffling feet
and the tap of the opened snuff-boxes combined in that
^onous wholfr-a ball at the Assembly Room^ Curtaic

Soon the Minueta would begin, and after the Minuets,
the Gavottes, and so on to the Country Dances and the
last ^eat Cotillon. The passionate history of the world is
writ in crowquill letters on the programs of dances. What
Jealousies and yeUow-winged Envies hovered on the cool
air of waving fans, what vows would be made and broken in
those alcovM, now serene and empty, before the last flam-
beau expired m the gutter outside. What mean Ambitions
coiled around every genteel fine hoop !

T Y**J^': ^'PP^* ^*' '° '"*^*' Mrs. Courteen and my
Ladv Bunbutter 80 fuU of compliments. Lieutenant Blew-
forth so joUy and Mr. Lovely so witty, old Lord Vanity so
generous of snuff, my Lord Cinderton so distinguishwi—
and as for Miss Phvllida Courteen, she was enchanted to a
magical domain where only very slowly did Mi. Francis
' Vernon
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Vernon blacken a trinket sun with the menace of real
passion.

Suddenly her heart began to beat so fast that she feared
all her friends would obierve her agitation. Surely that
young gentleman in primrose sattin and flesh-coloured
brocaded waistcoat, who took the polished floor so easily,
was the poet of Valentine Day to whom she had confided her
note. Surely too, for all he stared at everybody else from
time to time, his eyes were really fiied on hers. Perhaps he
was a friend of Amor's with a message to deliver—and yet it

would be more interesting, she decided, if he were not.
Presently Mr. Lovely was bowing over her chair and asking
in the politest manner possible for the honour of the next
two dances.

She looked round at Miss Morton as if to say she could not
leave her without a partner.

"Madam," said Mr. Lovely bowing very low indeed,
** if I might be so presumptuous, does the young lady wish
for a Vis i Vis, for m that case I shall certainly present my
friend Mr. Chalkley of the Foot."

Miss Morton, amid a deal of simpering, confessed she
favoured a minuet on occasions, so Mr. Lovely hurried oflf

to fetch Mr. Chalkley before the musicians began to play the
opening bars of the dance.

Phyllida was astonished at the coincidence and not sure
whether, after all, Mr. Chalkley had not employed Mr.
Lovely's offices on his behalf. However, as she had little
enough envy in her and was romantically attached to Mr.
Amor, she could scarcely refuse to help her dear Morton
into the arms of an expeftant lover, and if Mr. Lovely had
no real inclination to dance with her, that was no great matter,
since he was a vastly agreeable young gentleman and would
pass the time very pleasantly in the absence of another.
Mr. Chalkley, when summoned by Charles, was extremely

indignant and swore he was not come to dance with any jade
in the room.
"Pshaw," replied his friend, "you can't stand there

gaping all the evening."

90 "Why
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!•
^^7 don't 70U make Blewforth dance with the huasy ?

"
" Odds my life, Tom, why won't you tread a minuet with

a handsome young woman \
"

" You're too devilish fond of arranging matters for other
people to suit your own whims. I'll be hanged if I dance a
step to-night

!
" But all the other young gentlemen vowed

so earnestly that Mr. Chalkley was a suxiy fellow, that he
gave way at last and suffered himself to be dragged to the
feet of attraftive Miss Sukey Morton, whose black eyes
flashed very brightly at the sight of Mr. Chalkley's red
coat.

Charles, having disposed her friend, offered his hand to
Phyllida and soon they were stepping the minuet with in-
nnite grace, admired by every one who saw them.
For her the room sank into unreality and she lived in a

rambow whose colours moved and changed to the slow
dignity of far-heard Pizzicato.
The melody to which these marionettes were dancing

possessed a strange quality. It was emotion in quintessence,
widiout passion, without abandon. Whatever it had of
definite charafter lay in the half bashful invitation to dance,M if some ghostly puppet master, pale and stately, were
beckonmg to his performers. As the openbg bars of the
mmuet were repeated at the close only to die away in a poijr-
nant Well, PhyUida felt for the ^ist time, in the s^o^n
of her last courtesy, that she was a doU whose gestures served
to amuse a genteel but unearthly audience of monocled
CrOdS.

Adhially it was a mere momentary dizziness, a sudden loss
of volition on which Charles hung a score of fancies.

You are feeling faint ? " he inquired.
No, no."

« The heat is overpowering. Shall we sit for a while in an
alcove, or shall we saunter in Curtain Garden ? " They
passed through the crowded room and down a cool passaee
into a Baroc cloister where stone Satvrs took the place oiAngeMnd the Cherubim were not easily to be distinguished

f t,
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mZl'lJ'^T*'
'*'•

c"""* T'^ «^»'*' ««i^t8 and held innu-merable whispers. Somewhere close at hand was a sound ofrunning water.
»"uuu w

« X?" •*", ^^^^ °^ dancing, madam ?
»

« T x'
*'^' ^" * ^^"^ delicate motion truly."

hand^or"th^mSu°«'^'
' "" presumptuous in offering my

" No indeed, sir," PhyUida answered quite naturally.

r.lZ^^r'', "?" surprized. He hadlxpefted the custo-mary play of a fan.
'^

«* Xu" "^ ?*]P°« * ^°°8 "^'J' ^«''« ? " he asked.

thinS proper » "' ^"°"' '^ ^°' "° ^°"« *» "^^ °^«»"^*

«* mHT*' ""^j ^i? *Sf ^°°°"^ o^ an introduftion."
No, said PhyUida doubtfuUy. She was not at all

^tTTf '^* '^•"^^J' ™^* ^^t the offer and accep-
tance of a dance was not necessarily a passport to intimacy onthe nezt day. She aid not wish to "be Treated like » 4ud
delerenS.'

^ ^'^ ^°^'^^ ^^° '""^^^ her^th^
PhvlSf

XO" l^ear anything more of the Valentine ? » saidPhyUida with a npple of laughter.
"Not a word."

seated?"''"''""''"'
^' ^°"°^ ''°"*° ^^ ^^°«» ^ ^««

"Perfeaiy."

;; 2onwn°J
»*''" '"** ^^^"^^* ^^^ "'^^ Whter.

.l,;l?^;i,^v'i
"'^'*''^' '^ *"**» «nd the best of it is she

'^ever ^n
°"''* '^*' '*°^ *'>' ^r. Chalkley."

I*

Oh ! yes, yes, yes."
" But he has never set eyes on her."
"No! But she thinb he ha*-often, just because hepicked up her fan once."

"wiusc ne

^*
"Truly
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«?^'^* im
^«" "vwhed, you may be sure."

Gad
! I U aend her a Valentine every day of the weekand put one in her Prayer Book on Sunlay,.''

Uh, sir
!
but sure, it might end in a wedding, and that'sa ytry senous matter as aU the world knows."

«w5i"°" ""?"' *^° ^°^«»" 8«d Charles.

«.;*», *^x
,"°' .Pf^VP" °°' "^°" t^n love

; but thenneither of 'em IS in love with t'other."
"I swear they shall be."

!! X°",*^*°'*
^°'^*

P*°£^'-*
'o ^aU in love."

th»*pf iVr^'i?"
•"<* Charles very earnestly, so earnestly

" The Maze ? " said she quickly

we'a^^*
^"^

'
'^* *'''"°" " ^"' * ^<^^ y"d» i'om where

"I had forgot," she answered, and then with a suH^.n
determination, "I think we had'better g^bact

"

""

;; X?" " °°' fnghtened of the Maze ?
"

thin?! k"°'^^™^^
^'"^ ''°^'" ^^y"i^* affirmed. "But I

staS nL r1i"^ ?*°^* • ^°^^« ^°d if •h*' «es me here I

V}Xa *"Tr '° "^"^^^ '° ^« ""^^ Assembly."
'

PhyUida was feehng a vague emotion of infidelity to her

ambefh^ht'^'
*^°"' ''"'^^ ^°^ ^ ^^" '^^^Z S 'h"

°^M drm^'^tWr ^f~ ^' ^ th'ttay^'maaam, said Charles with a bow " T shmiU «/
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" It would be indMcreet."
"Nay, I do not think w."
" Your friend* would laugh."
" I do not tHnk so."

Mr. Lovely looked to fierce that Phyllida hurriedly
promised two gavottes, and Charles who was something of a
Gascon could not help congratulating himself on his speedy
success.

They walked back to the ballroom ahnost in silence, and
above the chatter of folk in the lobby, heard the openini? of a
plamtive mmuet.

Lovely, when he had left his partner, walked over to his
fnends of the Blue Boar and was greeted with a shower of
sallies.

"How now, Charles, have you been smuggling rare spirits
in the cloister \ " cried Blewforth.
" SnuggUng would be b-b-better !

" stammered little
Peter Wingfield.

Charles glared at both the young gentlemen, who laughed
very heartily indeed, and were not at all put about by his
frowns.

'

" OddsUfe, Charles," said Mr. Chalkley, " where have
been your eyes these past six weeb to have so lately dis-
covered the fair Courteen f

"

" Charles looks at women through dice-boxes," said Blew-
forth.

"And what's worse, sees double wherever he looks."
added Mr. Chalkley.
" Charles," added Mr. Antony Clare, « be wise. Some

knave of Clubs will trunip your Queen."
"Mr. Clare," said Charles drawing himself up very

straight and looking as grand as possible, " PU trouble you
to croak when I ask for your noise; as for you, gentle-
men, you're too free with your words, be d—d to the lot of
you."

Thereupon Mr. Charles lovely swung himself out of the
room with such an air that the young gentlemen looked after
him m some apprehension.

94 "Egad!"



The Assembly
** Egad !

" commented Chalkley, ** the man must be madly
in love for he*« loit his wit."

" And his humour too," said filcwforth.
" Don't rally him too hard, boys," said Tony.
" We can't all turn parsons because Charles is bewitched

by two blue eyes," grumbled Chalkley.
This was the opinion of the company, and though in their

hearts they excused Mr. Lovely, they were loud in their
condemnation of his churlish behaviour.

Clare, afraid he was gone to work off his injured feelings
by reckless play, soon followed him out of the ballroom,
but could not find him at the tablis.

Charles had, in fadk, turned into the garden. Cupid
had pierced him with a long sharp arrow, and he was not
yet able to bear a rough hand on the wound. The night
air came over him fresh and cool. In the darkness he was
more than ever enthralled bv the image and pale fancies of
an ideal passion. Yet for all he was a poet, or perhaps just
because he was a poet, his love was tinted with the hues of
convention. She was like those Madonnas who appear to
peasant children. Madonnas in crude coerulean robes sown
with tinsel stars. One feels that much of the apparition is

due to preconceived opinion. So with Charlep his love
made one of a list of women dating to the Queens of Babylon.
There was too much bob-a-cherry about her and too much
cream. She stood, too, on such a high pedestal that if she
owned feet of cracked clay not a soul could have seen them.

Charles felt very angry with his bachelor friends, and
when Clare joined him at the end of an alley was in no mood
to be pleasant company.
"Sure, Charles," the latter remonstrated, "you're the

last man to tie yourself to the skirts of a goddess."
" There's a medium between an angel and a woman of the

town," said Charles sententiously.

^
"But the woman was once an angel to somebody, and

forcgad I I believe you do your charmer an injury to
make her such a paragon of air. I swear those eyes can flash
with more than saintly ecstasy."
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** Z da ! Tony, you are bent on a quarrel. I tell

you the child's name slull not be a toast for my profligate

friends."

" You are not better than any of them."
" But at least I can reverence purity."

"Aye, and so can BlewfortL"
" D e !

" swore Charles, " 'tis a pity he don't exercise

his talent more openly."

The argument would doubtless have continued, if the
sound of voices approaching had not made the two young
men patue involuntarily. Two people were passing down
the adjoining alley, and it was impossible not to overhear
some of the conversation, which was sufficiently ridiculous.

A feminine voice declared that soldiers were romantick,
and a voice of opposite sex replied that as an attribute of

class, it was an undeniable quality, but not for; that reason
universally applicable to individual members ef that class.

" But a scarlet coat is so dazzling," argued Treble.
"Madam," said Bass, "I cannot claim that my pro-

fession is romantick. The Law, Madam, has no time for
romance except perhaps in the examination of an unwilling
witness, but what my profession lacb, my name possesses.

Moon, madam, I venture to affirm, is a singularly romantick
name >»

" It is," murmured the widow, for, of course, it was she.

"The moon is the method of illumination adopted by
every poet of distinftion."
" How true that is," she sighed.
" I might add that so far as dazzling goes my name is as

capable of extreme refraftion as the red coat of a soldier.

Moreover, madam, the latter is very antipathetick to the
complexion of a woman of quality."
" But the coat need not be worn, Mr. Moon. It could

exist in a bottom drawer, I should feel it was there, and I

could sometimes brush it even."
" Good heavens ! ma'am, has not the Law an equal

fascination ? '^
' ' "

cases i
"
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" How untidy !
" uud the widow reprovingly.

•• Arguments Pro «nd Contra, triala !
"

" But I didike argumenti, they put my hair out of curl
«nd we have lo many triala to bear already."
"They need never be used, but they can exiat, madam,

they can exut in calf on a bottom ahelf, and they could b^
dusted sometimes," declared the Justice. Then in softer
accents he began to plead :

" Thinly my dear Mrs. Courteen, of Mrs. Moon. Mrs.Moon
!

I often murmur that short sentence over to my-

" Do you, Mr. Moon ? When ? " said the widow, whoseemed touched by his devotion.
"Oh

!
after dinner—or getting ' ito bed, or—" but the

tlurd occasion was never revealed, for Major Tarry charged
round the comer and carried off the dear questioner to adorn
a gavotte.

t^^^ ?' ''''***, "*' ^°°«*' •**"^** •*> mysterious andthe mght not quite so large.

!! Sf** L"^*"'
^°"**»

'
" livi%\it6. Charles.

D ye know who the lady was ? " inquired the other.
Venus grown fat by the sound of her voice."
That was Mrs. Courteen."

"Eh?"
" Your charmer's mother."
"
S*?.

"^*
"V"**

^""^ ^^^ » ^^'y delightful father."
Ihats neither here nor there," said Clare. "Yourangel 8 wmgs may moult, and she who now goes tiptoe forvery hghtne«, will one day-but, pshaw ! if you iJvrhershe will always skim the ground."

'

In the best way of folly."

^.^''a?^"^^
*"*«*" *° »°'*" romance, of which he pre-tended to an exaggerated horror. Like mother, like daug£er

^' ° He
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He made up hii mind to negled Min Phyllid* Courteen,
and having done w, went back to the ballroom with the
temerity of a succeaiful anchorite. Yet when he taw her
again she was young and adorable, and he was m madly in
love with her as ever; aU the more perhaps because he
realized that one day she would fade. However, he was no
longer so full of heroick rebukes for his friends. Perhaps,
like the Greeb, he was beginning to understand that
romantick Troy was a menace to the common sense of the
world.

Charles found the youne men in precisely the same position
as that in which he left them.
« OddsUfe," cried Blewforth, " there's Charles come back.

What, man
!

have you been languishing under the sky f
Your mistress has been dancing merrily with Ripple himself
while you were star-gazing."

X n '^l'.* P^^^ *^* "°°* °' 7^^ ^*^« enough impudence to
follow his example," retorted Charies, " for on my soul you
all stand stiflF and awkward as the figures on a Gothick tomb-
stone. Gad 1 I've a mind to tell the ladies how nimblv you

Captain Mann who was handing Miss Morton iroueh
the gavotte. ^

"Well said!" Clare joined in, «we shaU find it more
difficult than ever to beKeve Blewforth's tales of conquest
in the ports of avilization."
" Unless," added Charies, « like a pidhire by a great master

he possesses an immovable reputation and attrafts bv
beauty in repose." '

"Ha—ha—ha," bellowed the Lieutenant, "you should
have seen me at Minorca. These finicking hussies aren't
worth the shoe leather one uses in dragging them round the
room. But just as Mr. Blewforth was about to eive a
discourse on the beauty, grace, and agihty of feminine Spain.
Mr. Ripple scaled the rigid group :

" Now, gentlemen, you are not dancing. Come, come
^^

this
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thU won't do. I've let you off the Minueti and Gavottet.
but I iMttt on the Country Dancei. Let me lee, Lieutenant
Blewforth, I have the very Via 4 Via von are looking for—
Mr». Geoi|ina Bean, widow ol the hte Captain Bean, of
your own Service. She wiU like to hear the btest Marine
Information."

Blewforth itruck hit coloun with an almoit humble
•alute.

"Mr. Chalkley," the Beau continued. "Miia Mareery
Mansel a young lady fresh from boarding-ichool. wiU cer-
tainly tuit vour accomplithmenti. Treat her kmdly, air.
Mr. Gohghtly, I maut on your dancing with Lady Jane Vane
-your father and hers were intimate frienda. Mr. Harthe-
Brusshe, your respeded father tells me that he has a par-
ticular desire you should dance with Miss Mimsy ; she's
an heiress, sir, and as good aa she is wealthy. Come, come
gentlemen, make no doubt that I shaU find a partner for
evenr one of you."

^

Tlie young gentlemen, a little stiffer, a little more awk-
ward, foUowed^ Mr. Ripple very mildly across the room.

SL «prlh ""^ ^""'"^ ^"^'* P^'^P""^ «
Lovely had no op^rtunitv of asking PhylJida to dance

with hmi as by the time he had crossed the room, she was
standing opposite Mr. Moon. So he hurried up to Miss
Sukey Morton who flashed her black eyes and toik his am
of^. i ^*i??" '° ^! ^°'¥ "^ ^^«=»"««* ^« attraaion

riiT n^j
•'^'?^ "^^^^ °^''*=^ fan-play and volubility. Hemet PhyUida m the coune of the dance and begged her hand

for the CotOkjn, but she shook her head gravely with a glancem the direaion of old General Mortonf and Charles pa«edon to ess interesting encounten much exasperated by the
impertinence of old age.

^ ^
"Why aren't you a soldier, Mr. Lovely ? " asked MissMorton m a wondering voice.

Ji^(^\ ^° P"" '^*' "^'^" °^" "y ^«*d when I sleep,"
said Charles very solemnly, <' but soldiers always have to pitthem on top of a pole." ^

^
"Oh!
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" Oh ! but think of war «oa fortrcNei and liegea and

bivouacka."

" I dulike war, I objea to fortroMt. For lieget I lack
the patience and I abcmiinate biTonacb."
" But the uniform i« »o gay," peniited Min Morton, " and

•o martial."

" A footman's, ma'am, ia twice at gay and three timet as
martial."

" Nay, I TOW you're jealoua of the Army."
" Madam, ia that aurpriiing, when Miaa Morton inclines

so much to scarlet ?
"

"Nay, now you are laughing at me," she pouted,
and I hate to be laughed at. Are you a friend of Mr.

Chalklev f
"

" Indeed, I hope I may describe myself as such," aaid
Charlea.

" Doea he paint landakips as an Amateur ? " inquired
cunning Miss Sukey Morton.
"Not that I am aware of."
TTie disappointment visible on her countenance recalled

the incident of the Valentine, and he made haste to add

:

" Though now I come to think of it, I found him cutting
out an ace of hearts one day last week."
" An ace of hearts \ " said Miss Morton very innocently

" why what would he do that for f
"

" I asked him as much, and he muttered something about a
torn velvet patch. But his behaviour that dav was monstrous
odd altogether, for I remember I found him later on the
bowline green of the Blue i^Mr picking snowdrops, and when
I rallied him, he asked me for a rhyme to * white.'

"

Miss Morton danced for the rest of the evening as thoueh
her scarlet heels were little flames.
The hands of the clock were nearing the magick hour of

the last Cotillon, and everybody was hurrying in search of
partners and places; when the appearance of Gog and
Magog, with Mr. Ripple's marble pedestal, warned everybody
that the Great little Man was about to make an announce-
ment. Everybody waited with extreme deference and not
°°

a whisper
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a wlu«I>« diiturbed tke religioui jpe.ce. The room wai
quite itiU MTe for the tinUe of jewellery and the ilow udunt
of the lana.

"^^

J?",^» ««:«nd«d hi* pedestal, cahn and majeitick
while the hitenen craned their necb to attention.

My Lordi, Ladies and Gentlemen. You are doubtleM
all awwe that we have to lament the ludden death of that
reacted model of fortitude and peneverance, Sir Jeremy

A lympathetick murmur floated along the wind of the fan*.
I am haopy to teU you that he died at he Uved, fight

He died, if I mar UM so rulgar a metaphor, in harness-
hameii of an old war-horse who, having fought the fo
EnglM:u dunng his prime, continued to fight the gm
iwu I^^S^'if.

^}^t}^^^J' Th«t energy whidi «.
while displayed itself m the trenches of War enabled hk
tor twenty-ons year* to persecute by every means ia %
power that ensmy of aU of us—the Gout.
"He sought to starve it into capitulation by restri, t^

let, he tried to storm it by sudden charges of chalyb««te.
^4y lords, bdies and gentlemen, it was in £e middle of one
oftheiegaUanttalhesthat' ''^d. In a word, he wa. half'

tZ^"*U*^ "^"^
^^t-* ''T^ ^^^ ^^^

^*-
took him. There it stood, that p«. cuOly empty elass b«ide
the dead form of die veteran. May we noTf^.TdS
rehck as the tears of iEsculapius ? Shall we not Aria

SrLSS fl"^^ -5! 'u
* "^^^"P'y «d, having .ealedthe sacred flmd with the aty seal, shall we not sef it in a

prominent part of our civick museum ? My lords ladiesand gentlemen, we shall. I have con«ilted wJh m7broth"the Mayor of this town, and he b .i agreed.

.n.H?l°^"T'' t- T ^^^^^y- of the last words of thegreat Socrat«, his last in unftiou to hU friend to sacrifice acock to .Esculapius. Let us also, in memory of ourd^e^d
sacnhc^ my lords, ladies and gentlemen, not a cock, but a
turncock to iEscukpius."

^^
The Great little Man here paused to wipe away the tears

A
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of lorrow and the hett of Um atmoiphere. *' It •eer>j,'*

he continued, " out of pltce to make any announcenaent of a
new diranion, but pleasure ii ai tnezorable ai death."
Here the audience teemed to mtirmur a mournful ataent.

*' Next Tueidarat 7 o'clock preoMly will be held the ChincM
Masquerade. Tbia, u 700 are aware, limits our costumes to
those authorized hj Bold-bckered cabinets and teacups of
blue china. I myself shall %€t as Gold Mandarin and my
roung friend Mr. Charles Lorely will be the Blue Mandarin.
There will be a nand minuet of Cathar, but I will not de-
tain you now with farther particulan of this entertainment.
I hope that we shall hold masquerades of assorted charaders
until May, when we shall make an attempt to start the
F£tes Champ^tres which were so successful last year.
" Finally, my lords, ladies and gentlemen, vou are aware

that an incident of an unpleasantly obtrusive habit deterred
us from Terosichore on Monday night. I am, indeed, happy
to say that the curtain has fallen u^ ^he whole affair with-
out a dissentient voice I should } .ve been inexpressibly
grieved if the gloom consequent upon the defiance of my
authority, had been at all lasting. May I add that the
rebels—if I may call them so without offence—have a^ed
in the handsomest manner and have offered to set up in the
portico of \hese rooms a tablet commemorating the tem-
porary cloud upon your delight. I should be more than
mortal if I were not proud of such a token of confidence in
my d«ipotism.

"My Lords, Ladies and Gentlemen, I am your very
grateful, humble, and obliged servant to command."
The Beau's descent from his pedestal was the signal for

much waving of lace handkerchiefs and fans. There were
cries of • Bravo, Beau,' * Viva, Ripple !

'

Finally when old Lord Vanity stepped up to the dignified
lord of ceremonies and solemnly offered him his noted jade
snuffbox full to overflowing of the richest brown Rappee,
and when the Beau, having dropped his jewdled fingers mto
the modish soil, drew them forth and raised them to his
aquiline nose, a stilbess fell upon the room, and above the
*02 silence
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nlence the uuffi of the great Beiu, three in number, were
d»»n^y^e«rd by all. It wm m if he withed them Good
Health. But this was not enough for the Exquisite Mob.
Somebody-^t may have been our hero—ran pott haite for a
bottle of champi«ne, and aomebody ebe ruahed off for gob-

A ?'***"^*7» *^* pwttieat Impromptu in the world waa
enacted, and very proul indeed were the ipedaton of a
scene memorable for many years ir- the chronicles of fashion.

Delicately veined hands untwisted the silver wire and
tore off the gold cap. Somebody fetched a corbcrew,
somebodv clenched the sombre green bottle between his
brocaded knees. M arm taperin* to snowy peab pulled
at the unwilling cc.t. A fairy ezploaion was followed by the
dewy vapours of long imprisoned sunshine. The amber
Uquid sparkled and bubbled and flowed over the many
faceted goblet in cream and foam.
The Beau mounted once more upon his pedestal and drank

to the pleasure, health, and beauty of the company, while
Lord Vanity and my Lady Bunbutter quaffed an answerine
toast m deputy for the lords, ladies and gentlemen present.
Salvoes of weU-bred appUuse pattered round the room, and
the Beau s triumph was hailed with acclamations.
And you, beautiful women and fine gentlemen, roses and

carnations of an older centuty, nothing remains of you for
us. Your vety perfume is but a name. You are no more to
the world of to-dav than those glossy candles that spluttered
to dea^ m gilt sockets. And yet, from the ruin of elegance,
one rehck of that famous evening remains ; for the silver
wire of the bottle of champagne, flung heedless to the ground,
caught m a flounce of some Beauty's petticoat. Long ago
the gossamer stuff mouldered, long ago was Beauty hewelf a
ske eton, but the wire cherished by Beauty's family may
still be seen in a glass-topped table in the corner of a quiet
hbrary somewhere in the broad Midlands. O insignificant
wire, you are more durable than the flowers who despised

And now ai >ther famous ball waned to a close, and all
the world of taste and fasWon went home to bed.
103



Chapter the Tenth

AFTER THE ASSEMBLY

MR. CHARLES LOVELY walked back with Mr.
Antony Clare to the Blue Boar, and joined Mr.
Francu Vernon in the Coffee Room.

The latter noticed that Clare frowned sUghtly when he
saw him, and explained, ahnost apologetically, that he had
moved thither from his lodgings m the Crescent. Charles
"^
« V fn ^'^

^""t
immediately proposed a game of hazard.

« You'U play, Tony ? » he said eagerly.
"Not I," his friend answered. « I'm too sleepy, for 'tis

confoundedly fatiguing to be on such poUte behaviour for so
long."

"That's true indeed," cried Charles, " and therefore we
need recreation the more." With this he gave a tug at the
beU-puU of flowery chintz, and presently Mr. Daish who
had sent the waiters to bed, came yawning to answer the
summons.
" Daish, bring two bottles of Burgundy Hke the fine fellow

and good landlord that you are."
" Yes, Mr. Lovely, certainly, your honour, but I hope your

honour wiU be careful with the bottles; it would be a
terrible thing for the house if the watch was murdered as they
nearly was twice over last week," said Mr. Daish, crumplini
into obsequiousness at the impudence of his request, and re-
treating sidelong from the room.
Mr. Clare, seeing that it was useless to argue Charles out

of his determination, took a seat by the fire.
" Egad," said Lovely, " what a jealous dog it is, he won't

play, but can't bear to go to bed." Clare gave the fire a
meditative poke.

104
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AJier the Assembly
>i" What ihall it be, Mr. Vernon ? Ecart6 ?

"With pleasure."
" Or picket ?

"

"AsyouwiU."
" Why, then, picket, and if we find we grow too sleepy to

count our sequences, we shall, at any rate, not be too sleepy
to trickle dice out of a box, eh ?

"

Charles turned with these words to take some unbroken
Eaquets of playing carda from a small mahogany cabinet
anging against the wall. The pifture presented was a

friendly one as the two men seated themselves at the card
table. The fire was burning brightly and rosy shadows
flickered over the ceiling. The curtains were close drawn
and the ampl- flowers of their pattern seemed to retain some-
how the warmth and the light. By the side of the grate
sat Tony in a high grandfather's chair. He had taken off
his wig and was staring meditatively at the crisp curls, as it
reposed on his knee. The buckles of his shoes spat tiny
glints of flame—red, blue and green. Presently he leaned
across to a small bookshelf and took down some dry inn
volume, but the print danced in the fire-light and very soon
he was dozing peacefully, while his wig slipped to the ground
and became a pleasant couch for a large ubby cat to purr
away comfortable hours.
At the table sat Vernon and Lovely face to face, and

the green baize made a prim battlefield for the debonair
antagonists. It was a meadow-fight viewed from towering
Olynapus. Here was pasture profitable enough to some

:

to others barren as the unharvested sea. No crescent moon
lighted It, no sun parched the fresh greenery whose four taU
candles flickered only to chamber tempests, storms of tapestry,
keyhole zephyrs. At either end were ranged round guineas
in wicked Uttle heaps, and along the borders stood serried
packs of cards, shorn of their meaner numbers as becomes
the appareUed duel of picket. These had been flung con-
temptuously on to the floor and the survivors lay face down-
wards on the table with a new and alluring slimness. Their
backs were so innocent—mere festoons of flowers and
°^ bouquets

I- !

I
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bouquetj of rosebuda ; vet their very innocence only served
to enhance the red and black determination of their faces.
How the royal cards refleded in their appearance the temper
of their courts. How sombre-suited went the Queen of
Spades, how pensive seemed her consort, while the savage
Ace was hung with garlands of mourning and sable flowers
of Proserpine. The Queen of Diamond looked harassed

;

the Knave had a lean eye and the King himself seemed peaked
and careworn. The Club Court was a swarthy and more
brutal counterpart of the gay Hearts, and the gay Hearts,
with ripe dewy mouths, had yet a certain sly sensuality that
bred distrust.

Then the tournament began. The stacked guineas
sprawled in goHen disarray and dwindled and swelled and
tinkled to the une of the game.

Charles was winning. Five times he had made the grand
Repique, five times the gallant Pique, thrice Capote ha'^
taken captive twelve hostile cards to be redeemed witi
rippling guineas. Ace, King, Queen, Knave, Ten came in
sequences as month succeeds to month. His hands were
palaces for the abode of many courtiers. They were pi6hire
g-illeries of the oldest kings and queens in Europe. If he
threw away Spades, he took up the red Hearts for which he
longed. If he discarded Diamonds, he gained a lusty host of
Clubs to serve his purpose.
At last Vernon, who had lost steadily for a pair of hours-

six games at an average price of thirty guineas a game-
declared he would fight no longer against his adversary's
good fortune. " Moreover," he added, " so much counting
has set my brain in a whirl."
"As you vwll," said Charles, who would have liked to

continue with picket, but could not refuse to give his oppo-
nent an opportunity to avenge himself at another game.

So they turned to Ecart6.
And now his fortune deserted him. Each time Vernon

dealt he turned up a King, and Charles began to dread their
florid appearance, as some ambitious minister dreads the
veering of his master's favour. Those kings who had hitherto
»°^ been
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been numbered in his hands in fours and threes, those
puppet kings, had won a new dienity from the only game
which accords them their rightful place at the head of the
pack ; each one had acquired, it seemed, a personality that
threatened him. Time after time were his Jeux de Rdgle
defeated by the most astonishing combinations of ill luck.

So many times did those confounded monarchs affront

him face upwards on the serene baize that he began to sus*
peft Vernon of being a sort of gamester Warwick, a maker
and unmaker of kings. Indeed, he went so far as to watch
his deals rather narrowly and, being unable to dete£l any-
thing amiss, became heartily ashamed of his suspicions.

It was now five o'clock of a chiU morning ; the fire had
sunk into ashes, and dawn would soon shoot her icy arrows
into the slow-flying bulk of night.

Clare was still asleep in the armchair, but presently the
stealthy cold waked him and he jumped up ; the candles
were guttering away ; the burgundy was drunk ; the room
smelt stale.

" Come to bed, Charles," he cried out.

Lovely, who had lost at Ecart6 considerably more than
he had won at Picket, drew back the curtains for answer.
The dawn was in the East.

He blew out the candles one after another, and in the un-
real monung twilight, the aftermath of smoke curled like
an outworn pleasure into extinftion save of a foul odour.
"We have still a grey hour for the dice," said Charles.
" As you will," replied Vernon.
The dice boxes were brought out, and the ivory cubes

began to dance ; strange fancies assailed Clare as he watched
the gamesters; morbid imaginations, caught from the
chill;^ atmosphere, froze his reason, and the rattle of the dice
acquired a macabre significance. They clicked like the
hoofs of horses on an iron-bound road. Then they were
the castanets of a sinister dance. Soon they were the shaken
ribs of Death, the king of dancers, and at the end no more
than a baby's rattle, insistent, importunate, maddening.

Charles was winning again.
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The Tarioiu Uet» of the cubei took fantaitidc likenesses.

J
wtt a patched beauty, leaden-eyed, paUid, pleasure-

doomed. Fwe was a skewbald cat and /««- a plum cake.
Stx was a ladder to some evil house. Tbret was a necklace
of jet, one a Pierrot's velvet eye.

Charles was still winning.

1^ irrenonsibleness of the dice annoyed Clare. They
tumbled and rolled so gaily and it was mortifying to see a
man eiulaved by acrobats of ivory. The bodies, too, with
their absurd waists were like women whom extravagant
stays had dnven to vomit sweetmeats.

Charles had won. The casement swung open in the
sudden winds of dawn ; the room was tinted with the cold
colours of sunrise. The three men stumbled upstairs dis-
dainful of the morning's gold. A guinea slipped from
Lovely's pocket and tinkled down to the foot of the stairs
o reward the httle scullery-maid who was even now yawninc
on her pallet upstairs.

A thrush tuned his melodies against the swift coming of
spnng, and the purple leaf-buds welcomed the sun.

ii
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Chapter the Eleventh

NOX ALBA

CHARLES was tempted to deprive himaelf of sleep for
the pleasure of bedabbling his pale silk stocfangs
with dew, but vanity killed romance and the fresh

light enchanted a still unruffled couch. So he flung his
coat over a chair, and the heavy pockets chinked as they fell
back against the taper legs. His prayers v»ere all to rosy
Aurora when the fragrant Unen sheets flowed like water over
his parched brows.

Sfe^ could not pass the melodious batteries of many
birds, and Lovely's brain had captured something of the
time's clarity. TTie clock has many secret houn, but those
who would know them must follow their slow pilgrimage wide
awake. What castles men build to the piper of the morning !

The world was waking up. Outsicfe the talk of hostlers
grejv so loud that the birds fled from the inn yard to the
still deserted bowling green.
Soon he heard the jangle of pails, the swish of mops and

from time to tinae the sound of a horse's hoof strikine the
cobbles with a clap In the distance a post-horn endowed
the air with silver tongues. Charles foUowed its course
along the London road. He pi6hired the cumbrous vehicleswmgmg m its straps between the black February hedge-
rows. He saw the postUlions blinking slecpv eyi to the
Eastern sun. He saw the great London roadl like a tape-
measure unfolded from the gilded case that was London.
Already he was at Kmghtsbridge watching some townbred
maid gathering cresses in the little stream. Now he was
spurring the horses to a fine lather, for he could see the
grooms m a black knot by the White Horse ceUars. In amy

tnce

ft",
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trice he was taking the air in St. James' Street, and then
suddenly he was a little boy picking his way through West-
minster mud beside his motherwho was carrying a bouquet
of violets to their narrow house near St. John's Church.
And now it was winter, and the sea-coal was burning sullenly

:

there were no violets, and heavy on the leaden afternoon he
heard the bell tolling in Millbank Gaol. " God save the
poor soul, the marshes will be icy cold to-night," said his
mother, and he knew that some prisoner had escaped.
" How late ;jrour father is," she went on as she opened a

cupboard, set in the panelled wall, to reach for plates and
dishes. Then she told him to get out the candlesticks

—

beautiful silver candlesticks with swan-like necb and curious
mazy lines around their bases. The candlesticb were no-
where to be found.
" \yhere can they be \ " exclaimed his mother, pausing to

help in the search. Then he heard a sigh and was told to
ask Mrs. Gruffle, the landlady, for the brass bed-chamber
candlesticks. He rather liked these: there was always a
delightful quagmire of grease in the little plate where the
socket rested—grease that could be moulded into queer
little pliable shapes, with shreds of tobacco stuck around for
fur. When he came back to the parlour, he saw his father
with his legs on the bars of the grate.

*| They had to go, my dear, they had to go," the latter was
saying.

" They were my mother's."
" I know, I know, but z ds ! You wouldn't have me

fail Dicky Claribut ?
"

" But sure they were not worth "

"Oons! I pledged my best buckles to him ; the candle-
sticb were for his gentleman. I'm devilish sorry, my dear,
but, 'faith, 'twas not to be avoided, and here's young
Charles

! Charies, my boy, never play, or, if you do, play
deep and win."
"Don't put such ideas into the boy's mind," said his

mother anxiously.

"Oddslife, my dear, be very sure the ideas are there
already."

"o "How
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i;

How canyou have the heart to pewiitwhen youknow. . .

.

The heart, madam?" mterrupted his father. "Let

TdtTrdtird!"
''*"• °' ^'* ^'^'^ -" -" °^ *P--

Our hero came to hi. elegant self with a start and was backm CurtamWeUs with hot evehds, and thoughts continually
racmg over the flowery wall-paper.

^
It was not long, however, before he was once more in

pursuit of the past.

And now he was seated beside his handsome father in a

iwJ* iT f7"* H°^^'° mourning and he thought how

f^fhims^lf hUK^^^^^ ^^^^'^^^ became his parent. L
for himself, his black sattm breeches set his teeth on edge as he
tried to scratch his knee. 6 «•"'=

"Where are we going ? '» he was asking.

«J?**^' ^* "•" ^^°"* \txxtn made her cry f
"

TTie same,young Charles," said Mr. Lovely, ogling a dairy-maid through his bfack-rimmed perspeaive, as tie fweS^f
his glance, shrank into a hedge, powdered with cow-panleyand closed her eyes against the dult of their chariot. ^ ^'

^tatPlf;"?!!V"^ '^J™^^' ^^«7 ^"'^ driving through a

S!re&d'"1.o?dV'"1 1 ^cJSSirv^d^^^Ch^l. looked.upand sawa fiWd'fiu l^lf^^^^^
rank gra» growing between them.

^^

His father, who was lookini? rather nal*. ai'cm.^ « *i.

fo'JhVnT' ?' "?^'^-^' •aSl,P^5oT« go ontto the ftiU knock at the door and ask for your ufclc S?George Repington. I'll wait for you here " '

mutter. This was the verj- place. I swear this was t^^place, and not an apple txtt left." And then Charl^dmiinutive enough in fcs black suit with miniature ,maU

" My uncle," *aid Charles solemnly.

And

,, i
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And tlie^ Uughed anin, but one of them munnured,
' This way/ and walked up a very wide and ytsj tlipperv

staircase, while Charles stumped up behind him. Half

way, his sword belt came undone, and the sword clattered

down upon the pdished oak stairs with a noise that seemed

to resound a dozen times through the quiet house. As he

did not dare to keep the canary-coloured ^ntleman waiting,

he picked up the tov weapon, clutched it tight in his left

hand and entered a oig dark room where a eentleman with

iron grey close cropped hair sat reading in a chair with a very

tall back, his wig balanced upon his toes.

" What the d I's this ? " asked the grey gentleman

jumping up.
" Your honour's nephew," said the yellow gentleman.
" Eh ! what ! leave us, sirrah," and " What do you

want 7 " he said, turning to Charles.

Charles could only watch the long furrow over his nose

and wonder how deep it was, when the grey gentleman

caught sight of the small sword.
" Eh ! what the d 1 1 give me that," and snatching the

weapon, he broke it over his knee and flung it into the grate.

" Please, sir, my father sent me to see you."
" Who's he \

"

" Valentine Lovely, sir."

" Good G ! Of A G !
" muttered the old

gentleman. " And Mrs. Lovely ? Did she send you too \
"

" Mrs. Lovely's dead, sir."

The grey gentleman looked across the room at a large

painting of a girl in a white dress skipping with a rope of

roses.

" Please, sir," said young Charles, " I think that is Mrs.

Lovely."
" It was, boy ; it was."
" I wish I had known her then," said Charles.

" Is your name George, boy ?
" inquired the grey gentle-

man in a tone that was half eager.

" No, sir, 'tis Charles—after the Prince of Wales."
" A Papist, eh ? " said the grey gentleman bitterly.
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Nox Alba
" George wm too honett a name for that icoundrel. Well,
boy, you can stay."

"Pleai^ air, I'd rather go back to my father," said the
boy. " He'i waiting for me."
" T^en go and bed—d," aaid the grey gentleman, and

ne walked over to the window.
Poor little Charlea wai left standing alone in the big

room. He waited a moment, but u the grey gentleman did
not turn his head, he edged his way towards the great door.
When he reached it, he looked round at his uncle. The
latter was still staring out of the window. The child gave a
puzrled sigh and with both hands succeeded in turning the
handle. The clocks seemed to tick very loudly as he breath-
lessly closed the door and set out to descend the wide
staircase. The canarv-coloured gentlemen having vanished
he could hold on to the balustrade with both hands without
shame. As he crossed the ereen sunlit lawn, a blackbird flew
mto the shrubbery with a shrill note of alarm.
Then he was in the chariot with his father, and this time

he was really fast asleep.

And now he was boy and man at once. The pidure of
the girl with roses became his mother as he had known her,

St^ii*?^^'*^'
*^*° " ^°"^^ change and become Miss

Phylhda Courteen, strangely like his mother ; and some-
times the Queen of Diamonds would be mopping and mow-
ing in a frame of golden Georges.
At last these many dancing visions forsook his brain, and

he slept a dreamless sleep, not waking until high noon of
a wet and gusty day. When he reached the coffee-room,

f »7"« ¥'• ^'/"*^" ^^tnon perusing the latest edition
of Mr. Hoyle, and as the weather was dirty, agreed to give
Mr. Francis Vernon his revenge.

This favour was accorded in the handsomest manner
possible and when, late in the afternoon, the young gentle-
men all returned from hunting, Mr. Charles Lovely owed
Mr. Franci! Vernon rather more than he could very easily pay
No doubt the latter's success is to be ascribed to his oppor^

tune purchase of the latest edition of Mr. Hoyle
I!
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Chapter the Twelfth

WET DAYS

IF
cardi are the devil'i pl«7thinM, wet davi are cer-

tainly his leleA plaTtime ; and all the CAyt before

the Chinese Masquerade were verjr wet indeed.

The Exquisite Mob returned from the Pump Ro<Mn
remarkably depressed in spirit. The forenoons passed

away in the coffee-houses and the shop«» but in the
afternoons when it was wont to exercise itself and air its

modes the stuffy parlours of Curtain Wells became vastly

tiresome.

The result was that all the voung gentlemen played very
hard and very deep and very late, and Mr. Charles Lovely
hardest, deepat, and latest of all. Hie dd gentlemen all

found their gout teazed them more lamentabty. Even
Beau Ripple grew tired of reading the Epodes of lunce and
the Letters of Tully to his grey Angora cat. The kdies
olayed Q adrille and talked scandal, while some of them,
1 grieve to say, supplied a foundati<Hi for much of the
gossip.

Candlelight intrigues flourished, and there were not a

few tragedies in porcelain, when some Sir John Vulcan,
returning too soon from his favourite coffee-house, caught
my Lady Venus in too ardent converse with some young
Ensign Mars. Ve^ red grew the gallant Ensign—near as

red as his coat, vt^e Sir John blustered and bw(h« so k>ud
that he almost cracked the walls with his fox-hunting voice,

and my lady Venus fluttered her fan to the pace of her
dainty heart, tinkling out exquisite Kttle Um as soulless as

unreal, but quite as fascinating as some frail musical box.
And the trio aded and declaimed their time-honoured
114 parts
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.tn!!^5'^^
tlw footmen of Cumin WeUt found tlie

•tory that evening, and very wvoury it was voted below stain-nwly aa uvouiy ai the stewed trotten over whicA it was

And so the days went by.
Pitter-pat went the rain on the window-panes, pitter-nat

7:i^.Z^ "" '^' "'^ *""-' P'«er.pat^eStL .yo?nl

flLr .^fjT'PV"":!?".^'"* mylaly's shoes aerobe

fa^andrnVh^a^i^
^"^^ ^^'^"^ ^^"^"P" ^^^ "^^

Mrs. Courteen decked herself in the rosiest sattins, bade

caX "^h"^' K*"**^ ^"r ^* ^""•i"' -nd^tlhe
Tt p ^i^"

"^^ compo-ed henelf to read the last Sumber

«riv^? «J'^ T* • ^^ '^ *^« d«* announced the

Tz^ Bo5?'" ^P' ^*^ *^^ M*i°' Constantine
Tarry. Both vowed that their enchantnis looked vastly
well, and nodded agreement with her assertion ^11^
t^Krtf^^^^ ^«^ «^'-' - <»-^' <i- - s:
" It flushes one merely to go upstairs," she declared

io°i^ tiSrj"
"""^^ *'^«^'* '" ^^« "P "»d down:S^

I io in taking my n>oming saunter to the Pump Room."
.Tft/W..'"" 5"Ph.emi«icaUy known a. the^Sa^er

thL^"
'^ ~*'''""**^ "^^ ^**°^' " «>»PJ«ons areS

glcil^r'"''"'
'^"''''' "*'*"'" '"^ '^' J"""^" "*^«

Lciw'fe,u^rii??P''
'^' ^*^°'* " ' P'^"^^ "^^ *^- - the

h1I^'a/°"V. K »>i!f^'"0"» for * delicate surface.Height, Major," wghed Mrs. Courteen, « height > Howwe^ pme for it. Mortals ! Dear 1 Dear i "

tn hJ^^^^^ ^ T* «»n"»ied a vagabond who claimed

L't'^lS;;.!;?^"'
^'^' ^'- ^-- - we orde^el

^^"
What became of him ? " ^ked Mrs. Courteen.
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T6i Passionate Elopement
"I believe he died ihorUv alterwtrdf. WeU! weU i

Kill or cure 1 Kill or cure 1
*'

The widow fluhed her white shoulders in an elaborate
•hudder.

" Talking of kill or cure/' exclaimed the Major, jumping
up, " did f ever repeat my ule of the Heaaian captain \

"

" Probably," laidTMr. Moon mUdly.
** What do you mean, lir f

"

** You are aomewhat inclined to reoetition, tir."

Mn. Courteen hurriedly assured Major Tarry that she
for one had positively never heard it.

" He did not say ' have you heard my story, ma'am,' the
Justice went on m the calm voice of despair. " He said
' have I repeated it ?

' I merely remarked that he probably
has—dozens of times !

"—Mr. Moon burst out in the nearest
approach to a passionate enunciation that he ever attained.
"I vow you do him an injustice. Pray tell us the story,

Major," and the widow tapped the sword-arm of the in-

furiated soldier three times. The painted chicken-skin
fell with so persuasive a touch that the Apple sank to its

normal position and, having turned his back on Mr. Moon,
the Major beean his tale.

" Well, Madam, you must know that in the year . . . bat
before I tell this story, I should like to give you some idea of
the dispoiiition of has Majesty's forces."

Mrs. Courteen sighed. She knew what giving an idea of

the disposition of the forces meant. It was useless to protest
however, for the Major was already marching round the room
in search of appropriate furniture.

He instantly declared that Mr. Moon's chair was necessary
to the illustration.

" Pray excuse me, sir !
" he rapped out.

The Justice, with a reproachful glance at Mrs. Courteen,
moved ponderously to the couch.
" Well, Madam, here are Thistleton's Dragoons," and he

gave a twist to the chair as he spoke.
" Oh, yes ! Very droll I

" said Mrs. Courteen.
" Here," the Major continued, seizing another chair

ii6 and
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Wit Days
»nd (Wanting it rigoroutlr down by the couch. " here ii

BucUejr*, Foot."
" Mine, iir," Mid the Justice.
" Your wh«t, lir ?

"

" Mjr foot, tir, not Buckfeast's."
The Major withered hit rival with an eloquent silence,

j.".'^"* *™ '»" ^* •****» "Hatching from the mantelpiece a
dimmutive Worcester shepherdess and placing it between the
two chairs.

The widow gazed anxiously at the pastoral soldier. It
belonged to the owner of the house.
" Here is Toumai. You'll pardon me, sir, but I should

be obliged if you would hand me the couch," said the Major
fiercely.

The Justice moved wearily to the window-seat. That,
at all events, was a fixture, he refle^ed gratefully.

After much exertion Tarry succeeded in moving the
couch in front of the door, so that if the piece of furniture in
qutttion was a poor representation of what it was intended
to convey, it certainly made of Mrs. Courteen's front
paiiour something very like an impregnable fortress.

• I should be glad to give you some idea of the enemy's
earthworb," said the Major with a covetous ghmce in the
direOion of the chintz window-curtains.

Mrs. Ck>urteen't fleeting expression of dismay warned him
to prune the luxuriance of his examples, and as at that
moment a tap at the door necessitated the instant surrender
of Toumai to admit Mrs. Betty farther operations were
stopped. Moreover the sudden capitulation involved the
fracture of the Worcester shepherdess which, as Mr. Moon
sardonically supposed, served to illustrate the point of the
story.

" You're killed. Tarry
; you're dead as mutton. I doubt

a cure is inconceivable."

Betty held a note in her hands.
"• From Bow Ripple," she whispered excitedly.
«

II'
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Chapter the Thirteenth

MONARCHY IN ACTIO T

MRS. COURTEEN scare -y Selieved 6tXXy spoke the
truth. Never could she remember such a gigantick
wave of elation as swept over her on receipt of the

Beau's letter. Yet, without a doubt, it was true. There was
the royal notepaper and, as she reverently examined the
outside, there was the river of the house of Ripple meander-
ing in regular curves through meadows of sealing-wax.
She marked the colour—lilac—as if faintly to adumbrate the
imperial purple of Rome. Moreover, the sprinkled sand, a
few particles of which still adhered to the surface, smelt of
Courts. There were years of authority between the lines of
the graceful superscription ; the very " C " of the Crescent
bellied in the breeze of Royal favour. Major Tarry and
Mr. Moon regarded her with an expression compounded of
jealousy and resped. Who was this woman, this correspon-
dent with monarchs ?

" Pra]^ excuse me, neighbours," murmured the widow,
sinking into a chair. The seal crackled musiadly as with
smooth forefinger and shapely thumb she gently withdrew
the diaphanous paper from its waxen prison ; so must the
golden bough have sounded to the touch of iEneas.

The Great House, Curtain Wells,
February^

Madam—1 shall do myself the honour of waiting upon you this

afternoon at half-past Four o'clock in order to the discussion of
an Affair of the gravest moral Importance.
In expectation. Madam, I subserve myself.

Tour obliged Servant,

Horace Ripple.
"8 "Gemini!"



Monarchy in Action

"Gcmiiu!" cried Betty, "the Bow will be here in four,

tctn ticb."
" Gentlemen," said Mw. Courteen with that stateliness

which follows from intercourse with Princes, " gentlemen,
I must beg to be excused."

The Major and the Justice solemnly advanced and, having
kissrd the outstretched hand, moved sadly from the room.
As they went downstairs the former mused on the unre-
peated story of the Hessian Captain, while the latter vowed
to insert a supplementary chapter to his great Essay on
Peace which should deal with the self-esteem of retired

Majors. With similar thoughts no doubt Mr. Oliver Gold-
smithwent home from that famous dinnerwhen General Ogle-
thorpe, at the instigation of Dr. Samuel Johnson, spilled the
Port on the bare mahogany board in order to draw a plan of
the Siege of Belerade. At any rate, old Mr. Hardcastle
tails a great dealabout that famous beleaguerment in the
witty and diverting farce of ^he Stoops to Conquer. Mrs.
Courteen tremulously sought her toilet-glass. ' An affair

of the gravest moral importance.' Powder judiciously
distributed removed any implied indifference in the freshness
of her widowed cheeks. Paleness and morality were certainly
akin. As for her lemon sack, Betty vowed she would find
nothinji more becoming to the unique occasion.

A dignified knock at the front door put an end to any
longer hesitation, and Mrs. Courteen, like the Queen of
Sheba, presented herself immediately.

The Great little Man was pacing the carpet of the front
parlour, but at the widow's entrance he turned on his heels
with a low bow.
" We are ^uite alone ? " he inquired.

"Solitary mdeed," replied the kdy. ^ ely, surely he
could not be contemplating an offer of marriage. Yet
certainly such might well be described as an affair of the
graveit moral importance. If weddings were not mofal,
what would become of our weak humanity?
" Madam," said the Beau. " 'Tis onlv after long thought

and exhaustive research among the social arcluves of Curtain
"9 Wells
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T6e Passionate Elopement
Wells

: 'tis only after a complete examination of my glorious
predecessor, Beau Melon' notes on the amenities of Polite
Cures in which he calls attention with a red cross to the
special difficulty of tendering advice to perplexed visitors,
that I am resolved to inform you of a faft which may distress

) ur maternal heart, complicate your domestick arrange-
ments, disturb your apprehensive piety and not inconceivably
lend to-morrow's goblet a very wry flavour. Madam, your
daughter is in love."

The widow raised two anguished hands, but Mr. Ripple
continued :

" When I say in love, madam, I say so because I am not so
cynical of maiden humanity as to suppose that she would sit

in vivacious discourse with a young gentleman for the space
of one hour and a half measured bjr the frequent chimes of
the publick clock unless she were m love."
" You cannot mean this," palpitated the unhappy mother.

" Say you cannot mean it !
"

" Madam, I am not used to devoting so much valuable
time to the preparation of circumstantial falsehoods. Your
daughter is in love."
" But she is so young," protested the widow. " Not more

than fifteen or at the most seventeen."
" To you, madam, deaf to Love's alarms, for evermore

protedled against his showered darts, such precocious ardour
must appear improbable, but I have proof of its existence."
" MaUcious tongues ! The world is so censorious. It

would destroy the reputation of the mother by insinuations
agamst the virtue of the child."

"Madam, pray allow me to narrate the unhappy but
indisputable fafts of the aflFair. You must know that it is a
part of my duties—^a pleasant part, if I may say so without
undue want of reserve—to inspeft Curtain Garden from time
to time. You will recoiled that this forenoon we enjoyed
for two hours a ghmpse of the sun. Having been kept
indoors during the last two or three days, I determined to
seize the balmy occasion and perform my rural duties. I
observed that the spring bulbs were remarkably forward.
120
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Monarchy in Action
I noticed with pleasa- t anticipition of summer saunters
that the paths were in good order, the gravel free from weeds.
From the main Promenade I turned into the Maze."
The widow started.
" The yew hedges were neatly trimmed and I noticed some

rery good examples of topiary ; I may mention in particular
the transformation of the old Noah into a peacock whose
tail will doubtless gain a more vigorous plumage from the
warm weather. I wandered along contemplating the various
greens of the mosses that adorn the path and muffle the
footsteps in a manner extremely suitable to the decorous
quiet of the surroundings. During my saunters, I delight
to rest my mind with the recitation of the Odes and Epodes
of my poetick and pre-Christian namesake. I was embarked
upon the apostroph'i to Lyce

:

Nee Coce referunt jam tibi purpura
Nee dart lapides tempora, qua setnel

N:*'t condita fastis

Inciusit volucris dies.

" I had got so far, but egad ! I could get no farther f'^r
tne life of me. I repeated the last four lines, and in my
attempts to catch the fugitive—Ah !

" cried the Beau. " I
have it

!

"

Quo fugit Venus ? Heu quove color ? decern
Quo motus ?

or to paraphrase with an extempore couplet.

Where now is fled thy beauty ? Where thy bloom.
Those airy steps that charmed th* expectant room ?

"To continue, however—this elusive sentence made ros
lose my direftion and I found myself removed from the centre
of the Maze by an impenetr?ble hedge of yew. I was about
to retrace my steps when I heard voices on the other side of
the hedge. It was a duet, madam—man and maid, flute and
bass viol, fife and drum, describe it how you will."
"^ "Did

I
'1
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** Did yoa recognize the voices i

"

" Madam, I did not."
" Then how—aince you were not able to tee over the top*

of the hedges without "

The Great little Man drew himself up.
" Madam," he said, " I regard the physical exertion of

bobbing up and down as ungenteel."
" Then how do you ?

"

" Because on retracing my steps I passed your maid in an
attitude of vigilance and exadly one hour and a half later I
saw Miss Courteen and the aforesaid maid leave the Garden

;

and vastly well she looked, madam."
Mrs. Courteen asked why Mr. Ripple did not interrupt

them. " 'Twould surely have frightened them out of love-
making for ever."
" Madam, if I am a king, I hope I am also a gentleman."
" I will call the hussy and you shall reproach her, Mr.

Ripple."
" Madam, that is precisely what I am anxious to avoid.

On former occasions my interference has proved futile and
I cannot allow my counsel to be exposed to contempt. In
confidence let me tell you that the last three elopements
which I tried to stop were all successfully carried through,
and I hear that the parties have lived very happUv together
ever since. I have vowed not to accept again tne respon-
sibleness of a prophet. My glorious predeceiaor, Beau
Melon, mentions several instances of his advice bemg ne-
glefled without any ill eSe&a and notes that it is probably
injudicious to interfere unless compelled by the prospea of a
duel. Let me read you his comments. * Elof^nunU, Tell
the father. D nUiss. She toon*t luten. Fool for your
pains. Fifteen times bitten—shy for evermore. Bodies more
important than souls in Curtain Wells.' An ill-construaed
sentence, madam, but nevertheless full of truth."
" Then what do you advise me to do ?

"

" Madam, I should recommend you to pay less attention
to your own heart, and give the most of your care to your
daughter's."

'

»M The
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Monarchy in Action
The widow rose in a state of extreme a^taticn and

rustled about the room to the hazard of all ware under a
certain stability. Such a reproach from Mr. Ripple was
more than she could bear politely.

However, presently she caught her placket in the wanton
arm of a chair and after a short struggle capitulated to
stillness.

She began the catalogue of her natural virtues. " I vow
the child has been reared on the Church Catechism, she was
for ever learning collets, texts, parables, miracles, question
and answer, sermons, homilies, and aspirations. If I had
been allowed my own way with her education, she would have
led a life of Sundays ; but the late Mr. Nicholas Courteen
her father and my husband swore the child's intelligence
was become like a Crusader's tomb, scrabbled over with
pious nonsense ill-digested and ill-writ. Have I not
warned her a hundred times that gentlemen do not love
the gawky charms of a hoyden ? Have I not repeated to
her the history of half a score sedudions ? Am I to blame ?

Don't I keep a maid to look after her ? What eloe has
that hussy to do ? I ask you, Mr. Ripple, what else \

"
" Upon my soul, ma'am, I don't very well know," mur-

mured Mr. Ripple.

I*
Nothing, sir, nothing, save to dress and undreu me

twice a day, give an eye to my govims and arrange my toilet
table. Apparently they think that I should—" The
widow broke off to ring violently for Betty in order to re-
proach her with a careless supervision of Phyllida.
Mr. Ripple seized the opportunity to make his farewells.

He swore to himself that nothing should induce him to
remonstrate again with a careless mothet. Ke would say a
friendly word to the child herself.

The widow thanked the Beau for his advice and promised
to be mighty severe with Phyllida.
" Not if you will be warned by me, madam. No, no, I

beg you will not think it was to urge severity that i made
you this visit. No, no, it was merely to suggest prudence.
Your humble servant, madam."

•' "1 our
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" Your very devoted, lir."

The widow curtsied the Beau out of the room, and, having
heard the front door closed, she watched in prim disgust for
the entrance of Betty.

That young woman presently came into the room.
" Well, vixen !

" said the widow.
" La ! ma'am, what is it ?

"

" WeU, gypsy !

"

" Not a drop in my family, ma'am, and that's more than
some of the cottage-folk near by can say."

" Well, little Impropriety, what excuse have you to hand ?

"

Betty asked what Impropriety meant.
" Would it be stealing you mean, ma'am ?

"

" Well, Madam Indecency !
"

Betty suddenly saw the widow's amber petticoat gleaming
through the unfastened placket.

" Dear love and barley breaks ! However did I come to
leave that undone 1 Never mind, ma'am. 'Tis not as if

he'd caught a sight of your smock, though for my part I

should not be afraid to show clean linen to any man. Bow or
whatsoever."
" 'TIS not to talk of plackets that I called you, hussy, but

of packets—love-packets, notes, letters, assignations."

Betty began to understand. She remembered how they
had met Mr. Ripple that morning in Curtain Garden, and
at once conneded the two incidents.
" 'Twould be about this very forenoon that you are talk-

ing, ma'am \
"

The widow was surprized. She had expefled an u ipreg-
nable barrier of mock stupidity.
" It would," she answered severely.
" Well, there now ! And if I didn't say as 'twas very

wrong, but indeed, he was so genteel and made such very
grand bows that I didn't think as 'twould be kind to refuse
him."

" Refuse him what ?

'

"Why, diredHon, ma'am, for the handsome poor soul
was lost in the Maze. He was just twirling around from
124 North
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North to South like the weathercock on the old Parish
Church at home."
" Does it take an hour and a half to direfl a man out of a

ihrubbery ?
'*

" No, indeed, ma'am, but hearing we was from Hampshire,
he fell a-taUdng and said as when he was last there he was
staying with my Lord Senna at Camomile Hall, and was
bosom friend of Mr. the Honourable John Squills."

The widow grew interested. The latter had once at-

tended a hunting breakfast at Courteen Grange.
" And what was the loquacious gentleman's name ?

"

" Ah there ! indeed, 'twas wrong of me, but if I did n't

go and forget to axe him !
"

" Idiot !
" said Mrs. Courteen, " and where does he

lodge ?

"

*' He intends to post to Bristol Well to-night."
" Is this true ?

"

" La, dearest ma'am, how does I know. But he spoke
as though 'twas."
" You are a pair of simpletons. Lud ! you might both

have been ravished and no one the wiser. I doubt you both
deserve a whipping."

Mrs. Courteen dismissed the subjed and turned to survey
the ravages of emotion on her own face. Betty retired to
warn her young mistress.

The widow was considerably vexed. Vain woman as she
was, she was not too dull to perceive that the Beau's com-
plaint of her daughter levelled an indiredl reproof at herself.

The late Squire Courteen, a man of plethorick habit and a

good seat, had broken his neck over a five-barred gate more
than seven years ago. Some said his recklessness was too
deliberate. Certainly the week before, young Mr. Standish
had left the neighbourhood in a great hurry. Moreover
when the Will was read it appeared that a codicil had been
added the day before the Squire died by which his lady had
forfeited every halfpenny of his money if she married before
her daughter and by an ingenious stroke did the same if

she failed to find a husband during the ensuing six months.
125 Fanher
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Farther, a pRmsion was inaerted that this husband must be
ten years younger than herself. It was all very much com-
plicated and extremely malicious.

nme she had still possessed enough florid beauty to excuse
her ill-spelled love-letters. Moreover, she had a husband
and was safe'roort for young gentlemen who lost the hounds
somewhat early in the day. When she was widowed, most
of her attra^on vanished. She grew fat and had to con-
tent herself with middle-aged suitors for whom she became a
placid ideal on the dull journey of their lives. Mrs. Cour-
teen continued to fan herself.

That absurd codicil drifted across her thoughts. If
Phyllida married she was condemned to poverty or a young
husband. Yet, after afl. Moon or Tarry had enough—not
much, but enough ; but then both firmly believed in the
annuity. The bitterness of her husband's dying jest i mg
her for the first time. What a fool she would be made to
seem ! Certainly Phyllida must not be allowed a wedding

;

that was the solution.

How fatiguing solutions were, to be sure ! She felt quite
vapoured. At any rate she would look after her for the
future. If she had a gallant he should be discovered. If
Betty's tale were true, why, prevention was better than cure.
"Alas

!
" sighed the wiclow. " I shall play indifferent

weU and vet—no matter. Per' aps I shall hold SpadiUe
every hand of the game." Wafted by this pleasant hope,
the widow sailed upstairs to assume the scarlet and black
gown and the spade-patch which she wore to propitiate
the cards

; also to embellish her fingers with rings ; also to
trim her nails to a perfeft curve and polish to whiteness the
peenng moon at their base. To such cardboard emotions
was this lady come whose husband broke his neck out
huntmg.
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Chapter the Fourteenth

MONARCHY IN REPOSE

ON the following morning after breakfast Mn. Cour-
teen produced a strip of faded rose ribband.
"Try to match this, child," she said to Phvllida.

"But mamma, 'tis not possible. The silk is old," ex-
postulated the daughter who was dressed and ready to take
the air.

'

"Nothing is impossible, child," generalized the widow.
" Do your best—all that is required of human beings. You
may take Thomas with you."
"But mamma, I don't want Thomas. I would rather

take Bettv."
" People can't always take what they desire in this world,

and a very good thing too," remarked Mrs. Courteen, " f jt
the world would be a wickeder place if they could. Betty
must stay and help me."
The widow was determined to begin the supervision of

her daughter recommended by Mr. Ripple. It was the
old story of Sisyphus and the Stones, of Tregeagle and the
Thimble; as mischievous spirits are kept occupied in
Tartarus, and condemned for ever to the performance of the
impossible, so was Phyllida to be kept from the temptations
of idleness, in order to save, if not her soul, at any rate her
reputation.

The widow apprehended that obedience would be more
easily secured by guile than the direft imposition of a com-
mand.
Mis3 Phyllida Courteen went out that monung with a

sullen little frown above her charming little nose, and walked
so fast thatThomas was hard put to keep his proper distance
"7 behind
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How long, O
and mortified

behind her u he continued to mutter,

Lord ?
' with many a doloroua wheeze

grunt.

In and out of a dozen haberdaahen they went. All the

youn^ women behind the counten were very polite and
amazmgly hopeful, but when they came to pull out the long

drawen filled with ribbands of every size and colour, they

could only produce the gayeat pinks, the most brilliant

shades of rose, and aough they continued to be very cheer-

ful and persuaded themselves and their rather petulant

customer that the match was as near as could be expected,

they were ouite unsuccessful, and the ribbands were put

back in the drawers to await a less eza6ting purchaser.

Finally Phyllida, turning out of the tenth shop, heard St.

Simon's clock strike eleven. It was a moderately fine

morning, and she knew her beau was at that moment turning

into Curtain Garden. She stamped her foot with vexation

and disappointment.
" Oh Tnomas, Thomas ! was ever such a mad errand be-

fore 7 " complained his mistress.
" Velvet 1 Vanity ! and a-whoring after strange silks,"

groaned Thomas.
"Thomas," said Miss Courteen in her most engaging

voice, "you would do anything for me ?
"

" With God's help," agreed the footman.
" And you'd do a great deal for a shilling-piece \

"

" To spite Beelzebub," said Thomas.
" Then, Thomas, step down to the Western Colonnade,

make mv compliments to Miss Sukey Morton, say I hope she

is better of her cold, and will she give Miss Phvllida Cour-
teen the pleasure of her company to Mrs. Pinkie's Con-
versazione. But perhaps you'll forget that long message ?

"

Thomas replied in accents of unions solemnity

:

" Better of her cold and quite recovered."
" Yes, but there's more."
" Waste not, want not," he answered severely.
" Oh Lud ! I suppose I were wise to write it down,"

with which Miss Courteen tried the eleventh haberdasher.

128 The
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But at the oppoiite counter it wu powble to buy the

abo .box of wafew marked with a UurS-wmthS C.Then rfie borrowed old Mn. lUmbone'. crow^uiU pen withwhich the account! were mt.de up every eveninl in Se little
back parlour, and U\u Lettice iLnbJne pohtelr cleared acomer of the counter and brouehtouta«tan(£h,wliilePhyllida
put her swansdown muff on the chair becau.e, though it washigh enough to puU about haberdaAerjr, it wa.f't hTghenough for wntmg letten. After much arrangement, iL

"My Dearist Mm. Mo»tow,-/ boti you are betur of

ne this afternoon at four o'chck on a matter of great im-
portance. I am truly distressed by a most unlucky Event. I
doubt my dearest Sukey can guess what disturbs ber

Ever affect, and truly devoud

r.b. Pray come.

P.P.S. 2 saw a Red Coat not unknoton to a certain youna

atTpJirtlZP'^'^''''''''^''
^'^'^^^^'^Coatlal

Ph.C.

^J^ ^^y^^* »«^«^ the note wth one of her new wafen,and TTicHnas unscrewed the knob of his taU stick and put the

and'ZlV"^
the AiUing-piece in hi, waUtcoat^^ket

™LT ?*^- Tu^ *^°^ ?^ ^'^ Street, while Phyliida

W^tJ^r? "f^ "** ^*' ^*^« •« ^t. For theWestern Colonnade, you turned to the right, but if you

?Mir^^rtf^-^ '^ *--'-" '^ '^^
She had to pass the end of the Ctmxat on her way and

rZdlr'' '^^ S?
^'' ^' *° -^ Mrs. CourteTSiSfround the comer. She n» now outride tLe Great Hou^

and
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and could not help looking up to the big bow-window. <o

tee if Mr. Ripple wu there. There he wa«, ytty calm and
rerjr dignified, but a little out of focuf becauae hia windowi
all had such Tery thick glaai. She caught hia eye, and the

Great little Man amiled at her. She amiled back and
bluihed, thinking of the meeting of yeaterday. Suddenly

the window ahot up, an \ Phyllida turned her head to aee the

Beau beckoning, she stopped in diamay, while Mr. Ripple,

having first spread his hanokerchief on the sill, leaned out to

speak to her.

"Pray pardon this ungenteel summons, my dear Miss

Courteen, but if you would not consider yourself com-

E
remised by such an adventure, I should be vastly honoured

y your inspeftion of some proper new prints which have

fallen into my hands."

Miss Courteen waa overwhelmed by thia invitation.

What could ahe do but murmur assent ?

The Beau, with a delightfully suave gesture, hurried to

open the front door for Miss Courteen who tripped up the

dazzling white steps, all swaosdown and blushes.

Mr. Ripple besged her to follow him upstairs to the

drawing-room andbe seated before the fire.

It was a fine high room of good proportions, with three

large sash-windows and a wrought-iron balcony running
along the breadth of the house. The walls were pannelled

and painted white, and the floor was stained and varnished

to a glaze of inme&se brilliancy. The rugs scattered about
it were Atibusson, of rare hues in fawn and puce and faded

lavender znd old rose interwoven with queer dead greens.

There were several prints on the walls, mostly after Watteau
and Fragonard. The whole room wore the indescribable

air thsc is aoly to be found in the house of a bachelor of

comfortable means, good taste and a cettam age. There was

no tivx of a wcxnaa's hand in its arrangement, and yet one
fek that the owner, through long seclusion frcmi the other

sex, had softoiai towards it with the years until, secure at

iaat, be was able to admit a feminine drrhus into the limpid

and rarefied air of his remcfte ceUbacy.

150 Phyllida



Monarchy in Repose
PhvUida, as die watched the firelight ripple in orangewavefeti acro« the .urface of the b£e ani white dIJStile, .et on either aide of the hob, wondeS wh/t the BeJumeant by this sudden invitation.

*"

JTJ^V" ^" ^*^ *® ^ «"»^ 'or a moment while he

Ik!^ ^\ '^"r'° *^°«t«'ning hi. new purSlS
HtL ?.I?

*VT**".*^^ *=*°^ "^^ ^«>k£l round the room.

.m!i^
«*"/nd whue it wa., ju.t like Mr. Ripple'. End•mooth and white and exquiaitely Aaoed rtnlru- S?'

grey weather mellowed the iUoAher?:!. ^^X^\cunou. .tillncM a. of fro.t. an/ Ae watchS the refleSTonof the fire leapmg in opale«:ent miniature abmTt ?heS
r«fr;h7S'"r"

•"'^ 'p^"' -* « «iiigie o tS5

n?;!.»!5 ^l ^i"'«. »n * ca.e of light-colou?ed wood,painted with cuoid. zephyr, and roae.. aSwaxen^de.^taU. quiet chamW began to depre« her .pirit.. w ^t .hefelt compeUed to .trike the extr4e treble Sote of diewil^fwh^ch through the .tiUne« ,«»g out like S»etiwoS^d^?"of a bird m a hot Augu.t woodland.
«"wum«, pipe

ynt ^:HI*; ""^^ ^^^^^
^"^J^"* ^t^nrC^nz to tingle

^ml « •
°' "^"^^ '° '"^^^ breathleM quiet, heard•ome one coming upjtair.. Gog, the Beau'. diminS

"^r;:T^r^ *fr ^"^' oi which .mall and Eng

and soon Phylhda found herself .ipping her coffee in ea.vconversation with the King of CurtLVeU.
"'^

Do you know Je Maze ? " he was asking.

^^
Oh ves," said Phyllida.

*

" A pleasant spot, cool and green."
It u indeed."

."L"^*"* ,•" ^«"'" ">d the Beau.
1 IS a pleasant spot."
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Phyllida was not quite rare wkftt he wm talking about,

but asreed politelf.

"Mjr dear Miit Courteen," laid the Beau raddenlv,
" mav I lay something very abrupt and pahaiM intolerably

free, but neverthelensometmngwhich I feelought to belaid."
'* Oh yet, nr," Phyllida replied, wiahing devoutly that

she was well out of this tall, wnite room.
" Mf dear Miss Courteen," he went on, " I am a man who

knows somthing of life on its merely social side. I have been
an observer, if I may say so, a naturalist of humanity. My
self-chosen attitude has forbidden me all passion, save that

which is the recognized privilege of an audience. Of love I

am supposed to know nothing, save in that third person

whose company is unwelcome and superfluous. Perhaps

my devotion to the Oitshat led me to see too many Lalages,

too many Lyces. Perhaps I regard women too much as roses

that blocnn, scatter their sweets and die. In a word, perhaps

I am unsympathetick."
** I don't think you are at all, sir," cried Phyllida, sur-

prized by her own boldness.
" Thank you," said the Beau, with the merest hint of a

tremour in his equable voice.
" But," he went on, " if I regard women as roses, I never

seek to pluck them : most men do. Miss Phyllida, pray
pardon a man of some age who cares more for Youth than he
u willing to admit, who is not quite the phantastick, the fop,

the cynick that his subjeds make him out. You know what
Shakespeare says :

' Each man in his time plays many
parts.' I, my dear, have remained for more than thirty

years faithful to one. That is why I am considered so

eccentrick—^well, well, I grow loquacious. My dear Miss
Courteen, it is very unwise to make assignations in the ride

of vouth. Assignations belong to the middle-aged, the

disillusioned. If you love a young gentleman, make no
secret of it, and let the whole world join in your happiness

;

but if it be necessary to love this young gentleman in Mazes
and such clandestine spots, this young gentleman is not

worth 80 much devotion. Who is he T
"

13a "Mr.
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Is it

, .
/•»aidPhyffid«,fedingliaMinclmedi

Amor \ Amor ? I don't know the family,
by his with these meetings are kept secret \ ifes ! v«

,

I know tu Teiyromantick and very rapturous, but, betiere me,
my dear Miss Courteen, it is not worth the cost. You must
think of your reputation.'*
" I do, Mr. Ripple, indeed I do—all the tune I

"
" Come, come then, present me to yourAmor at the Chinese

Masquerade. I'll talk to the rogue, and egad ! we'll have
the wedding in Tune. What do you say ?

"
" I don't think Mr. Amor would be very willing, and I'm

sure my mamma would be monstrous vexed."
"Nonsense," said the Beau, « nonsens^ ! You won't

be happy, till you've packed yourself into a post-chaise
smeUmg vilely of stale tobacco and horse-cloths. And when
you've found some Fleet Street parson to marry you, you'll
vwsh for a fine wedding and a bride-cake, and your tenantt
cheering and holloaing at the lodge-gates."
Here the Beau showed himself too unfamiliar with the

mind of a young woman. The idea of eloping had never
yet entered that dainty head of glistening chestnut curk

;

but from that moment Phyllida began to play with the
notion.

" Come, come," he went on, « let's have no more of chm-
destme courtship. Heiresses and dace both attraa by
reason of their silver: Ubertines and pike have much in
common. Moreover, you must think of your mother."

• I doubt you don't knowmymamma very well. She swears
I m but a child, but I'm not a child, am I, sir ?

"
Mr. Rii)ple put up his monocle and solemnly stared at his

fair impemtent.
" You are not a very old woman."
"Besides, my mamma doesn't understand the meaning of

"My dear young lady," protested the Beau, "that is a
very common error with the young. Don't you think that
shaded lane once Ksped to her footsteps ? Don't you think
Apnl once broke as sweet for her ? ''

""33 «V^^



The Passionate Elopement
"Well, if it did," argued Phyllida, "ihe's forgotten aU

•he ever knew.*'

"0»ne, come, I dare iwear the has a lecret drawer
fragrant with cedar. Find it, my dear Miss Phyllida, and
you'll find many old letters, many withered noseeavs."

"Indeed, I've searched."
^^

" Perhaps her escritoire is the heart."
" Tis yery well for you, Sir, to talk thus, but my parents

were never happy."
The Beau mentally cursed the pertinacious memories of

servants.

" Then, if that was the case," he went on, " there is the
greater reason for your friends to secure you against such an
irreparable misadventure. Now come, you'll present me to
this Mr. Amor ? I may not understand all women, but
trust me, I have a tolerable knowledge of men."

TTie pale February sun cast a watery beam through the
high windows and Mr. Ripple's face caught an added lustre
was in faa so bright and kindly that Phyllida promised,'
subjea to Mr. Amor's consent.
And soon they were both bending over the portfolio of

^r^^l^^ diverting prints they were too, caricatures of
the foibles of fashion.

It was certainly very delightful to see tranquil monarch
and fervent maid laughing very heartily together at the most
prodigious head-dress the world ever saw.

«34



Chapter the Fifteenth

PHGEBUS ADEST

THE Coffee-room of the Blue Boar wore a remarkably

cheerful aspef): on the evening of the day on whicn
we have seen something of Beau Ripple's methods.

There had been a splendid run from Oaktree Common
across the downs to Deadman's Coppice, where a short check
only lent a spice to that glorious final run across Baventock
Ridge until tney killed just outside Farmer Hogbin's famous
bam. And after the death what delicious musick acclaimed
the deed—the baying of hounds, the chatter of maids, the
clatter of horses' hoofs, the guffaws of Lieutenant Blewforth,

the still louder guffaws of Farmer Hogbin moimted on his

raw-boned himter of sixteen hands, the blasts of the horns,

the chink of glasses and the wind gettmg up in the South-
west, all combined in harmonious delight. What a splendid

ride home it was and how the riders went over each renowned
minute of that for-ever-to-be-famous day. Lieutenant Blew-
forth swore he would forsake the sea for the life of a country
gentleman, and everybody laughed when H.M.S. Cintaur
(so they had named Blewforth and his steed) shied at a
belated calf.

" Egad ! B-b-Blewforth," stammered little Peter Wing-
field, " 'tis lucky your stomach was trained on the roaring
d-d-deep, for you pitch and roll like a sloop making Ushant."
"Ahl my bo^,*' shouted Blewforth, "my pretty sloop
•n't shy like this d—-—d bum-boat I'm pulung."don
How Nfr. Goiightly of Campbell's Grey Dragoons swore

such a run was better than a fronul charge at the enemy's
guns and how young Tom Chalkley of die Foot stiffened

all over and muttered something about the Cavalry. Indeed
135 the
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the only penon to look glum was Mr. Anthony Clare who.
though he rode better than any of them and had ihown them
his hone s heels aU the way, missed Charles Lovely.
As they walked along the road, fading into early dusk, and

heard the wmd sighing in the trim hedges and saw the Kghts
of Curtom Wells seven mUes away, Clare cursed that passion
for cards which made a man forsake the bleak Spring faUows
for pastures of green baize.
But later when the huge cold sirloin that saHed in so sleek,

sailed oat hke a battered wreck, and when pints of generous
Burgundy had coloured Hfc to its own rich hue, and when
Mr. Dawh hmiself had coaxed the fire to roar and blaze up
the chimney, and set out the wahiuts and put half a dozen
ample chairs round the fire, Mr. Clare could not resist the
universal content, but must laugh and make merry and relate
the events of the Asj for the seventh time, with as much
zest as any of the returned heroes.

Clurles had surely been winning : he was so flushed andt^ed so loudly. Adually he did not possess a penny, and
what was worse, owed Mr. Vernon a couple of hidred
gumMS. Not much, but enough when you have only
ck»ths to seU, and not a prospeft in the world.

Preseutly one by one the hunters dropped off to sleep
with legs 01 tretched and doffed wigs and long church-
wardois pn that one by one dropped from slowly opening
mouths, shd .ong unbuttoned waistcoats and snapp^ their
slender stona upon the floor, until everybody except Mr
Vernon and our hero was snoring the eighth repetition of the
events of that famous day.
TTie room was hot ; the drawing of many breaths thick

with fatigue, beef and Burgundy induced a meditative at-
mosphere; the fire no longer blazed, but sank to an intense
cnmson glow. Mr. Vernon counted up his gains, while Mr
Lovely pondered his losses in silence.
At last the latter got up suddenly.
« The cards ? » inauired Mr. Vernon,

re liS**
*0"»"«^« I think I'U take the air," Charles

i'^''
*

"As
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"A$ you will," said tlie otlier and betook hinuelf once

more to his uUeti.
Charlw panaed for a moment outside the Coffee-Roam

to take down liia full black doak and three^omered hat.
The night wind had brought in ita track a mekmcholr
dnzde of ram that suited his own melancholy mood. He
wandered rather vaguely across the wide inn-yard, passed
under the arch and sauntered along the deserted High
Street.

To tell the truth, Mr. Lorely was Tery unpleasantly
situated at this period. His father had been the ne'er-d^^-
weel survivor of a long line of rauntiy squires away down in
Devonshire. When he had eloped with Miss Joan Rroing-
ton, to the eternal chagrin of the young lady's brother, a
nch banker knighted for his loyal support of the Protestant

•f^*T*°*
^•*«°^*»« Lovely ran through his own and his

wife 8 fortune in the first six years of matrimony. Thence
on^^rds they Uved a hand-to-mouth existence, dependent
on Valentine's luck at the ubles and the inviolaUeness of an
aunt's legacy of five thousand guineas.
Mrs. Lovely died, prematurely aged, in the birth of a

stiU-bom child, and Mr. Valentine Lovely and his young
son continued to live the same haphazard existence for
another ten yean. Charles spent aH hit time with hia
lather who m the intervals of drink and pUy Uught his heir
to step a minuet, sing a meny song, and indite a witty epi-
gram; also he gave him a case of pistols, heavily cha^d
with the Lovely arms, and lent him the family tree for
target. Finally he made him proficient in the poKte use of
the smallsword and the dice-box.

L ^t* when an early summer made the Bath intolerably
hot, Mr. Lovely and his heir posted down to Devonshire in
a cnmson chariot putting up at the ?Twt>s Htad in Danvei
Monachorum. He spent a week paying unwelcome visits
to the neighbouring gentry who looked askance at the crim-
son chanot and still more askance at the degenerate heir of
the Ix>velys. Valentine soon tired of so much pastoral
exercise and departed to St. Germain's, leaving young
'57
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Charles in the care of an old itillioom maid, now a proi-
perout farmer*! wife. The bojr spent placid houn in rich
meadowi, ate a quantity of acalded cream, and grew out of
knowledge m the nx months ofiiis vuj. He used to wander
down to the park gates—gloriously wrought-iron gates be-
tween massive stone piUan that bore on each summit a
qmntett of cannon balls, the reputed trophy of some sea-
fanng Elizabethan Lovely. There was a pifture in the
peat hiU, of curiously inferior execution, portraying num-
bers of Devon sailormen led by a huge-ruffed gentleman with
a long peaked beard, swarming up the towermg sides of the
gaUeon Jesu Maria. Charles was taken to 1 5e it when the
new family was gone up to London town. He also saw the
great stone swan over the vast fireplace, with the motto of
his house, Sum decorus.

Later in the autumn his father returned and the old life
of lodpngs, inland Spas and long posting journeys was
TMumed. He had never again visited that remote Devon
village, with its cows and pastures and dairymaids and
famous chronicles.

Then, just after Charles reached his majority, Mr. Lovely
Semor died quite suddenly, and our hero found himself in
undisputed possession of the interest on five thousand guineas
and as much more in cash, owing to a lucky run by his
father m the week before his deaUi.

Charles now indulged the family vice of throwing money
to the dogs and, having lost the earnings of his father, set
about TtaAxzm^ « trifle of ready money on the five thousand
guineas left him b^ his mother's aunt. This step broueht
hun into pen-and-ink contad with old Sir George Repine-
ton who wrote him a stem letter of advice, with a postwript
offenng him a stool in the Repington bank. Charles was
funous and did not reply.

About that time he renewed the friendship with Mr.
Anthony Clare begun m that far-off summer away down in
Devonshire. The latter persuaded him to leave London and
come to Curtain Wells where for a time he lived happily
enough on his small annuity. However, just beforeour
'3*
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ttory opened, he had been hard hit at loo and had raised a
thoimnd guineas by makmg over the interest on his in-
heritance to the fnendly moneylender who advanced the
needed sum. On the top of this came his losses to Vernon,
and now he was stranded indeed.
Therefore the melancholy drizzle of rain suited his

melancholy mood. Of course he could borrow, play again
and perhaps win, but if he should lose he would be in debt
to a friend, a position which he disliked. His father, less

scrupulous in this respeft, was ahvays content to lay himself
under fresh obligations. To Charles, however, something of
the pride which sustains a great financial house had de-
scended through his mother and, prodigal though he was, he
would never borrow money from a friend. Of course a
moneylender was diflFerent, but what security could he
offer i It lo<^ed as if he would have to appeal to his uncle
after all. This alternative was thorou^y odious, and
Charles racked his brains to discover a way out of the diffi-

culties into which he was plung<!d.

In such despondent meditanon he wandered on until the
dancing glare of two large flambeaux, stuck in iron sockets,
caught his attention. He found himself outside the Great
House.

The projed of consulting with the Beau entered his mind,
but St. Simon's struck the hour of ten, and he knew Mr.
Ripple would be retiring to rest, since he was accustomed to
preserve his energy on those nights when he was not called
out to preside over an assembly, rout, or masquerade. At
that moment the two flambeaux, as if to proclaim their
owner's withdrawal from the claims of society, simultaneously
collapsed and strewed Mr. Ripple's fair white steps with
ashes.

The sudden darkness betrayed the opalescent windows of
the Beau's bed-chamber. He had neglefted to draw the
curtains, and on the bUnd his suave shadow disported itself
in preparation for the night and the next morning.

Charles watched the shadow dip giant fingers into mon-
strous pomade pots. Now those fast deepening crowsfeet
'^ were

'
- 1,

t.



I T

I

The Passionate Elopement
wwe bciBf Tigoroiuty rubbed. Now that iwift crearing
neck was being smoothed with slow caressing moremeats.
The wig-block displaced itself in generous shadowj curves.
Now, surely, the shadow's sudden inadion betokened a
contemplation of creeping an.
"And this," thou^t Charles, "is the destmr marked

out for me by Ripple."
He knew if he waited uoon him on the monow, explained

hM rererses, and p.-omised amendment, the Beau would one
day procure for hmi the monarchy of the Wells, but Charles
was not inclined to manipukte the strings of marionettes,
himself suqxnded from a longer cord and dancing for the
amusement of a higher power.

TTie incongruity of the situation, disclosed by the Beau's
vwndow, tickled his sense of humour. There was the
monarch of an artificial kingdom caulking his wrinkles like a
beldame in search of her youth ; there he was, that despotick
kmg who prescribed Chalybeate as the Panacea for all
eartUv ills, m ludicrous terror at the swift fliriit of his
complexion.

There he was, no better than the chief eunuch of a Per-
sian haran with authority over women and the power of
lock and key against intrusive fops.
Yet he was a kindly man and a gentleman. He was

feared and loved, a man whom the worid caUed successful.
Charlei hunsdf liked fine doaths, found talting pleasant,
enjoyed the organization of splendid entertainrnwits, yet
he could not condemn himself to eternal celibacv and
the preservation of hU figure. The restridion ol such an
existence would be unendurable.
You will remember perhaps that in our fint Chapter we

caught Beau Ripple in undignified punuit of a button. We
agreed how rash it was for Gods and Goddesses to discover
their anatomy to mortals, and here is the very &a beine

UM^ *** ^'' ^^'^*' ^^^^* " understudy to

Our hero went on his wav, fortified against one ambition.
Presently he passed by the lodgings of Mrs. Courteen as

'*°
the
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tke door was being opened to let out the Mtellite Moon
and the appropriataly named Tanj. The pur of them
panted on the ttepe to ascertain the sute of the weather
and discuss the several games of ombre which thej had
played for mother-o'-peui connten.
" Oadslile !

" murmured Charles, " Ombre for counters !

Then is great Anna really dead f
"

The eipensire lodgings of the Earl of Vanity towered
above him and he heard my Lord, with a flowered dressing-
gown wrapped about his skinny shanb, d^ g his daughter'sm for bemg so late at dd Mis. Frillface's quadrille party.
Farther down the Crescent was old Mrs. Fnllface'a house,
and Otttnde stood two handsome chairs with the chairmen
fast asleep on the ciishions, soon to be wakened from the frowsy
damask by Mrs. Frillface's bloated footman.
And so on past all the lodgings of Curtain Wells.

There was young Miss Kitcat who was really twenty-nine
and single ovlj because, so they said, no one would marry
her since that a£Fair wiUi Sir Hedor Macwrath, the young.
Nova Scotia Baronet, more than ten years ago. To be sure,

the matter was never rightly explained, and everybody
excused the poor child because her mother never set her the
best of examples, and as for her father, everybodv knew that
he thought of nothing but Mdlle. Dan^boute wno had such
trim anUes and spent so many guineas and even wore the
Kitcat rubies at a Ranelagh supper-party. So Sir Hedor
married the lean heiress of Lord Glew, the chief of the
MacStikkeys, and Miss Kitcat remained young Nfiss Kitcat
for many a long day. There she was, swaying sleepily to the
motion of the chair while now and then hier hair would
catch in a splinter (rf wood as the fint chairman stumbled
over a loose cobble.

There was little Pinhom whose father was a ship's chandler
at Rye, but had made money as fast as money could be
made over the War commissariat ; there he was, strutting
hiune from my Lady Bunbutter% quite inlaid with diMimida,
and Mrith a swinging fob near as big as his own bullet head.

Charles gave him a curt good-night as he pmcd, and
'4* woalered
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woodered to hinuelf how littl« Pinhorn erer dared duUoiM
luckUy the leftu had heard of the meetins and went toremoMtrate with the gdlant Captain.

^ *"* '°

^;
What did you Mr f » aiked the Beau.

« S^fP**^ tMwered the laUor. ^ ^^
Heaven f you than't do to here.*'

'^

.1. uTT*« ^« ^*P*"» ^d his orders and waa ihottWh the heart b the Carthagena bu.ine». pJJ"c«!

Charlei pawed many others whose small histories, could I

i^i'iT' r'^^,^ '^ bookTo^sSir Foeach one he could recall some unsavoury episode, some mean
«*SSn J^f "V**** V^

^*~ contemp7ble. '

*°

'OddsIife,»» thought Charies, «wm ever Societv socomxpt so insincere, so entird/damnable?"
^

,

By this tune he was back in the High Street after a lonearcmt. and ust as he was thinking ofcro^» Jhe rii tS
reach ^^BhuBoar and bed, he no*ti?^TSSdle was^uri-
'"!.

'fjf^
bopkseUer^s Httle back pariour.

"™
lU mqmre after the sale of my poems." he decidedand without more ado hammered loi^fTdie dLr^ the

t2'iJ:Tlf^ '° *"^*' ^^^ ^" coitinuou. rappiMs,

«

^^:!^^^}^^n« "*° ^'^ • premature stoop an^lclSth"

"A mendicant poet," cried Charles,

to AaST"^'
"^""""* ^' ^^^-^-*^ »». P«P-ring

;;
Come, Mr. Virgin, you'U open to me, Charles Lovely »

?

hu.^A ?' ^'- ^^'^^» «° *^*r I'n» very busy-very

i>'^^"oftusinLT'
""^^' "^'^ ' -» - busyWi;

• So much the better," cried Charles jumping up to

smite
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•mite the limboMd that huna orer the door till it iwunc
round on tti hinges with a rattle and a squeak.

Now don't be rou|h, Mr. Loyely. Pre had the l«dy'i
face reoainted. Tii beautifully done, Mr. Loyely. Do
took. Can 70U see f 'Mr. Paul Vir«n. BookMUerand
Pubhaher. At the Sign of the ^^jimii.^*'

PAaw
!
» laid Chnlei. " Will you open to me, or I'U

turn the woman into a w 1

"

" ^ .'"PP*** yo« «««t hare vour way, but oddicodi,
indeed I m momtroua buay. Oh ! Mr. Lovely, I am 10
biw, you wouldn't beliew."
With thU final protest, the old young man slowly drew

^^f™** °' "** °°®' •*»<* *Bowed Mr. Lovely to step inside.

iTr" ?*• • """^J' "**^ *" *^* "^^P •*»<* *^« shelves of
calf-bound volumes seemed alive in the uncertain flame of
the candle. The counter was heaped high with volumes and
on the floor lay gigantick tomes bound in jaundiced vellum
covers.

Lovely followed the foxy-faced ro- . 'nto the back parlour
whjch m addition to tht general mu» .aess of the premises
had a rank odour of printer's ?nk and newly struck proofs.

I am so busy, Mr. Lovely. Mr. Antique Burrowes'
great work on the Abbeys of England and Wales must posi-
tively appear before the publick next week; the subscrip-
tion hsts are filled up, and we expeft a very favourable re-
ception, and so we ought, for the woodcuts are beautiful
Look at this one, Mr. Lovely—this is Glastonbury—the
Abbot s Kitchen. What a place just for one man ! Ah •

those monks : what bellks they had."
Charles scarcely glanced at the proof.
" Very proper," he said, " and what about my poems ? "
Ah

!
you ahvays have your joke, Mr. Lovely. That's

always the way with poets—they wiU have their jokes just
when I'm so busy too," said Mr. Virgin sidling across the

bSJrf8*°
* '^'" ^ °^ **^**" ^^^ "^ y^^tOMA marble

u ^e^ ™*'*'' ***^' ^*'* *^** months \
"

"One, Mr. Lovely. One copy. You see it entered."
'^^ "Who



Ehptmmi

ThMe WM SigMxr

Twoff. now

"W]|OfrMthtpttKllM«, ^
great indifferaice. " Not • ladr, I

'^Ha, ha, vott poew ao food ol
and poati lUwafi iika tha mmm
AmoitMo, d>e know him \ Tha iuwiih xwne. now
•mging ererjr night at Vatahall—he Mad to buy aQ mv boob
about the ladiM. But, prar excuie my chatter, Mr. Lorely.
I m sure I oughtn't to be talking, jutt when I'm ao buay too
I^meiee,whowaithepuichaMiu-4a»| here it ia—ft wa»

" Courteen i " Charlei let lUp in hit eagarnaH

« V^'^ 'v^^ '
" J*«lM^ the foiTwiKed bookaeUer,

Ha-ha i You muit keep your love-aecreta better *han
that. No, it wan't Min " he punued.
" Oh !" mid Charle. coldly. *^^
"It wai Sir George Repington—I remember now^-he

wrote from the NortL"
"Sir George Repington?" exclaimed Charlei, comge^wipmed. *^Humph! I wish him joy of mj

"Oh, no doubt he'U like them or he wouldn't have lent
.11 that way fw them. WeU I weUI .ome men are mighty
whuuKal m their taitet, and there'* no denying that people
do read TerMs." ^ ^

"^rT^\ ^^ ^***'^*' " ^ ^^ »« the taste is not an
extended one I

"

" Well I you mustn't compUin. You had two hundred
taken by subscnption and half a dozen copies sold to casual
purchasers. You won't lose a vast deal over the publication."

No," said Charles, " you wouldn't like that ?

"

" No, indeed I shouldn't, sir, I take a pride in the success
of my clients. So did my father, sir, and he became an
aldennan of this town, though he was a native of Exeter."

1 take It, then, you are not prepared to offer a sum of
monnr on account of a new vdume ?

"

" Ho-ho
!
" Uughed Mr. Virgin, " what a droU gentleman

you are to be sure. You will have your joke, and don't seem
to regard how busy I am."
'44 "Very

my
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J^J,
well, ii,,- «dd Clurlei. " I'M wiih you . good

" G9U night, Mr. Lovely, good night, At. When I'm
not w bwjr perhapi. another time, I'll be moit h«ppy to talk
orer your—ahem—literary projeai."
Mr. Virginheld up the candle to light Mr. Lovely through

the shop. The rayi happened to £aU on a pile of alim
volume! repoung on the counter.

JAh, tia a great pity you can't write verM like that."
Joemi \ laid Mr. Lovely in accenu of incredulity.

.«J
»>« •wf-poenu, butiuch poema,—lampooni, iquilM,jnd paaquinade. Ti. a Satire on the charVS« ol th^

tKJL k
"^^ *i".«*f^ «^r teU me. but oddKoda, 'taa run

through mne ediaona m aa maiy weeb. Now, if yiur namewaa Lively, air. inatead of Lovely."
^

"Mr. Virgin I"
^

»i.;l^**- **M*""i: ^' \ "***° '"» '^ yo» ""W write aome-thing aunilar about the viaiton to Curtain WeU«."" You'd publish it ?
"

"WeU, perhaps that's going too far, but I would «ve itmy very best attention."
wuuia give it

the'S!*' ^°**^ '"^^*'" ""* ^^*'^'' ^'"' °"* '^*°

On hia way home, he saw the Exquisite Mob and tiae
Exquisite Mob-master grouped before a satirist ; and verv

^?n!Sa!r:n?Se52:°""'"'^
^'^^' "^^^ ^^'^ ^^-^

That la how Mr. Charles Lovely wt down to indite

CUR7AIN POLLS
severely lashed

by a

Curtain Rod.

HS

11

l,luBi>^-



Chapter the Sixteenth

THE CHINESE MASQUERADE
THE Chinese Muquerade was the outstanding event of

early Spring at Curtain Weils. It was the quint-
essence of refined affeaation, the great fount in

which many tributary delights found their source. More-
oTcr, in its charader there was a national significance. It
was not held merely to emphasize the importance of being
senoiMly amused ; it was not one of many entertainments
Mcred to Epicurus ; it did not serve to commemorate the
fleetmgness of life ; it was no Burial Service with a ritual of
flung roseleayes and spilt w-ne. The Chinese Masquerade
of Curtain Wells was some ing far more grand than any
of these, bemg a great national ad of homage to the beverage
of Tea. Of old, Bacchus was saluted in Samothrace, and
the festival of wine was celebrated with aU the absence of
restraint that might be expefted from the past. Nymphs
raved. Satyrs danced, and garknded leopards jigged to one
wild inspiration. Phrenzy footed it ; troop followed troop,
broke and dissolved in flashes of white limbs when Dionysus
of the sly smile and rosy cheeks bewitched thousands with his
strange madness. In faft, the whole aflFair was an intolerable
concession to Nature. At Curtain WeUs you saw the cen-
turies at work. There the Bacchantes were corseted and
hooped to pnmn«s ; the Satyrs had high red heels for hoofs,
silken breeches for the fur of goats. Instead of velvety
leonards that used to amble over tuffets of fragrant thyme'
each with a hussy astride his supple back, went greasy cLir-
mcn m lurching escort of dowagers and misses. Dionysus
himself was changed. He had kept his sly smile and rosy
cheeks, but his vme wreaths were become ruffles and ties
'^ whUc
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whUe hii body glittered, not with youth and health and
unmortaLiihr, but with paate bucUei and brooches and aoli-

*f^^-
Th« crathingcymbaU of Thrace found a thin echo in

the dehcate tinkle of tea-spoons and frail sounds of porcehun.
To be sure, the whole of the diflFerence between the worship
of Wme and the worship of Tea was expressed by the faft
that to honour the former, society took off its doaths, whereas

'"?J n*°^^^"** ^* latter, all the world dressed itself up.
Mr. Ripple wore above his suit of amber a robe r«sembling

a golden dressing-gown. He was the Gold Mandarin,
decorated with dragons, taU pagodas, flowers and fireworb.
Ihe Blue Mandarin, whose robe concealed the pearl-grey
suit of Mr. Charles Lovely, seemed as he moved across the
room hke a blue garden, so many small landskipt wrought in
axure sUb trembled in the folds of his garment: Only these
two officers of the Pageant were privileged to remain un-
masked. The rest of the company wore yellow vizards
whose pamted evebrows soared at a celestial angle over eye-
slits, ait dmondwise. The general effeft was of animatedMmg laughing, jesting, talking, and dancing with the lacker
cabinets that were used to contain it.

The ballroom had pagodas in each of the comers where
the children of the Exquisite Mob dressed to a more exaft
rephca • of the farthest Orientals, nodded and peeped and
chirped die austere maxims of Confucius without the
slightest idea of their meaning, but all convinced that it was
extremely diverting to partake of a grown-up entertain-
ment, and far better to drink real tea out of real cups in a
delighttul palace of their own, than to play with acorns and
ditchwater m the mildewed Dorick summer-house at the
head of the Park avenue.

Chinese lanterns bobbed on golden wires slung from wall
to waU whttice the gUt mirrours with the wax candles of the
West had aU been removed. This Eastern light softened the

• Tk—

.

mingled

older Folhefc Betides, head-dresses were too elaborate toKrined
tor tiie sake of one entertainment

H7
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mingled huM ti bhe and gold to a gOKeow moving twili^t
stained hj the after^ow of nmaet. AH akog the odea of
the baUroom were placed for aetia q«cer timted animab,
winged dragona, iquat bnmzea, Chiaeae geaat» monkm and
pamti in cnuk uiadea of ereen and venidlkm, while at
•uitable interrala were set litde houses to contain two
penons. These were intended to encourage the intimate
amenities tA polite cooTeraation.
Outside in the Rococo ckiiter unknown flowers expanded

and curious fruits ripened br lanten^ig^t ; and thou^ the
flowers were made oi lia^n oippcd in scent, ther serred yttj
well to phick and offer to a mask«d fair and as for the fruits,
they were all fiHed with comfits. FinaUr, here and there,
smcAing sandal-wood torchea lent a remote perfume to the
Mise en Sctoe, and curled in scented wreaths wout the motley
forms of the masqueradeia. To say truth, the Eastern
veneer was more than usually superficial, even for a veneer.
The result of the attempt to secure reality c»Iy accentuated
the difference between East and West : still the hitter en-
joyed making bdieve so far as it consorted with true gentility,
and it may venr easily be understood that notUag bw was
permitted by the BritiA Nation in the eighteenth Various
century of Christian civilization.

This was the fim masked ball that had been held since
Phyllida grew enamoured of Mr. Francis Vernon, so she
made no doubt he would avail himself ci the opportuni^ to
be present. As soon as the Exquisite Mob was aasembled (at

half-past seven o'dod: precisdy, becauae it waa considered
vulgar to be kte) there was a aolemn drinking of tea, no
mere handing round of teacups and saucers, but a far more
impressive ritual, invented to mark the occasion with due
importance.

The Gold Mandarin seated himself (m an ivory ctool whose
daw legs were fretted with diminutive fblii^e, temples and
flying birds. This was set on a small platform draped with
broideries at the foot of which was an axurc vdvet cushion
where, with crossed legs, sat the Blue Mandarin.
Mr. Ripple dapped his hands twico to f«»mwHt|d the

148 entrance
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entnnee of the Procenion of Tea. Fim walked two
muaidaiu tlowlv tapping gongs shaped Uke uucers with
large spoons. These were followed by six children with
nodding porcelain Mandarins whose tongues trembled in and
out of tiieir surprized mouths. Then came the bearer
of the Caddj^Hi magnificently decorated specimen of lacker-
work. On either side of the Caddy was borne a IJankin
jar full of milk. Finally, a hwkcr uUe on wheels, overhung
by a frinsed canopy that prote6ted an enormous bowl of rarest
Ming whither odorous vapours ascended from the flowery
liquid, was pushed along in slow and rereiend state.
The company opened its lanb to allow the procession a

way untU it stopped before the Gold Mandarin's ivory
throne. The Bean at once descended, dipped a diminutive
teacup into the bowl, xxxk three sips and nghed rapturously
The sa porcelaia Mandarins were set nodding with re-
doubled vigour, gongs boomed from the topmost windows
of the pagodas, and the procession re-formed and passed
into the upper room, whither the assembled company followed
It m order to drink in turn from teacups filled at the sacred
fountain.

In Ae crudi. Phyilida, who was wearing a gown faint
blue hke the Match sky, fdt her sleeve pulled gently by a

. . "^ "* **'^y fwm«rt. She recognized Uie pointed
white fingers and whLpered * Amur.'

ni2S!^°^ ""^J^ *»"** *» ""*»«**« «l«»ce, but presently
PhyUida succeeded m conveying her cup of tea to the
ontsfarts of the crowd and hurried through a corridor to
a «de-door opening into the cloister where she waited
for her lover's approach. In a minute he was sitting beride

She turned to him delightedly.

," Dear Amor I this will be the first ball that I shaD have
truly enjoyed.**

lliis sutement scatcdy did justice to the many pleasant
hoMS she had spent to the sound of BJdles, homs, and

" Why was my charmer absent yesterday ? The Maze was
'^ prodigiously

^1
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prodigioiwljr dull without the sweet Nymph who Wei to
haunt its verdurous ways/'
" Oh ! Amor, we are discovered."
" Faith, is that so ? " remained Vernon, without any

apparent concern.

"Mr. Rijpple told my mother I was conversing with a
gentleman for one hour and a half by the clock."
" Interfering dancing-master I

"

"And yesterday I wu sent to match a ribband quite
impossible to match; I'm sure 'twas done to keep me
employed and when I heani eleven chime, I could bear it
no longer, but almost ran towards Curtain Garden, and on
my way the Beau beckoned me to come in and, pray don't
be angry, dear Amor, he was so vastly kind that I told him
your name."

«| Here's a pretty state of aflFairs," muttered Vernon.
" He asked me to present you to him to-night, and vowed

we should be wed in June."
" Gadslife I I hope you sent him about his business ?

"
"Not exaaiy," said Phyllida, "indeed he was so good-

natured that I promised—at least I half promised to do so."
"Confusion take him," swore Vernon, "for a prating,

meddlesome, tailor-made gentleman. Harkee ! PU not
have myself.discussed by Mr. Horace Ripple. I dare swear
he patted vour hands, eh ? called you his pretty dear, made
old man's love, eh ? A plague on his impudence !

"

Phyllida shrank from her lover's wrath.

V* Indeed, sir, I vow he did nothing of the kind. He
behaved with some of that propriety for which I could wish
in my Amor." Phyllida remembered a young woman
talking something like this in the fint volume of The Fair
Inconstant. Vernon could not keep back a smile. "I
doubt I'm not inclined to hear you farther."
Vernon began to chuckle.
" And let me tell you, sir, your behaviour becomes you

very ill, and moreover I told him your name, and the milk's
spilt, and 'tis useless to cry over spilt milk as all the world
knows."

»SO A
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A tear-drop trembled in each comer of Phyllida'a eyes,

making them seem more clearly blue, as crystals that sur-
round great sapphires enhance their htrnty.

** Sweet indiscretion/' began Vernon, who having been
politick enough to conceal hu true name, could afford to be
generous.

A very faint sob was the sole response.
" Nay, prithee, dear one," he continued, catching hold of a

tremulous hand, "let's have nc quarrels at our first ball;
I bear you no m^flice."

** I should never have told him, had I been ashamed of
you,*' she interrupted.

"Just so, adorable creature, but since we had resolved
to keep our affair secret, and since we were agreed that stden
meetings, like stolen fruit, taste the sweetest, I was surprized
to hear you had told every one."
" I did not tell any one."
" But, my angel, you did."
" Not until I was forced. Tis very well for you. You're

a man of fashion and independence, and I'm a young woman."
" Incontestable truth !

"

" Now you're being satirical, and I vow I detest sarcasm.
Indeed, I think it has all been a mistake, and 111 go back
to Hampshire to-morrow, and you may go back to your
Haymarket."
" Very well, madam, since you dismiss my suit, I will go

back to my Haymarket. It may be vastly diverting for you,
madam, to break a man's heart. You, secure in the verdant
meads and—«r—meadows of the county of Hampshire, you,
wandering among fields of daffadillies, at peace, beneath a
summer sun."
" Daffadillies don't grow in the summer."
"Alas! madam, I am ignorant of these pastoral de-

lights."

This was perfe£Uy true since Mr. Vernon's mother was a
lady who thought a bough-pot in Air Street worth the
finest estate in the Kingdom.
" I," he continued, " have lived my life in cities, and

'5' though

m
it'*
f I

V ; i
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thoogli I have often lioped to hear the cuckoo wake me at
dawn, tia retv evident I muat for ever bid farewell to such
vam dreami.'*

•^^^ ?J'*
V«"<»» ""^ J»«d inherited connderable hi«-

tnomck abihtjr on the female tide, contrived to get an eflFeaive
break mto his usually smooth enunciation.
"But I don't want to auarrd for ever," protested PhyUida.
Mr. Vernon turned his head away, probably to hide a

" For my part," she went on, "I should be very willing to
live always as we are living now."

" My angel !
"

"But since the world is so censorious and seems to concern
Itself with every ununportant young woman's affairs. I
thought—I thought "

"You thought a wedding would put a stop to scandal.How httle you know the world. Why! madam, a hasty
weddmg would set people's tongues wagging at once. Come,
come, pay no attention to old Ripple. He knows my name.
If he chuse, he can seek me out. I warrant I shall hear no
more about it."

" But we shall be watched."
"Then we'll change our trysting-place. At any rate,

prithee, let us enjoy to-night." Here Mr. Vernon put on
Ills mask and takme off his gown resumed it inside outDo you see, dear charmer, I am both porceUin and lacker,
so that no one wiU be able to say you prefer the one to the
other. HariK

! the fiddles have beguur-let's so and step
our first gavotte together."

*^

Phyllida took his arm and they returned to the ballroom.
TJe vizards made all the faces appear fixed and wooden and
Miss Courteen could not help looking very often at Mr.
Charles Lovely who was sitting cross-legged on his azure
cushion and, in contrast to the rest of the masquerade, was
pJamly a man. Once she fancied she caught his eye, and
whtt he came up and asked her to honour his arm for the
third gavotte^ she knew she had not been mistaken. Mr.
Vernon silently relinqmshed his partner.
'^* "Who



The Chinese Masquerade
** Who wu vour late Vis k Vis ? " Charles inquired. «

I

beg jrour pardon," he added as he saw Phyllida hesitate,
** my mannen grow as barbarick as my costume."
He had noticed with devout jealousy that Miss Courteen's

fingers reposed a moment longer than was necessary upon
that sattin forearm.
" How did you discover me ? " she asked with frank

interest.

" Twas not difficult."
" Bui masked as I am ?

"

" I did not regard your mask—I saw your eyes."
Phyllida was conscious of a blush and a faint quickening

of the pulses, all over her body. There was certainly some-
thing very satisfadioiy in such a compliment. It was genuine
moreover, for indeed he had discovered her through the dis-
torted yellow vizard which concealed her roses.

Presently the dance began, and, though Ph^ida liked
every moment of it, she could not help observing Amor, half
buried in the greenery of an alcove and, as it seemed to her,
forbidding too keen a pleasure.

Charles found it difficult to extraft from his partner
more than the ordinary small talk of ballrooms, and as she
became more and more absent-minded during the progress
of the dance, he let her go at the end of it without a very
valiant attempt to detair her for the next. Presently he
saw her join a blue mask and lose herself in the flickering
throng. Last time he had remarked particularly that her
Vis i Vis wore brown and gold, yet the two figures were alike
in movement and gesture and he could swear the hands were
identical. It was the same without a doubt. Charles bit
his nails with vexation, and fretted confoundedly.
" My dear boy, my dear Charles, pray do not gnaw your

fingers. Narcissus admired himself, 'tis true, but without
carrying his devotion to cannibality."

Charlea turned to the well-known voice of Mr. Ripple.
A thousand pardons, dear Beau, I was vexed by a trifle.T^ mM^uerade comports itself with tolerable success."

*• I think so^" the Beau replied, adjusting his monocle and
^^ gazmg

'»

U' 'i»-"

M
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pzing criticaUy tt hit lubjeai. " I certtinlF think .o. but

i*?J*T*^"*'?^ mind until the Grand Minuet hat con-

wm «.?« «f
««rt*«m«t, ret eren io, I do not think you

Ch^JS-S^gh^.^"^ "'^^ "^ extremitie.."

Bel^«?S!»*t^P^**'^''''y««^J^'«^-" AgiintheBeau ezammed hit puppeta.

««'l?^*
^"5**** of amuaement certainlv weigha very lightly

?^ r*r*r'*.?^'^ ' wmetimea Ley! dete^a SSe
c^W ^^ *

ielf-conaaouaneai in their movementa. Icould wiah for a l«a anaoua grace, a leM ordered abandon.My monocle which diminiahea their aize, diminiahTS
importance

; and I muat confeaa that the motion of dancin«.
f one regarf. the Eniemble, appcara to me nothing leaa than

rnn.i2^*
However, do not fet my cynical attitSde provecontMioua-I have watched ao many dancea."

rv 1 ^Ti •" r¥°« ^°' ™* to ""cceed you," aaid

fi^Stor."
"***

'
^'- ^PP^'* ^ ^" "^" intended for

„«r
' ^*«^*,«»"87 to keep me in office long enough to letyou grow older. Come, come, Charlea, ad^t the*carL I

^^B^f1'*"^'
many more de^rving young men."

u ?5* ^ ^^* ?*?i*>^» ^««lin8«» d«irea, ambitiona."
All very auitable," commented the Beau, "till vouglow ured of veraifying Ufe. We write poetiy? Charie^^?n

order to improve our proae."
*-»"«», m

« ?f"*
™*» ^te poetry to the end."

UiuaUy a bitter end; but, indeed, I would not ffoad^u mto accepting my offer. Have^ drama., SeC
?^a7: ?P?i^JSf ^^ *° ^"P^^ <=°»»it the thouiwidand one fooliah aftjons that will afford you a moral occupa-tion for your middle age."

occupa

" What would that be ?
"

"A leiaurely repentance."

the* fiiwo^ ^" '^^ *^* '"*"*^ ivinCdox^ into ailk like

tha'nm5 P^^*"'
*°^ 1^.'* "^ » °*°" ^""We excrementthan most f You are .tJl devouring the tender shoota of the

* mulberry



The Chinese Mcuquerade
molbenx tree j I am already in the cocoon and shall
down to pocteritr as a venr reptttable moth Touched
cenotaph in St. Simon's Chordi, Curtain Wells,

go

n
for by

Sir, I doubt thejr wiU new say ofmc MTire le loi I
'

*»

w- ^..'^•^'^••^•««* By the way, do you know a
Miss PhyUida Courteen ? Her mother, a widow whose
charms are as ample as her dowry, is lodging in the Crescent."

Charles was taken aback for a moment.
" I beliere I hare met her once or twice at Assemblies."

• * At any rate, you know her by si»ht."

••OhyesI"rM>liedourhero.
" Now, I wonder whether you could pick her out from

this multitude of masb."
Charles at once perceived the subjed of the question.
"She is standing over there by the second pillar and

^*T?S!i
*° * """^ "* pored—no, in kcker. That's strange."

What is strange \ " inquired Mr. Ripple nuldly.
"Nothing—a hmtem effea," Charles explained.
Surely he could not be mistaken in those taper fingers.

Moreover, they were familiar to him. Where could he
have seen them ?

" So that is Miss Courteen," said the Beau, looking at
her very intently. " Yes, now that you have pointed her
out, I certainly seem to recognize her. Who is her Vis iVn ?

"

u S** ' ^^ °®* know," said Charles rather gloomily.
Then, pray, be so good-natured as to make an attempt

to ascertain and you'll oblige me monstrously. Or stay
—perhaps I had better inquire myself."
Mr. Ripple, observing that Mr. Lovely looked somewhat

melancholy, patted him on the shoulder.
" Don't look so fuU of disapprobation, Charles. Inquisi-

tiveness, with ordinary men and women, is a breach of good
manners: with kings, it is a condescension. Dear mel
how tune runs !" the Beau continued, tripping from an
epiKam to a truism. « I wiH leave you to superintend

I be
»**''' ^*nces. Let them be as Oriental as possible.

H5 With

•11B-- - -..aSifc..'



Tig Pa$iionat$ Elopemtnt
With this admonition rhit Great little Man thwadad

hii vnj through the Exquisite Mob.
Charlei d—-d the country dances rery detontlr. He

was not enioying the evvninf at all, and wished 1m were
sitting m the cosjr firelight of the Bhu Bosr, lulled br the
whispers of playing cards, shuffled and dealt. Where could
he raise that two hundred pounds he owwl Venon t Ver-
non—br G. . . ! now he recognized those taper fiageri.
VemonI they belonged to Vernon, he could swear to them.
Too often had he watched their delicate harrestiag of his
guineas. He began to fret more than ever. Snddsalr he
noticed that embody was looking in his direaioo. and
became aware that time was indeed running and the moment
for the Countrr Dances had arrivec?

,,.^f^7^«
M'- Ripple •««ched in rain for Phyflida and a

Vis a Vis in brown and gold.
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Chapter the Seventeenth

THE GRAND MINUET OF CATHAY

THE Country Dances of these powderouflf Orientals
were so truly inappropriate to the celebration that
thmr almost succeMed in convincing by sheer want

of fitness. Pi£hire to yourselves two hundred Uue and
golden marionettes jiggins to 5if R$gtr i» CwtrUy or bob-
bing to Ctmt Lassti and Lais. There was Merry England
underneath this hugger musger of yellow masb, jret the
sustained motion was decidedly Eastern. Hands across,

back to back, right hand, left hand—each change of attitude
was marked by a crashing gong ; and he who sounded this

barbaridt instrument was Mr. Charles Lovelv. He stood
upon a tripod of ebony quite high enough for a hero of

comedy, as I am sure you will admit.

As soon as his proconsulate was over, he jumped from
the pedestal and, once more assuming our poor humanity,
toapit desperately for Mr. Vernon and Miu Phyllida

Courteen.

And now the ^reat ballroom was cleared. The Exquisite

Mob refreshed itself not with chopsticks, but with two
pron^ forks and stout-handled knives. Nor was the fare

ascetick rice, but pies of mutton, rounds of beef, custards,

gay jei^'fis and dappled puddings. In the ballroom the
attendants busily ran hither and thither in preparation for

the Grand Minnet of Cathay. Four pagodas guarded four
comers ; little bridges spanned little riven of blue sUk. There
^v«re miniature groves tnat shielded queer little Oiinese gods
and goddesses, while here and there were temples with crooked
rool^ hnng round with silver bells destined to be jingled at
set momciits ol this iacompanUe minuet. High up near

iS7 the

I



ir-K .L'

'le

Vi.

TAe Passionate Elopement
Um ceiliii^ uDong th« iwiadnf Uatenu one mw the peaked«K« of fun: Ut« ittiafbnignhr dowiu FIiuUt Inthew centie of tlie room was a nnall fbuntain with a pond aU
about It ol ml water, itajred wttli white water lilicf on the
highest j«t of which a little god, iaflated b^ aiTFaed to

^? ^•**^'*J?" ^' ^ ^••"- Mr-WpplJHadiSbeen
able to find Mm Conrteen and wat interrupted in hii search
byac^toinspeathesceneoftheRSnnet. Gogwassent
to fetch Mr. Lorelx and presentlj the Gold Mand*- and
the Blue Mandarin were stepping over each bridr o :r .«
from each pagoda, Mntlx trying the bells, ler iin5> i hit
touch to the nra of silk and coming to a standsull u- lien^
admiration of the dancing water-sod.
"I think." said Mi. Rippl«, "we may vent ...

the Mmuet of Cathay.*'
" I think BO," said Mr. Lovely as he cast ». ;ck f

direaion of every entrance in turn.
" I could not find Miss Courteen," said thv lifx

you had better luck i
**

Lovely hesiuted a moment.
"No,^' he said finally.

The Beau looked at him a moment.
*' I cannot imagine who this Amor can be. He is not

down m my list."

" Amor I " inquired Charles, somewhat too suddenly," IS his name Amor ?
" '

" So the young lady informed me, when we considered the
situation together. 1 perceive you know him."
"Indeed, sir, I am acquainted with no one of that

name."

»!i^
never imagined you were," repKed the Beau testUy.Tu too plamly a Nom d'amour; but 111 wager you are

able to extraa a personality from this pseudonym."
" Nay, indeed, I

» '^ '

" Very well," said the Beau, cutting him short, «' there is
no more to be said," and he turned away to order a burly

?/*'S*i^"® °° **" decorated occasions was wont to assist
Mr. Balhatchett the butcher, to sound the gong of invitation.
'5* While
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The Grand Minuet of Cathay
Who* tht huge taQen iiutnuntnt boomtd • diapaMn

Uut thmtraed more Uum it cajoled, Ouriet wOiide^tdil

?f r!t B.T <o,««c«aI hit knowledgt of Mr. Amor's
identitj. Ripple had obTiouil^ not bcliered him and was
moreorer Terjrjentttire to anjr concealment on the part of
Hi* robJeOi. He, ai hi« own lubaltem, waa eR>ecially bouad
to mdulge tlui foible. Betides, what good fiad he done ?
thouAt Obarles. Not much indeed, for toon Ripple would
certainly find out the whole affair. He ought to teU
lum aU he btew. Ripple would ad for the bett and close
tHe Fump Room against the intruder. It would be kill or
cure.

But just as he was upon the point of informing the Great
little Man, our hero remembered he owed Vernon two
hundred pounds. O resolute hero I Be quick to mount
your ebony pedestal or wc shall think jrou no better than a
walking Bentleman.

TTxe Exquisite Mob of crimped and corseted Orientals
began to saunter back from supper, and the debate between
Honesty and honour was adjourned to a more meditative
opportunity. By thit hour of the evening most of the Masks
were tolerably sure of each other's identity, and though it
was an acknowledged custom of the Chinese Masquerade as
opposed to other masked balls that all vizards thould beM^m from door to door, the Grand Minuet of Cathay
afforded much tcandalout talk for the t -ling days, all the
more potent because a convention of anonymitywas sedulously
mamtamed. It was not surprizing that intrigue thould
flourish at a dance where half the company was hidden formany momenta at a stretch. The Minuet lasted a whole hour.
It reproduc«^ in the various side-figures many emotions.
It was a hundred dances in a grand Ensemble. The musick
was now courtly, now passionate: sometimes it clanged in
larbanck mterludes of noise : lometimet but three or four
ilutoi twittered above the plath of the fountain.
Over the bndget pattered the dancen : in and out of the

duninutive grovet twinkled their tcarlet heels. Now a
couple twayed in a tutionaxy boat on a motionless river

:

'59 now



The Passionate Elopement
now at the topmoit windu/^ of a pagoda, cambrick hand-
kerdiief and painted bai kept time to the tunc The Gold
Mandarin lived in a golden honse beaide the fountain and,
if he choie, could lire a century of aound and perfume in
that frurant hour of dancing. Far away at the other
comer of the room lived the Blue Mandarin in a imall house
at the foot of a unall volcano that ceaadeaily puffed out
douda of incenae. Wherever you went in that strange dance
of dances some new delight assailed your senses.
Here, before a temple hung with nlver bells, a doxen of

these bhie and gdden dolls moved with grace and predsion
through many variations of the Minuet. They would carry
away with them that night no more than a memory of bells
and stately movement by the rosy light of many lanterns.
Purged of all feeling save for corred gesture, the vizards
seemed no more alive than their mirroured counterparts that
moved with equal grace upside down in the polished floor of
pfquet.
But step oyer one of these bridges where false white

flowers hang in scented dusters : go softly through that
Bonbon grove, and there in an alcove fretted to the sem-
blance of wrought ivory, you shall see two masb that are
enraptured beneath a white moon-lantern, tracing the
mdody with long caresses. In one of these fandful resorts,
sat Vernon and Phyllida making love among the shadows,
as in pain and dainty quartetts the dancers darkened the
carved portal when they passed. For Phyllida, the Assembly
Rooms had been snatched up by some powerful magician
and set down in a land of Ombres Chinoises. Many a time
had she sat in the theatre and watched these silent black
and wtite tragedies and comedies. Now she had joined
that whimsical procession which capers across the draughty
sheet. She recalled a particukr entertainment of tlds
charader last December. First the Columbine had pirouetted
across and made a light phantastick entrance into the sha.^ow
of the house at the extreme comer. Presently came the
Pierrot with a kntem swaying atop of a tdl pole. Up and
down the sheet he had danced with incredible agility, until a
*^

Pulcinello



The Grand Minuet of Cathay
Pulcinello ahook his bells from the window of the house, and
he floated away gathering giant size as he went. Then came
Harlequin, dancing almost more beautifnllx than Pierrot,
and a quiet murder was done in the laurel shadows round
the house. Pierrot by dead and Harlequin, the elim and
debonair assassin had donned his vizard : Columbine wept
a while until the lights were turned Tip, when ererybody
agreed that the whole performance yr» in the best of taste
and vasthr well executed.

PhjrlUda came to herself and found Mr. Vernon gazing
steadily at her with his ydvet eyes, all the more disconcert-
ing set almondwise in the Chinese mask. She shuddered.
To say truth, this exotick minuet of strange perfumes and

processions, was not the sanest amusement for a maid who
should have lived always among the roses. The heat was
growing intolerable, and still her loverwith persistent, regular
motion bewitched her hand as it lay in his.

TTie dancers passed and repassed them as they sat in
artificial dusk. Phyllida began to hate them when they
fluttered their fans and handkerchiefs. They were sickly
things these dancers—crotchets and quavers and semiquavers
who had captured the semblance of humanity, who breathed
and bow'ed and capered, merely because musick had conjured
them into existence. Suddenly an amazing clangour of
gongs and cvmbak waked her ccMnpletely from the fever into
which she had beoi flum?, and, waking, she found herself
encircled by her lover's arms, his eyes burning into hers and
his hps, all that was left alive by the stolid vizard, eager to
meet her own.
« DonV she gasped. "Don't. I hate you, I hate you

when you do that."
" Nay, ray angd must not be so prudish. Come, kiss me
J[°"'^

°^ ^^ *"** '^''^ 8^°P ^o Gretna Green next

Phyllida still repulsed him.
" To Gretna Green," he went'on. " Drawn by a pair of

cream-coloured horses, in a chaise all citron silk and rosy
sattin with my PhyOida plunged into th« loftest cushions
'^^ i »I»d

I'll
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and her Amor to love her so fondly while trees and milestones
fly past."

Vernon inherited much talent from his mother, and as he
breathed his persuasions in the most refined modulations of
intensity, half looked over his shoulder, for au audience.

" My Phyllida, your lips are soft as moths."
"Don't, Amor, don't."
" Soft u little moths that in wet garden paths brush the

cheeb with feathery wings."
" Release my hand, detestable Amor. I will sit here no

longer to be tortured by your boorishness."
" But why will you repulse me ? you love me ? We are to

be wed almost at once. Why were you willing to sit in this
dark comer, unless for the charms of love ?

"

Tht Minuet was drawing to a close. Long since the
musick had departed into wilder channels. This was now
no courtly measure, but a barbarick medley of noise, fit for
trumpets of India, cymbals of Ethiopia, and the hollow
booming of drums that affright wrecked pirates in the green
swamps of Madagascar.
Vernon stood up and drew Phyllida closer.
" By G , child, you madden me with your prettiness.

Come, I swear you shall kiss me before the end of the dance.
You shall, by G you shall !

"

Miss Phyllida Courteen, all swansdown and blushes in our
first chapter, is scarcely recognizable now. She is growing
old fast. She is kindling the faggots that will warm her chill
old age.

But still, though passion tugged at her heart strings, the
school-miss, the older Eve before the Fall, made her struggle
against knowledge.
" I hate you, I hate you like this. Let me go, sir, let me

go !

"

With a sudden effort, she escaped from his arms, and he,
plunging back at the same moment, struck the frail summer
house of ivory so that it toppled over in front of the Blue
Mandarin who was crossing a bridge over a silken stream that
flowed in the dire^on of his little house beneath the minia-
i<5* ture



The Grand Minuet of Cathay

m^U^TLc^A ?,°°^.\8^«^* ^" ««^ with £r.^

l«Tb theti? r"* ^'^ ^^^ ^°"«*« ««d wa. quick?loit m the gold and azure company. With careleas air Mr

InST kS^ '
-tood for a moment petrified upon the ridicu-

tn^!,"!!T ^ opDortunitjr to probe Mr. Vernon, or rather

Ripple who would certainly probe him deep enough Th«e

WK .A' ^^ "^l^^"^
•** *^ co«tume was reversible

^^?n .rrT^i
-•'*?«°70« Society, .hould not be back-

^^2^^ .? T^ had not «:rupled to owe money tothMe whom ^ey denounced as dangerous to the StateCharltt took a ttep forward.

wa. a""'«,urt"^'I:ri"'^?
^'"^ 1'*"*""^™^ ^^°«« handle

^-TJL,3. ^^'^ ^"^' ^-^« « ^- of the

nJl,!^*^!!*^'"
'*''^

Y*'"°'*' """« from his knees, not at aUpmurued -.pparendy by the accusation.
' ^

!«, went oo tlM ftue Mandarin. Prav let mir K-r« u-

(«!.»"" ""T*? «"> of our Tfflain to haiute Ifh,.

103
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** Wigr Lovdy, man, don't you know me i *Tii I,

VernoB, what the phwue do you mean by ao much imper-
tinence ? Were yon aoocked to aee me trying to ki« a saucy
acfaool-minz, eh ? That was little Mi«a

*'

" Her maak, ur, ahould conraal her name.*'
With what fa^ Incognita Mr. Vernon intended to couple

himself, will never be known. No doubt a pseudonym as

nice as his own would have been forthc(»ning, since he was of

an inventive dispontion and had oo oaasions a pretty turn of
fancy.

The musick had stopped ; the Grand Minuet of Cathay
was finished. Mr. Charies Lovely wsa aware of a rival to
whom» by cuned ill-fortune, he owed money which he was
unable to pay.
" Shall I give you your revenge ?

** murmured Vernon.
The company, still masked, were hurrying in blue and

golden bunches to their coaches and chairs.

"Not to-night," said Charles. "But on my honour,
Vernon, you must really be careful not to offend against our
rules on another occasion."

So, lightly enough, with no appearance of mutual ill-will

the rivak passed on. Phyllida was gone home, her face ;^e
beneath her Chinese mask. To her virginal chamber, I

shall presently take vou in order to hear what MistreM Betty
has to say about the ways of lovers. And while we walk in

the dire^on of the Crescent, somewhat overwrought by a
plethora of c(dour, scent, movement and sound, we may be
tolerably certain that young Mr. Charles Lovely—no longer
Blue Mandarin, but again our admired hero—is seated
furiously inditing the most satirical verKS on the residents

and visitors of Curtain Wells, in order to make money enough
to pay Mr. Venwn his guineas, and be able to run him
through in Curtain Mead with a cle« conscience and a dean
smallsword.

i6+



Chapter the Eighteenth

THE CONFIDANTE

IF
Eve lud possessed a Confidante, it is probable that
the evd wrought by Woman would have been double
as great as it is reputed to be. Miss Courteen had

stepped into the mud of reality and, not unnaturaUy. was
eager to teU Mistress Betty of the accident and ascitain
by candlehght consultation, whether or not her slasi
slipper was truly lost.

*

As they drove home in the rumbUng coach, Phyllida
expenen?ed an emotion of futility as she half listened,
naif dozed, to the conversation of the Major, the Justiceand her mother. To this came Youth. Bumpety-bump
went the coach, bumpety-bump went the conversation,
bumpety-bump went Thomas' broad back on the Jimmybumpety-bump went PhyUida's head, while her tfioughttand memories kept pace in the darkness like swift splrb
that are blown along by the wind. At last the coach drew

mntW^Vtr!! ^T "" "^^ Crescent: PhylUda and hermother ahghted
: Betty opened the door and the coach

fhTlXn^P"' ^°"° ^"J^"^ "^'"y ^^ Mr. Moon at

cl^^ ^v "^^^ ^^"^ """^ unfamUiar
; the bedchamber

1tf^1^.^V^v "P^^u"^*^ ^'^^^ «»*« ^«"e had an airof reproof about them ; they seemed to say as they sat in

mlh^
"^'' 1}^ *' "•' ^' "« quite content^ L«t

contSit^ "* "^^
'""*^ "^^ •^*- W* "^^ q""«

"
fS ??S!^.^r^i°?S,5f^"

-^ ^-J''^ o^ -o^icitude.

'^^
« Betty,"

£
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**Bett7/' Mid Mn. Coarteen, ''jou must hdp me to

undreM. The evening htt been most enjojible, and vaj

kdx Bunbtttter tore ner gown on a monkcT't uul. Now,
Phyllida, do you run ^nicUf to bed, for to-morrow

Mr. Moon and the Major haTe promised to drive with

lu to lee Melton Abbejr. You mil enjo/ the ezcunion

vaitlv."
*' What a whimsical place to viiit."

" Whimsical ! How can 70U be so irreverend, Phyllida ?
"

'* But whv, mamma, do you suddenly drive to Melton

Abbw ?

"

" why, child 1 because I wish to train your mind to be

sure. Notlung tests deportment so severely as wandering

round a Gothick ruin. However, they tell me that Gothick

will soon be i la Mode, and who am I to dispute thecommands
of fashion \

"

Upon the heels of this humble interrogation, the widow
betook herself to bed.

"When you have undressed my mamma, Betty, come
to my chamber, I have a thousand things to tell

you," Phyllida whispered as they went up the narrow

stairs.

She lighted all the candles in her room and looked round

in sudden affright. It was as if some one had trespassed

upon those virginal solitudes while she was away. Yet

her room was the same u usual ; the dimity covers were

ail in their i^es: the fire was burning merrily in the

hearth : the bed-doaths were turned back, fresh, cod and
lavendered. Her slippers kndt devoutly by the fender

:

the fire-irons looked just as stilted aad apdogetick as usual.

Everything was perfefUy familiar, perfe^y ordinary and

perfediy safe; yet something in uie room was strange,

or was it herself who was altered i Was die out of harmony
with this palace of amber morning dreams, this treasure-

box of twilight hopes and imaginations ?

Down she sat in the big flowered arm-chair and stared

at the crackling logs—a stranger to her own possessions,

and, as she untied one by one the ribbands from her glinting

166 chestnut
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S^. j; ^ " i" ^'^^ *=*^« '''low her casementtocome down qmddy and count the bud, on the York andUncaater row, « he wa. uaed to call in thoae aweet dead

.ta^Sf'^^ *'"!?' ^*^ T^ • w^ ^ock and PhvUida.««t^ away from the hoat of childiah memoriea^tha

^t^\?T^ "I *• ^"^ °»*^^ «=«»« i» 0° tiptoe.

for T ST' . **°r* **^7' "^ ^'«° wi^ «U your ears,for I dearly need your advice."
'

" My iweet one, I'm listening to 'ee,» said Betty, pullingforward a fat lop-eared hassock and squeezingTe^«dose to the fender as possible.
^ * **

shouldTdof»
"^^ ^'^ "* ^' '^"^' «"** ^^'

it ^^^1a^[^a '^^ to do ? Why think no more about

was kissS?^
"""^ ^°" " °°' ^« fi"* °»"d ^'

h,r?."«
^' "^"'^ ^* ?' "?•"" " t*"'» though I struggledhard to escape, and though I detested him for his peSst-ence, vet, ofil Betty, I don't like to tell you-I Id not•truggie as hard as I might have done."

^

fr^ i^^^ confession, jPhyllida went carnation red

^firi^*^ *o Pomted dii^ed chin.
There's no call for blushes," said Betty emphatically

viL^u"''*^
^~™ "^

^r^ °^ "^-'^ "oo"^ °' late! and Mr:Vemon IS a pfooer enough gentleman for sure.''

i.

And he said we should presently elope."

comS^teTBetT'"' '° ^ "' ""' ''''" ^"" °' "^°"'"

tol??L ^'k' ^T ^Tt^ ''°' ^^* "^^ «"ow a gentleman

wit^tTei^t "^^J^"^
"^**.?^^ call me his dLestlfc

^^oLi^/?
°*""*^ unmediately. It would be most

kn^J^^^u T°'t^ "P*^'
'^ould, but then nobody don't

« Ne~l?f' •
"S*

^\''^^ ^°' "^ ^"»« lovers." ^

alfc''*'^'!*?' ^«ty. I fed uneasy."

i^ ^^ ^* •'^^^ °* your blood, my dear. Only
to

P
I
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to think,'* went <» the confidante, ** that bit aweet Spring
time 70U was building great cowilip balls in the green

meadows, and now foa are quite grown up with a bow of

four own to arm yon throu^ the minhets and gawottes,

so grand as may be."
" Yes, lore makes one grow old, Betty. IVe aged rery

much these weds.**

"Well, and 'twouldn't be right otherwise, foi Life

bean't all a long sweet April month, my pretty one."

"Then truly, dear Betty, you swear you think there is

no harm in what I hare done ?
"

" Oh, my dear, harm \ Why, what harm could there

be with your great fat Betty to watch and guard 'ee ?
"

" Still, I'm not sure, Betty. There's something tells me
not to be sure."
" Then, do 'ee listen hard to me, my dear, while I tell 'ee

what I do think about life. Life ! Tis a garden and 'tis a

wilderness, and between them there's a gaate and 'tis a

kissing gaite. The wilderness is fine for children—a great

open plaice fit for scampering Jack hares and such like, but
bare enough and bleak «iou«i when you do grow old, and
then you're too fat to get through that kissing gaite, and
then you do wish wi' dU your might and main that when
you was young you'd gotten into the garden among the
sweet flowers."

Betty stopped, exhausted by the allegory.

"Yes, Betty, that is all very wdl, but you must go
through the gate with the person whom you lore for ever
and a day."

" Nay, you can meet him inside and say Good-day and
thank you kindly to the arm you went in on."

" I d<m't bdiere you gire me good advice. If I told you
that to-morrow morning I was going to run away with Mr.
Am<w to Gretna Green, what would you say ?

"

" CXi, God preMrre vou from the wicked thought, Gretna
Green or any other such unlawful heathenish village green !

"

"There you see," complained Riyllida, "you do not
take me seriously, and it was foolirfi of me ever to tell you
168 about



The Confidante
about tliM evening. But now that I have told you, you
mutt never breathe a word to a living •ottt--nevci^-never—promiael
" I do promiie," aaid Betty.
'* With the old rhTme—tUl ChriatmM- yon remember \

**

r^^»^J^ "P' '^^* * "*"»^ •^«* to the chUdhood
of Fhjrlhda, wai lolemnly enaded. In a monotonous
whispered chaunt, Betty promised

:

"IwiUiut UU at primrosf tuU,
At chttry tidi VU sUtnt he.

At barliy btrvest PU be dumb
Till Cbrutmas com and at me fne.**

Phyllida was satisfied that her indiscreet confidence was
safely locked up in Betty's bosom, capacious, homely, sweet-
savoured as an apple-closet.

You have seen the confidante m adion. Is it not well
that we have banished her from society ? No longer may
she enter stark mad in white muslin, u the play direfts.
We have put her away in an old chest with hoops and tie-
wigs and gibbets and pirates and Newgate ordinaries and
rotten boroughs and watchet ribbands. No longer does
she pUy asterisk to a heroine, because nowadays the
adventures of our heroines are entirely introspeaive. But,
as upon all time-honoured institutions, let us drop a tear
for the confidante; she has helped a thousand perplexed
authors to unfold their simple dramas, she has helped
many a scene-shifter to leisure.
Mr. Sheridan could laugh at Mr. Cumberland through

this artful, artless medium, but he too had his Lucy. Mr.
Smollett depended upon Miss Williams (a lady of the
loosest charafter) in order to help his Narcissa to reveal
heiself and you, Mr. Goldsmith whose name, like immortal

dM^N viU
** » ' bedizened and brocaded,' you had your

Yet, after aU, however much we may regret them, con-
fidantes were very bad for heroines. They would encourage^ them

I
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than ia all that wtt most rrarelwiuiUe. Here 7011 tee,
u our own confidante encounging her mittrcM to play witk
Lore's torch and for all jrou or the know, get badl^ scorched
07 the purple flame. Such temeritjr » ytrf well for coontrr
wenchea to whom a green gown it a proper delight for May
morning. Bett/, with her memoriw of manv barler brnJu,
junketings and HaUowe'en fettirali, where ripe Upa are
aa common u cherriea at midaummer, waa not the perfeA
monitor for awanidown miiMi brought up under Miai
Prudence Prim'i long rattan, taught to tit up atraight and
put into coneta almost u soon as they were out of robe-
coats. In fad she was a confidante, a match-maker, to
whom a wedding-ring was a Post Hoc horse-collar, thiough
which to ffrin at the censorious world.

After all, where's the ultimate difference between sweet
sensibility a hundred and fiftv years ago and sweet sensibility
to-day ? We should consider it dhnoii for the latter to
gossip with her maid. Now every schoolboy and school-
girl knows how to spell psychology, and has been awarded
a sub-conscious self to enliyen the lonely hours. And this
sub-conscious self, what is it, under analysis ? Why,
nothing more than the old confidante in ghostly guise with
as long a tongue and as rich a store of bad advice.

So now, having successfully, as I hope, occupied your
attention while sweet sensibility gets into bed, let us
snuff the candles and leave the room to Phyllida and
wavering firelight.
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Chapter the Nineteenth

BLACKHART FARM WITH A COCK-
FIGHT

ABOUT ten milei from Curuin WeUi on the Brutol
road itood « ruined cottage. With thatch dii-
coloured, torn bv galea and iparrowa, and with

windowi made crooked by internal decay, iu expreaaion

''".*"i!?^?',"*** ""P^«*^*- A tangled bed of rotten
nettlet fiUed the apace before it, and all the yegetation
beaide wa« rank and desolate. Thia cotuge aeryed aa
fitting lodge to a siniiter bye-way covered with weeds and

tI^'l** "^ in summer by hedges dark with masses
of black bnrony, but in winter and spring sufficiently open
to admit the cold grey sky overhead, and the chiU Easterly
rain, which on the morning after the Chinese Masquerade
tell with dreary persistence.

Pray pardon me that I take you so far from wit, fashion,
fnd beauty, along this unsavoury path, but indeed the
journey la ineviuUe if you are at all anxious to understand
somethiM of Mr. FrancU Vernon's intentions. The road
leads j:o BUckhart Farm, famous, no doubt, in days gone by
for the cherries of that denomination ; but since the last
dymg speedi and confession of Mrs. Mawhood the name
has acquued a new and ainiater significance.
Now yox understand my apologies ; or is it possible you

have forgtitten Mn. Mawhood of Blackhart Farm, who
waa turnedj)flP at Tyburn amid the ezecrationa of the mob
"* '7—' Yet her long black gloves and -vhite face haunted
many pUlows on the night when ;he paid the ultimate
penalty; and for what was she hanged? Come. come,
this hiatorv is not the Newgate Calendar-you muat search
that bloody reguter.

'7'
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The Passionate Elopement

At the time, however, of Mr. Vernon's visit, Mrs.

Mawhood was adive and, I am sorry to add, flourishing.

He followed the roadway for about a quarter of a mile

between tall, damp hedgerows, dismounted at a small wicket-

gate and, leading his horse, turned aside through a planta-

tion of close-set, withered larches under whidi the grass

grew pale and thin, with a sweet unhealthy odour of fungus.

Blackhart Farm appeared in view—a long, low building

with slated roof, trim enough, but repulsive and barren.

From a pile of chimney stacks smoke was rising hardly

through the heavy atmosphere.

The path by which Vernon arrived led immediatdy to

the front door. Had he continued along the cart track

he would have reached, by way of a bleak paved court-

yard, the back of the house. Only a very sludlow strip of

garden separated the front of the farm from the gloomy
plantation that served as barrier to the curious world.

Vernon tied his horse to the gate of the garden, walked

up the moss-grown path between clipped bushes of box, and
knocking with the nandle of his riding-whip on the heavy
door, waited. Several moments passed, and in the deep
silence that surrounded this ill-wished abode, he could

distin^y hear a clock ticking on the other side of the

heavy door. This, the drip of trees, and the noise of his

horse chewing the rank herbage by the gate, were the only

sounds that broke the stillness.

At last footsteps shuffled over the stone-paved floor

within. A small panel slid away from a grating and a voice

of that peculiar imfhious hoarseness only heard in a

prodigiously fat man or woman, inquired his name.
" I want to see you, old Mother Mawhood."
" Love o'maids ! " said the fat voice, " 'tis Fancy

Vernon, or I'm not a fat old sinner."

The bolts were pushed back, the latch clicked, the door
swung open, and Mrs. Mawhood, whose bulk, but little

reduced by Newgate fare, was soon to test severely the

three-legged tenement, occupied the portal.

Take a good look at Mrs. Mawhood, while with pursy
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Elackhart Farm with a Cock-fight

greetings the makes Fancy Vernon welcome. She it like an
idol in a cavernous East Indian temple, or a giant toad-
stool, or weight of unbaked dough, or in izBt anything that
is slow, sleepy, and horrible. Almost buried in folds of
flesh is a pair of beady black eyes, as steady and wicked as

those of a puflF-adder or seaman's parroquet. She is

dressed in black, and her nails are bitten to the quick.
Mr. Vernon was probably less narrow-minded than the

mob which howled at her infamy during the Tyburn
journey. At any rate he chatted with her amicably enough
on this grey February forenoon.

" How's business, ma'am ? " he asked.
" Veiy bad," she wheezed. " Only three of 'em upstairs

and none of 'em real quality. Still, the flowers in the garden
yant fresh food, especially the blood-red toolips. Ah

!

it was two lips that was the undoin' of the hussies, and,
'tis fair they should profit by the harvest."
This devilish joke was followed by a low rumbling chuckle

echoed above by a thin wail.

Mrs. Mawhood waddled to the foot of the stairs.
" Keep that d d brat quiet, you charity bastard,"

she wheezed angrily. " She'll hev to get up to-morrow,"
she continued, seating herself in a wide arm-chair beside
the empty grate "and a sickly puling jade she is. I

suppose you've come for the Main ?
"

" No," answered Vernon, " indeed, I did not know there
was to be one. Good birds ?

"

Mrs. Mawhood nodded. "Thirty-two cocks and a
Velch main. 'Tis some of those baby gentlemen from the
Veils as finks they's seeing life ven a dozen lousy chairmen
sveats thesselves 'oarse over a pair of bleeding ctdckens. And
ven they's 'ad their pockets picked, they goes 'ome 'appy."

" Is Moll here ? " asked Vernon.
" No, Moll's keeping a gay house Catherine Street vay."
"Egad, I've a pretty little job for Moll."
" Now don't you go leading Moll astray. She ain't been

in Bridewell not these two years, and she don't vant to
neither."

f;
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The Passionate Elopement
** ThU job won't take her there. I'm in need of a house-

wife for a month, and Moll's a nice homdy woman."
" 'Go's she to look after, eh ?

"

" A pearl necklace," said Vernon.
" And a pretty neck, eh ?

"

" Tolerable," said Vernon.
" When do you want her ?

'*

** Let me see—February. Shall we say the last week

in March ?

"

"I'll tell her: I shall be sending a hussy from here

presently to a nice honest sitivation." Again the chuckle

was heard.
*' I want lodgings near the Haymarket. Nice and airy

—with a balcony if possible, and—well, Moll knows what
attrads sweet* seventeen."

'* That's young for a pearl necklace."
" 'Tis hers by inheritance. The lodgings miut be cheerful

because Miss is shy."
" Oh, Moll knows what every age likes best. She'll buy

a dear little singing goldfinch and put him in a cage and

hang him up in the window. Who knows ? P'raps it'll

breed a nice little nestful of goldfinches for Moll. 'Ow
many ?

"

" I can discuss that with Moll herself," said Vernon.
** Ah, but MoU's so soft 'arted. Not less than fifty gold-

finches, mind, and if a little hindrance arrives, 'tis to come
down to Bladchart Farm—^mind—and be cared for by old

Mother Mawhood wot's kind even to the pore little fiies

on the pane."

"You look too far into the future, old lady," said

Vernon.

"And so a body should, my fancy toy," the hag

answered. " Now I wager you ain't thought nothin' about

postillions ?

"

" Time enough for that."
" Yes, time enouj^li I dare say, but you ought to engage

'em in advance. That's vat the quality does ven they

writes to me. Have you got a pair of good honest postboys i
"
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"No, but "

"VeUl and good honest boys ain't to easy found in
Curtain Veil.! Boys who'll do vat's vantei and no
questions axed and none answered."
"But I thougLf "

" That's all werry fine " said the monstrous old woman.

l^X'frZ -"^v",?- ^\ T^'' elopement. Maids is
thick m Curtain Veils, and p'raps you won't find your boys
so ewy. There's some that don't like the jol>-don't like
^j^^brace of pops behind 'em and a galloping brother and

« ^* ff'^ ^* foUowed," said Vernon contemptuously.
No, I dare say you von't, but 'tis as veil to be behind

a couple of good honest boys as'U use their pops when thev're
turning a come- and ready to swear they thought it was
two gentlemen on the high toby as vas a foUowin' of 'em
so fast."

« Very weU," said Vernon, "whom do you want me to
employ r

« Vy, there's my two nephe^^ Charlie and Dickie Maggs.
vot 'ud drive 'ard and fast aU the vay to Lunnon town and
no questions axed either end, but vot could easily be
ansered wiv golden Georges." ^

" Let 'em wait on me when I send the word, and hark'ee
they must be ready any time this month, for Miss mav
take It into her head to run before I egjeft."

,/x^H^
intercourse between Mr. Rands Vernon and

old Mother Mawhood was interrupted by loud knocks on
the door at the back supported \y catcaUs, yells, horn-blowmg and whip-crackmg. ^ > "*"

"That's for the Main," said Mrs. Mawhood. "Villyou stay to see the sport ?
"

"'Tis a Welch main?"
" Ay—-thirty-two birds."

« JX*^
'*^°'^ * ^°^ ^^ P'^^ ^y ^o"e in the stable "

This way my fancy this way," wheezed the hae
as she waddled towards the courtyard where the noise wugrowing louder every minute."

It
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The Passionate Elopement

It may itrike the reader at strange that the youug gentle-

men of the Blui Boar (they were all there lave Mr. Lovely)

should come ten mUea to « ditreputable farm for the purpose

of seeing thirty-two cocb of the game butchered. The

Welch Main was a peculiarly bloody form of cock-fighting,

as it was determined by a series of rounds fought by the

respediye survivors until at the end a pair of already vilely

scarred and mutilated birds were placed beak to beak by

the Feeder to determine the ultimate viftor of the Main.

Ten miles was not too far to travel for such glorious

sport in the days of the Georges, but that they were com-

pelled to travel at ^ was due to the squeamislmess of Beau

Ripple, who had a singular aversion from the game and

woiild aT jw no cock-pit to be established within his juris-

diftion. He used to say the martyrdom of chickens should

never extend beyond the demand for painted fans.

Therefore a suitable cockpit had been set up in one of the

outlying bams of Kackhart Farm, whither at discreet

intervals went Lieutenant Blewforth of the Lively^ Mr.

Golightly of Campbell's Grey Dragoons, Mr. Tom Chalkley

of the Foot, little Peter Wingfidd, and many other young

gentlemen. They would sit in the first tier and allow their

exquisite necb to be blown upon by the stinking breath

of the second tier which, in turn, was not unwilling to

allow the third tier to spit over its shoulders in the intervals

of yelling, 'Three to one on the Blotch-breasted Red!'

'Six to five against the Cheshire Pile!' 'Two to one

on the Black-breasted Birchin
!

' and other such bewildering

proclamations of their confidence in particular cocks of

•che game.

Vernon was not at all displeased that his visit to Blackhart

Farm should have ostensible justification. Looking back,

as he emerged into the courtyard, he noticed all the windows

of the house were blind on that side and wondered why

so ill-favoured and disreputable a dwelling-place had never

been investigated by the servants of justice. So it was,

however, not long after this date, and a gruesome day's

work it was beneath the hot August sun : and not the least

J76
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Blackbart Farm with a Cockfight
jruw)me light was old Mother Mawhood, monitrou..
flabby and terror-itricken, quivering in her chair by thiempty fireside, opposite a RoEin Redbreast from Bow Streetdnnkmg many quarts of beer and regarding her with un-
favourable glances, whUe he listened to the chink of the
spadM in the flower garden by the plantation. The runners
would never have visited Blackhart Farm had not a certain
lady of quality, who traveUed in a post-chaise with muffled
wmdows, dallied a month too long, thereby raising the
suspicions of her eagle-nosed aunt, the Countess of ^
but what has aU this to do with cock-fighting ?
In the pit the speftators were arranging themselves,

in front sat Lieutenant Blewforth and little Peter Wine-
field as Masters of the Match. In the front tier sat the
leadmg amateurs of Curtain WeUs. Behind them were the
shopkeepers, and behind the shopkeepers was the riff-raff
of the Wells and its satellite villages.

Everybody was bawling odds at top voice, and occasionally
one of the birds crowed. This was an infringement of
etiquette and, being considered a sign of cowardice, im-
mediately lengthened the odds against the offender. The
taUowy man m a blue kerseymere coat and breeches is one
of tHe Feeders, and is aftmg in that capacity for the Services
represented by Lieutenant Blewforth, whUe the civUi ns
are employing the good offices of Jimmy Trickett, who
on \fu exciting occasions is one of the hostlers of the
alue Boar,

Vernon, iw>king for a vacant place in the front tier,
found himself next to Mr^thony Clare, who, for all he
sat so unmoved, had provided eight cocks for the civiliansand stood to lose a pretty pUe of guineas.

cold/**
''*''" *^°"**' *° cock-fights," Clare repUed rather

** Too brutal for a poet, eh ?
"

" I have never heard him say so," said Clare
A« a matter of faa Charles strongly disapproved of the

" sport

!
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•port tad it ii a rignificant fad that at thii very moment,
he wu trotting along the Bristol road, tired of lathing

Curtain polli and determined, againit the advice of hit con-

science, to stake fifty guineas on the result of the Main.

The latter progressed with monotonous cruelty until,

of the thirty-two cocb who began, but two pain were left,

all bleeding profusely. And now with a refinement of

b'-utality, the steel gaffles, hitherto used to shorten the

earlier and less interesting matches, were removed and

silver ones fastened on in their place, because, the latter,

being leas deadly, prolonged the miserable contest.

During this momentary lull, Charles entered the barn

and was greeted with cheers in which could be deteAed
a note of surprize. Clare moved along in order to make
room for his friend, and squeezed Mr. Vernon somewhat
unceremoniously in doing so.

" What birds are being set to \ " inquired Lovely.

"My Knowsley and Chalkley's Cheshire Pile, and a

White Pile of Campbell's against Winnington's Cuckoo."
The semi-final dragged out its bloody length, until for

the final was left Mr. Clare's famous Knowsley cock, his

ebony breast dabbled with blood and his red pinions

ragged and broken, but still preserving some of the smart-

ness of their slantwise trimming—trimmed so in order

that by a lucky stroke an adversary's eye might be put out.

The survivor of the two Services was Mr. Campbell's

White Pile, stained with crimson.
*' Will your bird win } " whispered Mr. Lovely.
*< I tlunk so," said Qare, " he comes of a good breed."
** Two to one in Tens against the Pile," shouted Mr

Lovely.
" Done," said Vernon.

*'Two to one in Twenties against the Pile," shouted

Mr. Lovely.
" Done," said Mr. Vernon.

"Thiec to one in Fifties," shouted Mr. Lovdy.
And this wager also was taken by Mr. Francis Vernon.

The Feeden were setting the birds beak to beak. The
178 shouting
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•houtin« of odd! WM deafening : the gaUant cocki were
both ezluuited by the four previoui fighu, but the feathen
flew, the wings whirred, the gafflei clicked, and the blood
flowed faat enough to pleaae the vile face* that looked
down tlurough the murkv atmosphere.
At laat the White Pile, blinded in one eye, began to

retreat before the Knowiley.

,
"I pound the cock," shouted Charles, flinging his hat

into thepit.

The TeUer of the Law, a seedy vagabond with a red
nose, began to count in raucous accents. Twice he
counted twenty slowly, and

;;
Vill^any vun take it ? » he asked.

« V . k *^^ ^S;
Vernon, and just as Mr. Vernon said

res, tfie brave Knowsley cock, the champion of many
*«»ous fights, t<n>Dled over on his side, dead.
The Naval and Military Amateurs had won the Welch

Mam, and Mr. Charles Lovely had lost two hundred and
ten gumeas, not to mention ten pounds for so rashlv
pounding the cock.

^

The young gentlemen went back to Curtain Wells much
pleased with the afternoon's entertainment, while the
riff-raff walked or drove in queer vehicles back to their
squahd homes, all save one unfortunate individual, unable
to meet a debt of ten shillings incurred by backing the
brave Knowsley, who for all he was dying had pursued
his antagonist so confidently. He spent the night in a
basket dose to the roof and was not set down tiU the nextmommg by one of the labourers on Blackhan Farm.

I:'
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Chapter the Twentieth

IN WHICH EVERYTHING GROWS
BUT THE PLOT

YOU will remember, if you have not put this book
upon the uble meanwhile, that in the last para-

graph of the hut chapter, we left an unfortunate
individual swinging in a basket hard by the roof of a bam.
He was hoisted by a pulley amid the acclamations of the
mob because he was unable to fulfil an obligation so small
that half a guinea would have covered it. There he swung
amid cobwebs and bats, fearful every time the basket creaked
he should fall into the blood-stained sawdust of the cock-pit.

I cannot tell jrou his name, but that is no great matter since

we must examine him not u a man, but as a symbol.
Possibly with the Beau's perspedive, we might diminish

him to the size of a textual illustratwn, for this unfortunate
man is a textual illustration, and tlraugh not etched with the
care of Mr. Stothard, will serve his purpose well enough.

Suspension is a disreputable attitude for the human body,
whatever way it is brou^t about, yet I doubt this mal-
treated anonymity was in better case than our hero. He
paid the penalty for laying unwise wagers and found eanh
on the next morning much as he had left it on the afternoon
of the day before. Moreover, he never paid his half-guinea,
which was a real source of consolation. But our hero swung
that night in an immaterial basket that creaked thrice as

damnably as the other, and found no good-natured labour-
ing man to put him on the ground next morning. The only
result of opposing the advice of his conscience, was an addi-
tional debt of two hunded and twenty guineas to our villain.

Tn make matters worse, he had to meet his creditor over
»8o tie
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tat to

with

brtaklMt ^
•inners this ii lurelx one of the moM difficuir
emianimitjr.

In d«p«r, he took to drinkia* tlia waten with tlw rest
of the Exquittte Mob, and enneda few golden glance* from
JJ«au Ripple, but nothing more tangible. Even the advan-
tage of these wai neutrakzed bjr the chal/beate. which afted
with duconcerting abruptnew upon a healthy body unused to
medicinal spun.
The wry water senred a good purpose, however, by souring

his point-of-vi€wr. The Uouid iron entered into his soiS
and he lashed the Curtain ^oUs in a variety of metres. He
also took long walb into the country, and sought by the
contempUticm of scenery to acquire an impersonal attitude
towards his feUow creatures. After all, there is no better
trammg for a mob-master than the exercise of a satirical
pen^ and as time went on Mr. Lovely's book increased in
bulk, althonj^ it never achieved more than a suggestive slim-
neas even when bound in calf.

F bruary faded into March, and in accordance with the
season everything began to grow.
Mr. Lovely's book we have already noticed.
Mr. Vernon's sedudive arts grew daily more sedudive.

and, though for a week or two after Mr. Ripple's warnin*Mi^ Courteen arranged for the complete occupation S
Phyllida's kisutc. the growth of Mrs. Courteei's figure
necessiuted a stridsr attention to diet and exercise, and
caused her so mirk anxkfy that her vigilance was soon
reUxed. So whoever -* forenoons were fine enough.
Phyllida sat on the mtm-gfown seat in the centre of the
Maze, and, under the patronage of the Utde stone Cupid,
grew daily morej)owerfe»' eachan sd by the magical pei>

4 ily more unions owing to
^ being invited to occupy bt.

J. . .
- >: —f' r—--'— remarkable sermon in seven

divisions andtwenty-three sui^-divisions, conclusively estab-
hshm.. the identity of the i jUA Nation with the trib^

ol

51cw vxtuky more powen
sonality of Mr. Francu
Thomas, the footman,

the visit of a gouty dean
Simon's pulpit, preached
divf"*— — -r. -,

lish
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of Benjamin. Mr. Moon and Major Tarrj new more
entirdf deroted to the widow, and Thomaiina die cat alio

grew owins to the advent of kittens. In fad, ererybody

and ererytning grew prodigioiulj in the merrjr ipringtime.

The lilt of viti'or* grew. Rich Mn. Bendiah arrived and
made all the dowagen jealont with her cheat of precbua
•tenet that the brought back from an island in the Caribbean

Sea—buried treasure that was anally diKorered. Lord
Rocquepod came, and his daughters, the Honourable
Georgina and the Honourable Caroline de Winaule. The
Honourable Mrs. Winter-Green came, and tne Welch
baronet. Sir Owen Ap Taffy. The Marquess of Hurricane
arrived, and several members of the great Wind family.

Also, with all these aristocratick visitors, it is not surprizing

that Mr. Ripple's snuff bill grew daily.

March came in like a lamb that vear, and the sweet season

danced in the bleak furrows over wnich the lank hares leaped

and scampered. White violets scented equino£ial dusks,

and in ev«rywindow of the Wells big daffodilshungdown their

golden ruffs. March went by to the tune of fiddles and
flutes. Mr. Ripple had to attend near half a dozen routs

every nieht, ana the weekly Assemblies were more fully

thronged than ever before.

Every day the jolly sun grew more powerful and the noise

of polite conversation was almost drowned by the twittering

of the sparrows as they, like their betters, made a chorus of

loves, jealousies, hopes, plans and disappointments in a

world of chimney-stacb and slanting roon. They perched
in the most fashionable gutters, just as, down below on the
sunny side of the High Street, the Exquisite Mob ruffled

before the gayest shops.
" How well that chip hat becomes me !

"

" What wonderful sius are being displayed this spring !

"

" They say that hoops and head-dresses will both show a

monstrous increase in sire this year."

Ab if the daffodils had intoxicated the whole race of

dyers, nothing but shades of yellow were to be seen. In
these happier days for the followers of the Mode, Blonda and
182 Brunetta
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Bnmetta, thoM churning niten, were not compelled to
rdjr on their natural compleziona in order to wear a certain
ih«le. In theic happier daja, powder, rouge and patcbci
ayaUed to make the gaud^ apricock ^ow eren beitde t
blooming peach without injury to either. Therefore the
artfulJx arranged bow-windowi with roUi of citron damaab,

'^Sf?^.^**^****
8**'***** brocadea, lemon lattina and orange

nlka, diamayed not Blonda any more than the lapphire and
turquoiae of the autumnal mode fretted the ranity of
Brunetu. Ai for jroung maidena, their fashion like the
eternal mountains wu alwaji white.
But suddenly on the twenty-serenth of the month the

weather changed. Masses of wet grey clouds svv ept in from
the Atlantick, and March prmwed to go out like a lion.
And on this verymorning Cnruin Polls stvtrtly lasbti hi

« £•!*'«• **^ appeared on Mr. Paul Virgin's counter.
This small work produced far greater consternation than

the sudden change m the weather, lliough it rained and
blew, and whistled and streamed, nobody paid the slightest
attention, nobody said * What a change in the weather,'
for all the world was deeply engrossed in reading about his
asterisked self and his asterisked neighbour. :W^
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Chapter the Twenty-Jirst

CURTAIN POLLS

THERE had been nothing to prepare Curtain Wells
for its chastizement. No wreathid pamphlet
warned readers in the most choice preliminary

duflF that a sarcastick comet would presently singe their
vices, their follies and their vanities. Nobody had been
invited to subscribe in advance to his own ridicule. As it

were on the wings of a Westerly gale, these destrudive little
volumes settled upon the fields of Pleasure like locusts on a
Bedouin plantation.

Two speculative chap-book pedlars sold the first twenty to
as many drinkers of chalybeate hastening home to break-
fast. For those who stopped to buy there was no breakfast
that morning. The kidneys and the bacon and the eggs
and the ham and the loin chops and the red herrings and the
toasted bread were neglefted. The vanguard of purchasers
were, in reading about neighbours, too much diverted, and,
in reading about themselves, too indignant to eat.
Out went the kidneys and the bacon and the eggs and the

ham and the loin chops and the red herrings and the toasted
bread, frozen stiff in their own fat ; and out went the van-
guard to warn the main army of fashion that scurrility, satire
and malice were abroad in many metres.
"Listen to this, Moon," ejaculated Major Tarry, as,

undeterred by the driving wind, he strode along, quoting
eitrafts that were perfeftly inaudible to his companion.
" Listen to this, will you listen to this,"
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Curtain Polls
** Ye^ ^^"t Miten to thii," said the Juitice treadinr hearily

in a puddle at he ipoke.

•'lii

«
Z)o «o< terry,

M • •
»», ^< M<irry,

^A«Z? y<»i»V^ /ria %f9n tig waXy
Though abovf her,

Tou can love hgr.

And avoid the window tax."

" Very low, very low indeed," said Tarry.
"So 'tis," quoth the Justice, "but the next vene is

lower still."

" For that coat of

Him we wrote of

Will he in your parlour soon.

And be reigning

When you*re waning.
And we whisper homid Af • • «."

-d low ! But 'sblood.
" Ha, ha," said Tarry, " low, d-

the fellow has humour."
" Humour," said the Justice, « you call this obscene

doggerel, humour ?
"

" In parts, sir, in parts."
" I call it meUncholy and libidinous."
Mrs. Courteen was seated at her window disconsdately

regarding the rain.

« Gemini, child !
" she exclaimed. « What can be the

matter with Mr. Moon and the Major that they gesticulate so
wildly."

tt
?*^.*" '^^^E t>ook«» ma'am," Betty announced.

"Reading boob, but they are standing at the street
corner like Methodies !

"
*' They'm beant gone sick mad for love of 'ee, do 'ee

think. Ma'am ?

"

" Flatterer,'* sighed Mrs. Courteen. " No, child, they
have probably been converted. I deteft Methodism in their
'^S madness
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The Passionate Elopement
madnen. Te-heel I must keep that for Archdeacon
Conybeare, who lo dislikes extremes of sensibility in anything
that pertains to so sacred a thing as religion. Ah, dear

!

Religion, what is it ?
"

" There*8 many ways of it ma'am, I do think. Tis true
religious not to laugh when the lads tickle thy ankles wi'
straws during the prayer for Good King George I

"

" Tut-tut, how disloyal !

"

Just then the raucous yoice of one of the itinerant book-
sellers shouted ** Curtain Polls severely lashed by a Curtain-
Rod."

" Run, Betty, and inquire the price at once," cried Mrs.
Courteen perceiving that this was the cause of the gentle-
men's delay. " Tis evidently a rumour on the best authority
about the Day of Judgment."

Presently Betty returned.
" 'Tis a book, ma'am."
" I know that, simpleton, how much f

"

" Four shillings and sixpence, ma'am, for a little mimsy
book not dO thidc as the magick history of Jack the Giant
Killer."

" But what was inside, foolish one \
"

" Oh, 'twas full of stars, ma'am."
** 'Tis certainly a work on fortune-telling. Pray buy it

instantly, here is the money."
Back came Betty with the volume, and presently Mrs.

Courteen fainted.

Downstairs ran Betty, and upstain walked Mr. Thomas
and Betty.

**Twas the book as done it," said the latter

vehemently.

The offending volume lay face downwards upon the
quilted apricock of Mn. Courteen's lap, so Thomas picked it

up and began to read:

" At the Wells many elegant mdotos are seen^

But no one so modish as Mrs. C******n,
Her boot
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So far he read, but, rubicund though he wai, modesty was
still able to deepen his colour.

** Yes," said Betty, " pray do *ee read us som« more, Mr.
Thomas."
" What Tebusite wrote this book f I will smite him and

all his works," replied Thomas, flinging the volume into the

fire. Whether the odour of burning leather or the profuse

drops of Sal Volatile revived the offended lady I do not

know, but she instantly sat up and, in a voice tremulous

with anxiety, bade her footman call a chair.

" For," said «he, " I must pay a visit of condolence to my
Lady Bunbutter, whose propriety has suffered an almost

irreparable injury."

She did not stay to change her dress; she passed

her suitors still quoting scurrility, one against the other

in the wind and rain, without a smile of recognition or

sympathy.

Outside my Lady Bunbutter's stood a row of sedan-chairs,

and as Mrs. Courteen walked up my Lady Bunbutter's

front door-step, the knot of chairmen packed more closely

over a copy of Curtain Polls indiscreetly left behind by one

of their fares. There was a rustle of pages quickly turned by
dirty thumbs, and as Mrs. Courteen was ushered in by my
Lady Bunbutter's daret-coloured footman, there followed

her upstairs a burst of ribald laughter.

My Lady Bunbutter had, by reason of her superior bulk

and wealth, successfully repelled all rival claimants to the

throne of dowagership. She reigned supreme ; moreover
her advice on this gusty forenoon was particularly valuable,

inasmuch as she had just shaken off the waters of Bath on
account of the publication there of some odious verses, in

which her name and her person were treated with intolerably

small respeft. Therefore it was not surprizing to find her

drawing-room the haunt of innumerable widows, old maids
and long-established wives. There they sat, supplying

asterisks with immense volubleness. As it happened, they

had just tittered behind their fans over the odiously vulgar,

but undeniably appropriate

—

yet ! the odious feUow was
187 certainly
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The Passionate Elopement
certainly wittj-^hen the Pxh\t€t of their malidoui laughter
and false blushes entered the room.
With the tad bred of many a Quadrille party, my lady

Bunbutter advanced to meet Mrs. Qjurteen, murmuring,
* poor dear little Miss Kitcat, so roiteful and yet, my dear
Mrs. Courteen, since we are all fnends, alas ! how true !

'

Now young Miss Kitcat was still young Miss Kitcat, and
simply would not become old maid or dowager, and would
allow herself to be ogled by that notorious rake and disre-

putable—yes ! disreputable, card-sharper. Captain Mann.
While the dowagers discussed the situation and vowed

that the rogue of an author sadly needed a lesson. Beau
Ripple himself, with many an urbane tut-tut was reading
Curtain Polls in his tall white drawing-room, where the
firelight danced and flickered over the gleaming ivory panels.

" Too bad," said the Beau to himself as he turned the
scandalous pages. He did not, however, treat them less

carefully because they were scandalous, for to Mr. Ripple a
book was always a bode, and he paid as much ceremony to
the emanations ofGrub Street as he would have shown to the
copper plates of an elephant folio.

" This is, indeed, too bad," said the Beau, " and yet the
rascal has wit. Oh, yes, he certainly ha^ wit, but what an
excellent example this volume affords of the superiority of
prose over verse. A poetick satirist too often sacrifices his
good breeding for the sake of the rhymes. Now I should
never have said that. No, no, that is too bad, and this—
good G ! this is unpardonable !

"

The Great little Man jumped up as red as one of the big
chintz roses that bloomed so prodigally all over his winged
chair.

The King of Fashion looked very small as he stood in

the middle of an Aubusson rug, yet I think he never looked
more truly a monarch than at this moment. Unfortunately
there was nobc iy to see him as he stood in his little world of

mirrours and engravings.

And what had upset his equanimity ? Certainly not the
following lines:

i88 "fFhtre
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«* Wbtre *••••, gtntUsU kinHust of BtauXy

To all tht world an wbant fresenct shows :

Proclaims tbi trofick joys of China Tea,

And ruUs e'en Fashion vntb bis polished sway.

At bis approach the graceless ruffle shakes.

While every waistcoat in its buttons quakes ;

Each conscious shoe more luminously shines,

And puckered breeches baste to smooth their lines.**

Whatever the Curtain Rod thought of the subjefb, to the

Monarch he was always complimental.
" Intolerable ! unpardonable !

" cried the Beau, taping
his snuff-box so fiercely xhat some of the powder was spilled

over the grey Angora cat which was purring against his gold-

clocked stodcings in the heart of a faded Aubusson rose.

Octavia (the cat) sneezed assent. What had upset his

equanimity ? You shall take a short journey to find out,

for I perceive a break in the weather and sweet April is in

the West.

We will walk just so far as Curtain Garden, but, pray, do
not turn into the Maze where the paths are atrodoualy damp.
Alas, the rain is beginning again, but at the end of that long

alley is a summer house, the abode '^f many Rococo Dryads,

although 'tis haunted at present by amorous mortals, for I

caught the glint of a buckle and a shimmer of chestnut

ringlets.

It does not require King OBdipus to guess that those eyes

which stare so into the heavens are the blue eyes of Phyllida,

while any one would recognize in that smooth voice the care-

fiil enunciation of Mr. Francis Vernon.

He, like every one else that forenoon, was reading

Curtain Polls severely lashed by a Curtain Rod. Perchance
the following lines were they that lately enraged Mr. Horace
Ripple

:

" Now is it a boy'm, a hussy or Miss,

Who listens to love but refuses a kiss ?

*Tis said every morning she flies to the Maze,
And buries her head from the PuUick's low gaze.

1S9 Of
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0/ Ltve in « Af«b/» prtttv ebarmer, bewarf.

For undtr tht rose there are thorns ev'rytehere^
And if you should chance the wrong turning to take,

*Tis odds that you'U trip on a taU garden Rake.

The Ciu, when jou pass, point you out to their Belles,
Tou serve as a moral all over the fVeUs,

And Dowagers, drinking your health in green Ua,
Express a faint hope that man will not betray."

''Thoie are prettv stanzas for a lover to read," said
Vernon, who, to do him justice, did not seem very Meatly
perturbed by the insult.

"Oh, Amor," said poor PhyUida, "they can't truly be
mtended for me !

" ^

" For whom else ?
"

"But who would write such cruel words of a youne
woman ?

"

/ e

" That puppy. Lovely."
"Mr. Lovefy

! Oh ! no, he's a gentleman and a man of
ttmiW and a man of taste and a friend of Beau Ripple."
« He may be aU this and more," declared Vernon. " but

he wrote this book."
" I don't believe it."

" He did, I say, for he informed me so himself—at least
he as good as informed me !

"

" Amor
! you must have been mistook."

" On my life, not at aU. He owes me near five hundred
guineas, and when I hinted that the expense of inland Spas
teUs iK)on a gentleman's resources, begged my pardon, swore
he had a hteranr projed on hand, and promised me a hundred
guineas on Lady Day That was the day before vesterday."

* A gamester !

" said Miss PhyUida, who, with the injustice
of her age and sex, neglefted to see that her lover was as
mucli to blame m this particular as Lovely.

« ^y !
a gamester," said Vernon with fen^id indignation.

And for the sake of a hundred guineas he was ready to
cneapen the honour of a maid i

"

«9o
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" M/ angel forgeu die Chinese Maiauerade. Mr. Lovelj
wu piqued by her obvioiu weakness for a leu fashionable,

less conspicuous gentleman."
" Oh, I will never forgive him. He has ruined me."
" Nav, come, come, 'tis not so bad as that. Amor will

never desert his Phjrllida."

" I'm ruined, Pm ruined," she sobbed. " I shall never
dare go to visit my cousin Barbara, who is as prim and
proper as " Nothing was prim enough for the compari-
son. "And she has the most delicious hot buns 70U ever
tasted, and the dearest spaniel and the most beautiful pug-
dog. Oh dear I oh dear ! oh dear ! how all the neigh-

boun will laugh, and rM Rumble the carrier will be telling

tales about me in every kitchen in the county, and 'tis all

your fault."
« My fault \

"

" Yes, yours, for asking me to come and meet you and
making love, while all the while there was somebody peeping
over the hedges. I'll never forgive you, never, never

!

"

"Dearest life, we can put a stop to scandal by being
wed immediately. Listen I I'll have a post-chaise ready
at dawn, and post-bovs in scarlet, and lodgings with a
balcony and a goldfinch singing in a cage. My Fhyllida,

will you come 7 "

" Oh ! I dare not, I dare not—^not yet, oh lud, oh lud !

how shall I look the world in the face ?

"

Vernon thought for a moment.
" Where are your pearls kept ?

"

" In my mamma's trunkmail, but Betty could give me the
key—and sometimes in her jewel case."

•| On the thirtieth," said Vernon, " there will be a ball at

Daish's Rooms, next to the Bl%u Boar where I lodge. You
will surely be there, 'tis my lady Bunbutter's rout."
" Yes, we shaU be there," said PhyUida.
" At two o'clock iiA the morning, I will have a post-chaise

waiting by St. Simon's Church comer, opposite Leonard's
toy shop. Would you have the courage to slip out, my
dearest heart, my PhyUida \

"

191 "Oh,

r-'
\-

\\<.



The Passionate Elopement
" Oh, no, I could not trard bv night."
" 'Twould be safer," urged Vernon.
" No, no, I could not."
" Then for vour sake, I'll take the risaue and hare the

post-chaise in the same place at three o'clock in the afternoon
of the next day. Promise you will come."

" No, no, I shall never be brave enough and I must go
for I hear voices, and I must never be seen with you again.
Good-bye, good-bye," and before Vernon could stop her,
PhyUida was running down the poplar alley to escape from
Curtam Garden.
Our villain began to wonder whether she would elope

after all. If she were shy, he might secure the necklace at
any rate. With slow steps, his mind fuU of silken pearls,
Mr. Vernon went slowly homewards. Half way down the
High Street, he passed a narrow street known as Blood Passage
from the vicinity of a larg<r slaughter-house. He hesitated •

made up his mmd, and, turning down it, came to a crooked
house over a low tumble-down doorway. He knocked
fastidiously with the amber knob of his cane. A slatternly
woman, whose last night's rouge was streaked with the
matutmal ashes, opened the door.
" Does Mr. Masgs live here ?

"

" Come in," said the frowsy light o' love.

i|.
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Chapter the Twenty-second

THE CURTAIN ROD

1
Tu

rTpHEtttiriitnood in his publidier't back ptriour.and,
through the diuty glaai of the partition, obierred
the Ezquiiite Mob purchase their castigation.

is strange," he pondered, « that mankind should be
willing to p«7 four-and-sixpcnce to be Unghed at. Yet
It IS I

**

Mr. Lovely was awaiting a draught for one hundred
guineas, and Mr. Paul Virgin, glad of anything that would
delay for a while such an unwelcome disbursement, con-
tinued to bow and naxA over the counter as the neat little
piles of new volumes speedily diminished. At last the hour
for the midday meal arrived with a temptmuy lull in the
storm of purchasers. Mr. Virgin turned with a sigh into
his little back parlour and, wading careftiDy through the
heaps of uncatalogued tomes, set out with a wry face to
unlock his walnut writing-cabinet.
" We were hurried too much, Mr. Lovdv, sir. We han't

had leisure to bind the book as it should be bound. Ye
would hurry us so, Mr. Lovdv.**

*• You wouldn't pay me till the book was published, and
I want the money, so d ^n all grumbling and be grateful
that you'll make a small fortune."
" A small fortune ! What a jester >-ou are, Mr. Lovely.

I dedare you put me in mind of the old plays, such jests !
"

Mr. Paul Virgin seated before his cabinet, was writing
the draught with tardy fingers.

** There ye are, Mr. Lovdy, and never say I don't treat
ye with consideration, with generosity, sir, for I dare swear
I shall lose fifty pounds sterling by this adventtue."
»93 M "Be
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Tie Passionate Elopement
"Be d—d, jrou peerkh rogue. Why all the world of

fuhion hu throngea jrour anop nace nine o'clock thii

morning."
" Yet, but it takes a deal to make a hundred guineas.

Now let me make it pounds, Mr. Lorely, lir. Do let me
make it pounda."
The latter matched the draught from the dd young book-

teller and, having read it through with much deliberatbn,
transferred it to the seclusion of his innermost pocket.
After this tranuction, which was effeded witn a singular

frace, I am sorry to add that he put his tapered finger to
is tapered nose and winked sereral times at uie discouolate
Mr. Virgin.

" The boob are so ill-bound, lode at this one, Mr. Lovely,
your honour. The leaves are falling apart already, just

because you would hurry tu so terribly."

Mr. Lovely stooped and picked up wcat loose pages.
"Ay, 'tis autumn already with this copy,'* he uid,

glancing casually at the page he held in his nand. " Why
who wrote this \

"

" You did, Mr. Lovely, you did."
" I wrote thi^—this d d vile verse, this—

"

ai.^

Charles read aloud the lines that so dismayed our heroine
" I wrote this'damnable doggerd \ By G , Mr. Virgin,
I never wrote this."

" Why, who else could have written it ?
"

" That's what I want to know. Come back, you hound,"
shouted the irate author, grabbing his publisher bythetaUs
of hu coat, just as he was edging his way back to the shop.
"Come badk,"he Mid, jerking him overMr. Bayle's Dictionary.
" You moth-eaten vagabond, you impostor, you thief,"
Charles began to belabour Mr. Virgin with a folio copy of
the AnaUmy of Melancholy. Round and round the little

back parlour he thumped the publisher ; the dust rose from
innumerable ancient tomes. Surely never were boob so

rudely disturbed since the niece and the Padre flung the
library of the illustrious Don Quixote de la Mancha out of

the window, and burned a hundred volumes of chivalry.
"How came these d d lines into my book, eh, sir,

*94 answer
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T6e Curtain Rod
•niwer me that, lir," and having diMeOed the natm-t
of MtUncholy, L,luxlt» picked up Sir Roger L'lt uange^a
tranalation of iEaop to continue the aautult!
"I don't undentand, Mr. Lovely, ,ir. Prar deuit,

Mr. Lovely, your honour, lir. The printer mutt have
printed them.''

"^

"'Sdeath and fury I you raical, I know that. Who
wrote them, who wrote them ?

"

In order to lupoly the correa twirl to this note of
interrogation, Charlea flung the little bookuOler to the
farthest comer of hia little back parlour, *%« $m
armmg himielf with half a dozen freah v
Mr. Virgin cowered in the duat and
" Who wrote them I " Charlea demtft.
" I don't "

"What I" and the —th volume otf ,^ Gtndmum*,
Magazttu, nwly arrived from the binder uged Bti wavm the direaion of the quivering bo^dler. 1\\t hi

of Mr. Ozejl'a reyiiion of Urquhart and Motteu lf»helais

°".?J.5^" "^ *^* »" exploded hand grenade
" Who WT them ?

"

" Truljr I u. ^"
Thia tune Mr. ^ or'a Poms on Sim,d Ckesnm

hia wig into ob«:urity, and the ownir dappti .

hi8 head juat in time to receive the ' /elled m
of the Btggar*j Ofera full on the £, gera.

„*
JJ'-

Lonely, air, you are too violent."
" Vident, you dog? By G if you to.

name of the aon of aw—- that wrote these dain e „nes.
I U flay you ahve md bmd my next edition of pa at with

rwi°„7h??'
^''^^^y^'^^ >ld young ma. 'ommencJS

to wring hia han<^.

"Mr. Lovely," he almost screamed. "Mr. Lovehv
you're mad—go out of my ahop.

'

« Who wrote those lines ? Answer, or I'U break up yourshop-ay
!

break it up with your own sign-boarf
^
At

rfie Sign of the Woman-at the Sign of ?he Strumpet i

Answer me, you licbpittle vermin, answer me "

'^5
Charlea

ctffied

and to

edges

»e the

lines,

P
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Chariei kad now Mixed lUi wrttdicd pubUaher br the

neck-band, and abcxA him ao tvafJDly that the latter,

fearing for hia teeth, the moat extnTagaot purchaae in hia

meanlitde life, began to whine.
" A tentleman—a gentleman—**
" Wdl, you misbegotten toad, I never luppoaed *twaa a

midwife/*
" No, certainly not, Mr. Lovely, a gentleman-Hi gentle-

man."
<* Hia name, doft.*'

« I don»t know.^'
" Yet, you do, antwer will vou."
" He tdd me 'twaa Amor.^'
" I knew it, I knew it, yon tneakinft am of a b—, and

he gave you twenty guineas to print the venea."
** No, not twenty, only ten, Mr. Lovely, on my loul."

" On your lovdIK * take your aoul ! Why yon were

spawned in a ditch, you /iper. So you let my honour go

for ten guineaa. Give them to me.'*

" Oh I Mr. Lovely.*'

" Give them to me.**

The miserable little old young man produced the money,

anluckily for himself, in paper.
'* Now since you love money ao deariy, by heaven, you

shall eat money." And Mr. Lovely, making a bdus of the

bribe, crammed it down the reludant booksdler'a throat

with his own ruler. Then our hero walked out of the diop.

I hope you will not denv thia scene wm in die true vein

of heroism. Aye I aye I 'tis full of b<»nbast aa you very

properly observe, ma'am or sir ; but that it the part of a

hero. He must follow the Prince of Denmaric'a direfUons

to the players. Aye ! aye 1 and 'tia full of wind, but so

was the great Montgolfier balloon, and surelv every aeronaut

is a hero, even in hja deacents at the tail-ena of a parachute.

So pray judge Mr. Lovely, not as a man, but aa a hero,

for I think youll do me the justice to admit I never tried

to conceal hia position.

But he owes the villain a conriderable sum of money.

Qf course he does, and this awhvard ik€(. ia perplexing him

196 very
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The Curtain Rod
rttj much indeed u he itridec down Curtain High Street.

To tcU the truth, when he emerged from Mr. Virgin*! ahop,
he found that when the Fates dipped him into Strz, they
made the lame mistake as Madame Thetis, with thtt differ-

ence, that, whereu Achilles wu left with a Tulnerable heel,

our hero presenred a ndnerable conscience.

It woiud hare been mighty heroick to march into the
BI114 Booff ran Mr. Vernon through the lungs, wed the
injured heroine and tread after death the golden fields of
Elysium ; but his silly conscience would not allow him to
kill a man to whom he was under a monetary obligation.

S^' he borrowed four hundred guineas from Mr. Antony
Gi4-e, who could ill afford the loan, and putting this sum
with what he had earned from lashing tne Curtain Polls

in an extra thick ^aper enrdope, he seided it with his own
heroick seal. Thu fulfilment of earthly debts he sent up
to Mr. Francis Vernon by the hand of Mr. Daish himself,

and set to woric to make his conscience less ndnerable by
many consecutire pints of heroick Burgundy.
You thou^t that he was going to turn out poor humanity

after bullying Mr. Virgin so heroically ? Egad, ma'am or
sir, you thought wrong. Yon doubt anybody can be a
Burgundian hero i So he can ; there hu been more than
one Chatla the Bold of Burgundy.
The very word is as fire to die most pusillanimons : the

ery thought of its crimson depths should set us all tilting.
* Bring me a quart bottle of Burgundy.* The phrase is

like a trumpet-call outside the keep of Paradise.
' Bring me another quart of Burgundy.* Down goes the

portcullis before the hero's charge.
Port may turn a man into a hero—in his dreams

; yet
I doubt they are too heavy. As for Sherry, it will serve to
sharpen the wits of a dried-up attorney, but is poor stuff

to weave into heroes. On Champagne, a man win taJBk like

the crew of the Jrggy but there's the end of the whole
usincss.

Charies drank Burgundy and I promise yon some fine

heroicb presendy.
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Chapter the Twenty-third

SPACE BETWEEN AN HEROICK
COUPLET

ADISCOURAGING fact for the Penii of yesterday,
to-day, and to-morrow, is that, however needle-sharp
their thrusted rapiers, however thorough their

castigations, Society never shows weal or scar at the end
of it all.

Here was profligate, card-playing, snobbish, vapoured
Society, ^uite recovered of its whipping and, by candle-
time, settmg out to perform just those very a£Hons Persius
most bitterlv abuses.

My lady Bunbutter continued to observe every Matador
in her opponents' hands, continued to rake in ill-gotten
guineas, continued to use a quadrille pack with Manille
stained, Spadille nicked, Basto dog-eared, and Ponto
scratched. The Most Honble. the Marchioness of Hurri-
cane continued to help herself five times to the richest
Fricassees ; continued to allow her lap-dog liberty of vomit
in alien drawing-rooms, continued to breathe stertorous
bawdry into the prominent ears of her Italian son-in-law
—el Conde di Scirocco while her daughter the Contessa
snored in a comer.
Young Miss Kitcat continued to encourage the addresses

of the disreputable Captain Mann, and even went so far
as to tap that military scoundrel three times with her fan
in coy avowal of his charming naughtiness.
The Earl of Cinderton drank five bottles of Port that

very night in order to emphasize his indifference to satire,
and slept under his own mahogany table because his lackeys
below stairs were too drunk to carry him to bed.
'98 In
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In fad, nobody save the publisher of Curtain Polls

displayed sign or sense of injury.

Our heroine indeed was vastly affe£ted, but her mis-

fortunes were due to a gloss upon the original.

As it happened, Mrs. Courteen did not discover the

reference to her daughter's indiscretion, until she was asked

by an inquisitive dowager to e^lain the allusion in the

twelve lines. She managed to conceal her agitation, thanks

to the permanency of the newest rouge, but presently called

for her chair and arrived home a full two hours before she

was ezpeded.
When she sailed into the parlour Phyllida was languish-

ingly occupied with a blue vase of pot-pourri, and the

parlour fire was trying to bum up beneath a weight of

blackened notepaper.

The suddenness of the widow's entrance alarmed her

daughter so much that she dropped the vase, and the

contents were strewn over the carpet. The faint perfume
that slowly permeated the stuffy atmosphere of the lodgings,

should have reminded Mrs. Courteen of her youth, of long

June eves and blossoms plucked awhile ago by fingers now
wrinkled and stained with years of snuff.

Mrs. Courteen also negleded to remember that so far

as ridicule went, she had brought enough of that upon her

own head.

However, she recalled neither memory nor fa£l, and
was properly enraged with her daughter's light be-

haviour.

"You have ruined my good name, child. I can never

again look the world in the face. How we shall be laughed

at in Hampshire, for be sure that odious Miss Talker whose
sister married the Rector of Slumber, has already des-

patched a copy to her brother-in-law, and you know what
chatterboxes parsons always are : I suppose because they

preach, though I should have thought, lud ! that with so

much breath used on Sunday, they might be as dumb as

dvmib for the rest of the week, and hurt nobody, least of all

their own wives and neighbours. But there ! what good
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H it to edticite « Tovng woman in tbe waj the should go \

I might better have set an example to the village dock.
At all events that does possess a face. Put down your
handkerchief, hussjr.**

" Dear mamma "

" Don't excuse yourself, pray do not extuse yourself,
I doubt »ti« all my fault. I doubt I han't looked after you,
taken you to Melton Abbey, and prayed for you, minx,
yes, prayed for you. And have you got any good from
leammg the coUe6b for Sunday and the Bcne^dte and the
Athanasian Creed and the thirty-nine Artides f None

!

A pretty thing, truly, that after so much honourable religion,
I should have my daughter pointed out as a—as what no
re?" ;£bble young woman is. Pointed at f And I, your
moiher, am to be laughed at, mocked at, jeered at, because
you suffer every down-at-hed fop to make gross love to
you, shdtered from the eye of men—yes! >.itly wdl—
but you forget the eye of one above and the tongue of
scandal."

"Madam, I am truly, deeply ashamed. If I p mise
never, never again to cause you the dighcest uneasiness,
wiU you forgive me for once, and take me away from this
odious town ?

"

** Take you away ? A pretty request truly ; and give
every old maid in Curtain Wells the opportunity of saying
I was afraid to show my face and your figure. Tdte you
away, miss f No, indeed, I shall take you around. I
shall try by exhibiting you beneath your mother's prote^ion,
to give the lie to these atrodmis reports and, next year,
miss, next year, we will pay a visit to Tunbridge Wdlsm order to provide a husband wh(»n you may kiss in the
privacy of your own estate, with no one but a wandering
gamekeeper any the wiser."
" I never kissed Mr. Amor," protested Phyllida.
" Amor f Amor ? And who is Mr. Amor ?

"
" He is my true love, ma'am, whom I love with all my

micht and main."
"There's Jndecencv ! there's Impropriety! Lod ! I
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TOW, rlxen, you are u wanton ai a soddess. You love Lim.
eh?"
" Tkat M my only excuse, ma'am, for faaring behaved so

111*

"What busineis, I should like to know, has a child of
fifteen

»

"Seventeen, ma'am."
" Fifteen, girl."

"Then, sure, you are reckoning by leap years,

ma'am."
"Do not be impudent. I repeat, Phyllida, I will not

have impudence. You know dear Doctor Makewell par-
ticularly enjoined me not to allow impudence. *Your
heart won't stand it, ma'am.' Cruel Phyllida, not content
with deceiving your mother, you are wuling to injure her
health by impudoice."
" You think only of yourself," said Phyllida bitterly.
" Only of myself ! Oh ! Phyllida, how dare you accuse

me of selfishness \ My whole Life since the death of your
father who was a most exa£Hng man and would ride Pegasus,
though I told him a hundred times if I told him once that
the brute would murder him. Now I've forgotten what
I was saying, and 'tis all your fault, ungrateful child. Go
to bed instantly and to-morrow I will have all your dresses
starched as stiff as leather, so that nobody, not even that
spiteful Lady Jane Vane, can say I don't take care that
whatever your mind may be, your dresses leave nothing to
be desired. Go to bed, go to bed. I can't listen to you
any longer. I feel humiliated by your abominable be-
haviour. Judge of my feelings when I tell you I did not
dare invite either Mr. Moon or Major Tarry to escort me
home for fear the world would say I was setting you a bad
example. Now, perhaps you'll accuse me of not possessing
a conscience. Indeed, my conscience is too tender. 'Tis
the tenderest part of me, though I have one of the most
delicate skins—a skin that bruises if I ring a bell with
unwonted celerity."
" Mamma, I " PhyHida began.
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The Passionate Elopement
"Pny do not uj another word, jrou have said enough

to-night to lait a lifetime. Send Betty with my bed-
goym worked in crimson hollyhocb and I will try to forget
this wretched experience hy attempting to ascertain—
please get the playing cards—how Miss Trumper managed
to secure codille in the last hand but four of this
extremely unpleasant and unprofitable evening. Go to
bed, Phyllida, don't dally. Here is Betty. Go to bed,
Phyllida."

So Phyllida went to bedew her lavendered pillow. Any-
thing was better than listening to her mother's perpetual
reproaches. Anything, anything was better. Even to be
betrayed. Ha 1 ha ! now I think for the first time you will
admit Miss Phyllida to be a true heroine. Poor Clarie
Harlowe

! How Phyllida had wept over her adventures
and, even in the midst of tean, how quick she had always
been to thrust the forbidden volumes out of sight when
she heard her mother's step on the stairs.

Poor Clarie Harlowe ! She began to sign her name to
innimierable nobly penitent epistles.

four cruelly abandoned

PhyUida.
Tour wretched, but still loving

PbyUida.
Tour beartbroken, ropeless

PbyUida.
Tour betrayed daughter

Phyllida.
Tour forsaken, but afeaionate

PbyUida.
Tour seduced {or was it seducted, or abduced,

or abduaed?) PbyUida.

Oh, dear
! Oh, dear ! what a muddle fine language was

to be sure!

I have not yet apologized for my very ancient story, but
faith! you must blame the period and the intolerable
*°*
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jntem of female education. Amor had either to be a

Lorelace or a Joseph at a time when young maidenhood
fainted before an ardent glance.

After all we do not now apologize for our strong silent

men and hysterical girls. Wny should we ? And yet for

my own part I love better your talkative blackguard ; I

have known so many strong silent men, and they were all

fools or Scotsmen.
During this digression, Phyllida has fallen asleep, her face

flushed and dabbled with spent tears, her chestnut hair

in golden filigree upon the pillow and, where the sleeve of

her bedgown has retreated, a rosy arm whose little fist

is clenched in maiden despair.

Poor foolish child ! Why would you fall in love \

Untenanted, your dearest gate swings in the wind to-night,

but you will not mount again upon its topmost mossy bar.

You will never again view with the same excitement the

huntsmen over the hill-top ; they will mean less to you

;

their pink coats will be quite dingy when next you say

good morning to old Nick Runnalls the Whip. For my
part, I do not believe that hot buttered apple-pies will

taste so sweet when next you eat them in the long cool

kitchen with its pot of marjoram and shaded sunlight.

And as for your bed-chamber with casements ab)b with
peering rosebuds, I doubt the shelves will not soon be
disturbed to make a place for new trophies. Once you
thought it a day of days when you found the thigh-bone
of a horse or the skull of a badger. They hang on the walls

now, poor relicb of an outworn delight.

All this shall go for a balcony in the Haymarket and a

goldfinch in a gilt cage. Foolish child ! Away down in

Hampshire the goldfinches build green nests in the orchard.

Phyllida ! sweet, headlong, heciUess Phyllida

!

is"

*«

" I blame you, Betty. I blame you, vixen. Why you
cannot model yourself on Thomas passes my comprehen-
sion." Thus the widow.
203 She
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miikL^
"***"* "** ***™* '^' ^****^ ^*"***" Protcited the

"Til not what we mean, but what we do that countsm this worid."
" Ah

!
'tia fine for thee to talk, ma'am, you take eood

care to amuie younelf, but, little miai, the muat dingle-
dangle all day long wi' nought to do but dream of doing

" She ha$ her friend, Miu Morton."
"At! that black-ered hussy what pinches the maidenwho dresses her lean sfampy rat's hair. I don't take much

account o' she."

They continued in this strain for quite two hours, and
would never have stopped if the candles had endured.

.J^^WV^ 'iV® ^^^"^^ «• Charies, having finished his

.It ^^^^ of Burgundy, knocked with vinous assurance
at the door of the Great House.

I am not at all certain whether this adventurous aftion
should have been mduded in this chapter, for I doubt
nothmg more heroick was ever done even by Hercules at
the zMuth of his laborious career. It was considered rash
enough to wait upon Mr. Ripple in the middle of his siestaA royd Duke once succeeded In gaining admittance, if very

.t!^*M ^* '"^
'^v' "P°? ^'- *^P?^« ^^«^ flambeaui

strewed the steps, when the orange light in his porch was
wmkii^ on Its way to annihilation, when the gre> Angora
cat had settled hendf for repose, when not e^n a m?use

Sl^f .? ifS'*^"^* ^^* °^ ^» compleiion-this was
defymg the lightoing and mviting Jove's revenge indeed.

K-S'ir^**^ ^^"S?*^ ^^ ^^ *^*^« o* * ^ntage that
held the heart of France in its crimson depths, Charles
recklessly knocked at the front door of the firwl House,
not once, but twice or thrice, with added vigour in the
repetition. The sound sent the Beau's taper fingers a full
two inch« deg* into a pomade compoun/ed of »me par-
ticulariy fine Proven9al ahnonds and^the fat of foxes, the
whole famous for removing those pcdinated wrinkles that^

cluster
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duster at the edge of middle-aged li|M. The fragrant

greaae, wedg^ed beneath his nails, caused him to press thumb
to fingers with an exclamation of fastidious displeasure.

The clatter of the second and third assault Itoie him to

his chair with a sense of impending calamity.

Gog and Magog were fast asleep dreaming their gaudy
dreams of Africa. Mrs. Binn, Mr. Kipple's intelligent cook,

wa snoring in the starlight of an upper chamber; Polly

and Molly, Mr. Ripple's equally intelligent maids, were
dreaming discreet dreams also in an upper chamber. Mr.
Mink alone of the royal household was awake, engaged upon
the overwhelmingly tricky job of frizzling his master's

newest wig, and therefore quite unable, during this capillary

crisis, to attend to the affairs of the world or the deyil,

knocked either never so loudly.

Consequently Mr. Ripple had to open the door himself,

for if the knocking were to continue, many heads might peer
from the Crescent windows, and the morning's rumour of

the occurrence damage his authority.

It is chara^risritt of the Beau that in this eriricd

{'undure of affairs, he preserved his faculties so inta^ that

le was able without affedbtion to choose deliberately

between a dressing-gown of flowered damask and a more
diaphanoiu wrapper of dove-grey China silk. In deference
to the season he seleded the latter.

As he passed the door of his third dressing-room, he
could see Mr. Mink, apparently unconscious of anything
untoward in the air, blowing with steady breaths upon a

remarkably hot pair of curling-tongs. The calm demeanoi'r
of his gentleman restored whatever was still lacking to Mr.
Ripple's perfcft equilibritun of mind.
With gentle steps, he descended the quiet stairs and,

candlestick in hand, proceeded to draw back the cunningly
wrought bolts of the front door.
" Mr. Ripple, I mmt speak to you," said Charles.

"Charles,'^ laid the Beau, "this visit is either vastly

im^rtant or—it is vastly impertinent. Pray, whu is your
business, sir I

"

MS "Business?**

!c" '
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" BusineM ? " repeated Charles, on whom the effort of

concentration wai beginning to tell ilightly. " Busineas ?
"

" Yes, business, sir, business ; for I presume you are not
situated on my doorstep for pleasure."

" I want to speak to you."
" Come to-morrow."
" Nay, sir, I must speak with you now. I'm in a devilish

mesi and need the advice of a man who has seen—who
has seen "

" WeU, sir ? " said the Beau, shading his candle in such
a way that the paUid flickering rays lit up the youne man's
countenance. * / ©

"D -I I don't know. Ripple, but for God's sake
don t stand there with that infernal candle dancing all overmy face. Let me come in."

Whether it was the note of misery in our hero's voice or
his drawn face or merely a whim of a great man's naturally
eccentnck mind that made the Beau beckon Charles to
foUow him upstairs to the taU white drawing-room, where
even still the fire glowed dully, will never be known. Any
way, beckon to him he did, and having set down the taper
on the high mantelpiece, seated himself beside the fire
and began meditatively to toast his embroidered morocco
pumps.

i.-^i"*i^*^ "* I"
*^* ^^^^ drawing-room, the King and

his Heir Presumptive, and very ghostly they looked in the
wan light, and very unreal the whole experience seemed to
Charles m after life.

" 'Tis about this book."
" What book ?

"

" ThU satire."
" You wrote it ?

"

" Aye," with great weariness.
"
^"l.

wrote it ? 'Foregad, Charies, I should never
have believed that."
" But I never—I never wrote those lines."
"What lines?" Mr. Ripple, having admitted much,

would admit no more.
*^ " About

If
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About Miw Courteen and t

Couph'et

d d-

Maze, and the whole

•ubatantive ^ ^
epithets thrice repeated.

" And who, may I ask, was the author of those graceful
stanzas ?

"

"I know, but—but, Ripple—I owed the blackguard
money—the Chinese Masquerade—I knew his name aB the
while—^if harm comes of this affair, 'tis mjr fault—but by
G , I'll call him out, ves, I'll call him out, I'll call him
out, I'll call him out, and I'll

"

" Go to bed," said Mr. Ripple peremptorily.
"What d'ye mean?"
" You fool, you're drunk. We'll talk of this to-morrow.

Good night, Mr. Lovely. By the way, who was die author
of those graceful stanzas ?

"

" Oh ! h 1 Amor. Vemor—^Vernon. Anon ! Oh,

" What proof hare you of this ?
"

" Proof, eh ? what d'ye say—proof—ha-ha-ha ! proof !

Why the proof of the pudding's in the eating. Isn^t that
so ? But I've found, I've found the author, and I'll walk
with him in Curtain Mead—in Curtain Mead br moonlight,
eh ? and by the powers, you shall ad for me."

** Sir, this flippancy is intolerable."
" Who's flippant—who's intol—erol—erable, sii

I'll pay him with six inches of smallsword."
sir ? I say

Upa.
"You forget my rules, Mr. Lovely."
" Rula ? Rules ? What's the good of rules ? He has

insulted me and her."

I think you will agree with me that Charles was drunk
enough to be very undignified. Mr. Lovely Senior appeared
again, maudlin and quarrelsome. The Beau, who remem-
bered him, winced at the resemblance.
"This interview is very repugnant to my sense of

decorum," he protested. " I beg you will take your leave,
sir. The whole affair needs the ducidation of the morning

;

this candle is insufficient. Moreover, the hour is late ; the
207 fire
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it a rule to be uleep hy midnightfire i« low; I make

whenever ponible."

"There you go again 1 " cried Charlea, jumping up and
walking with lereriih gestures and nntteadv kgt round
about the room. " Rules 1 Rules! Rules! 'Foregad, Sir,
I tell you, you cannot make rules for life and death."
" But you can make many excellent rules for Uring and

dying. One of the best of these is moderation in liquor."
Charges went back to the Blut Bomr not quite sure whether

ht had told Beau Ripple a very great deal or nothing at all.

He remembered so httle of what he had said that next
morning he c^me to the conclusi<m that it was nothing at
all. He was glad of this, for somehow when the effects of
the Burgundy wore off, he did not fed disposed to attempt
the barricade of the Great little Man's modish prejudice.
Anything in the nature of an intrigue would be distasteful
to such an emotional aKetick.
So Charles stayed late in bed on Tuesday morning and

took no advantage of the inviution grimly issued the nieht
before.

*

In the afternoon, being dejeded in spirits, and finding
aU the world gone a-hunting, or a-fishing, or a-wenchine,
he betook himself to the fForU Twwd UpsuU Dtmu z
noted house for dd red wines. While he sat m the taproom
discussing life with an elderly bagman, one of the hostlen
of the Bhu Boar to whom he had confided his destination
brought him a note.
" ^ W» eyes," said Charles, crumpling the paper to

a perfumed ball, and flicking it towards die undulating
surface of the elderly bagman's rubied nose.
" ^ ^ eye»»" and, turning to his target, he inquired

whether the latter would drink Port or Burgundy.
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Chapter the Twenty-fourth

DAISH'S ROOMS •

MR. JEREMY DAISH, u I told you many pages back,
wai rema^blr lik*- a Cremona violin. Conceive
then this elderly inttrument of the Muiei making a

final inspe^on of hit pdiihed floor, preparatory to the in-
vasion of my lady Bunbutter's red-heeled rout.

Everything portended a successful evening's entertain-
ment. The hautboys, the flutes, the fiddles and the harp
were drinking hot negus extra strong in order to spur them to
unwonted achievements of melody. Prudence and Deborah,
Mr. paish's comely daughters, who never appeared in the
galleries of the Blut Boar so that their attendance on occa-
sions like the present might possess the charm at once of
condescension and novelty, were busilv pufling their caps
and smoothing their pinners, and from time to time glancing
in the dire^on of the gilt mirroun just to see that the wax
candles were not forming ominous shrouds liable to mar the
8a>?Jy of my lady Bunbutter's agreeable entertainment.

Waiters came and peeped through a door which probably
led to the suoper-room and the three footmen in black plush
laced with silver braid were engaged in a dignified consulta-
tion over the glittering knobs of their tall Malacca canes.

The
• I went into Daiih'i Rooms the other day, for they still exist

as the storehoase of a prosperous ironmonger who is not above
unbending at Christmas time so far as to display a variety of choice
knick-knacb wrought by the Curtain Wells Amateur Copper-Beaters'
Association. The famous frieze carved by an Italian immigrant still
exists, and makes a suiuble background for the exhibition of patent
mouse-traps. Among all the brass gongs and Japanese flower-pots,
209 O
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Th« wheds of the fint coach crackle indclenljr abore the

murmttrout auiet of preparation. TYemendottilj hoooed
and highlj wig^ed, mr lady Bunbutter hai arrired and U
entirdj approving of tne arrangementa made hy Mr. Jeremy
Daiih for the fitting entertainment of a diitinguiihed and
(aihionable company.
Here comes the latter very iplendid, prodigioual^ well-

bred and thorou^y determined to criticize the muuck and
the supper and my lady Bunbutter hendf with merciless

persercrance. Here comes the Most Honourable the Mar-
quis of Hurricane and his ddest son the Eari of Squall and
his second son Lord Augustus Wind and Lady Mary Wind
and Lady Winifred Wind, and his son-in-law El Conde de

Scirocco and the sleepy Contessa, but lud I my ladv, her

ladyship was unable to appear and begs to send her apologies.

Her dog, my lady, has devdoped a quinsy, most unaccountable.

Here come the Earl of Cinderton and the HonouraUe Mr.
Harthe-Brusshe, and the Lady Angela Tcmgs, his married

daughter.

Here comea Mrs. Courteen and Miss Phyllida G>urteen with

MajorConstantineTarry andMr . GregoryMoon dose behind

.

Here is youn^ Miss Kitcat with Captain Mann who for

all he was so disreputaUe wu neverthdess tantamount to

the success of the Cbtillon.

Here come dd General Morton and Miss Susan Morton.
In fa£l, here comes everybody of any importance in

Cur:ain Wells ; and the fiddlers are tuning up.

Yet

above the mowing madiines and oil-ttovet of varied price and power,

I was pleased to dete£l the old iron hooks whence long ago hung the

gilt mirrors that held the unimpaired refle£Uons of this gay history's

chancers. For a moment, amid the bleak utility of ue stores,

I half fancied the swish of a broidered petricoat and the whisper of

a painted fan, smelt Eau de Chypre and heard the Minuet in Ariadne.

I shall not visit Daish's Rooms again ; the ghosts have too much
power to wring my heart with the tean and laughter of spent joys.

" It's a very inconvenient store-room," said ^e dapper manager,
" I think Mr. Bugloss intends to pdl it down next year."
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Y«t for all tlie fiddlen are inTiting ch« world to dance,

for all the world declares the whole entertainment promiMt
to be a ^and luccev (though not to gruid ai it ahoiild be,
coMidenng the ample meana at the dkpond of my ladv Buc-
butter whoje father was aUe to leare a large fortune to a
naiUiner m Soho), her ladyship herself casts many an anxious
fflance towards the entrance. The courtiers hare arrived
but the Km« is stiU absent, and absent he is Itkdy to remain
having caught a :rUght nasal catarrh from his contaa with
the night weather, brought about by Mr. Lorely. For this
story his absence was eren more important in its consequences
than my Ladr Bunbutter dreamed, since if the Beau had been
present on this occasion I doubt he would have persuaded
our heroine to give ud all thoughts ol elopements, seduftions,
stratagems and rope-ladder courtships. As it feU out, there
was nobody to encourage the unromantick side of her, that
" ^° "y- noooax whose opinion she could honestly respea.
Mr. Francis Vernon had hired the old dancing hall for

a midnieht party of fareweU ; and the old dancing haU stiU
possessed an oak door which opened on a long corridor whichm Its tura opened into the new and improved dancing hall of
Daish s Rooms. Halfway along this corridor was a recessed
glasshouse now bare of vegeurion. bleak and unfriendly in
the chiUy moonhght but a very convenient place for the
renewal of true-lovers' vows when one of the loven had not
been mvited to my Lady Bnnbutter's rout. So in the press
of the opemng gavottes, as PhyUida passed down the side of
die room to wait beside her mother's empty chair, long white
fingers plucked at the black silk mittens that netted her
soft httle hand. PhyUida started and, looking up, saw the
fingers withdraw themselves throimh the space left by a
half-opened door.

- r /

She looked round in affright, but the fiddlers were busy
over the gentle tune and aU the world of scandal was dancing
or about to dance. TTie thrill of his touch gave her strengtf
enough to make up her mind and, without more than amoment shesiution, she slipped through tlie doorway whose
opemng was obscured by greenery,
*"
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The Passionate Elopement
A solitary candle lit the long corridor with fitful draughty

light.

" Come," said Vernon ; and, taking his arm, she went
down the passage which seemed to stretch far away—to ruin
perhaps, but the end rv.;:? nc* perceptible owing to the scarce
illummation.

Soon they were rlone in th ? jhilly glasshouse with the
moon and a star c t vo bt^sidu
" To-morrow, my dwircci Hf«," he whispered.
" No, no," said Phyllida.
" To-morrow," he went on, " a post-chaise will be waiting

by the tovshop, and on the seat a nding hood of peacock blue
that to-day I bought for my love."
" No ! No ! Amor, dear Amor, I am afraid."
" Afraid, dear heart, afraid ?

"

Far off sounded the musick and far off the laughter of the
world.

" Afraid that misery will come of it."
" Misery, my b'jloved i I will cherish you for ever."
" Amor 1 Amor ! I'm afraid. Something, I cannot say

what, I cannot explain my feelings, but something frightens
me, I fed—oh 1 I feel as if I were walking in a dark wet
garden. I fed as if—as if the laurds and the everereens
hdd a knife."

*

Vernon dasped her to him.
" My dear and my dear, they hold no more than an arrow

;

the arrow that has pierced our hearts."
Certainly our villain was play-afting, but he was his own

audience and that juxtaposition is as near to smcerity as
even your hero attams,
" You won't betray your Phyllida ?

"

The appeal caught fire from the flaming cheeks of a maid
and burned a waydireft, poignant, passionate, right through
the lustre and tinsel of his emotional costume.
"You won't betray your Phyllida ? " The question was

such an one as circulating libraries knew very well. It was
asked by many a contemporary Musidora or Clarinda of
fitbon. Yet so tremulous were the" lips that asked it, lips*"
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Daish^s Rooms
fraU as rose-leaves and, withal, ardent as wine, that Vernon
shuddered. For the first time in his life he had raised a
force. He was at home with Ranelagh romps, with patched
beauties of Vauxhall, mistresses of intrigue whose fans had
become a part of their bodies, or better, whose bodies were
no more than the appendage of their fans, light, airy things
where Love danced in a mask and could be shut up at will.
Now for the first time he stared into eyes which held

immortality. He saw himself Point de Vise but intolerably
diminished.

Vernon noticed that the cheek nearer to him flamed more
crimson and for a while he was troubled by the mystery of
Love's birth. Elation swung him to the skies and, catching
Phyllida to his heart, he whispered oi constancy, swore
that love would endure for ever and hardly knew himself for
a liar.

He never spoke again of pearls, and from that moment
truly desired her for the youth and the mystery of henelf.
With a pang of tenderness he let her go, watched her

hurry down the corridor like a crimson Autumn leaf that is

blown along by the wind. By the little door she looked back
at him, and from the tips of her fingers sped elfin kisses which
on the wings of the musick of flutes and fiddles were borne in
grace and beauty.

She had promised. With a sigh Mr. Francis Vernon went
back to superintend the arrangements for his farewell party.
She had promised, and, as she slipped unobserved into the
glitter and heat of Daish's famous Rooms, never seemed like
one who has stood a long while in moonlight.
What mattered the censor .jr world ? The softness of

his black velvet sleeve thrillc. .er, and, forgetting all else,
she began to build her house of dreams. What a house it
was, with casements that looked on every month of the
marching years. Now it was December when the snowflakes
were falling. Down the corridor she and her lover moved
in the grey light, but the casements were lined with ferns
and stars and jewels of frost, so they sought Spring in the
changing fire-gardens of burning logs. February went by
"3 with

w

%-.:

\\

il



I
;

( 1

i; .

The Passionate Elopement
with ker si owen and her cdandinet, her anowdropc and
thrushes that sing on bare branches. That casement in her
house of dreams was gilded round and the sill carved v.nth

posies and true-lovers' knots, for through it she had seen Love
for the first time. March came in by night with a great
noise of wind, yet even in the gusty daricness she could put
out her hands to touch a velvet sleeve as black as the gloom
enclosed by the open lattice. Every casement in her house
of dreams was full of delight, even the quaint little window
at the very end of the corridor whose ledge was the haunt of
drifted leaves. In the far-off autumn he would still he by
her side.

Somebody adced her to step a minuet, yet while her body
danced, while her feet kept tune to the twinkling rhythm,
while her fan fluttered to mortal harmonies, her soul was
away with Love—God knows the spot, but 'twas somewhere
mighty near the top of this green world. Now she was
rocking a wooden cradle while the wind in the wide black
chimney crooned an echo to the old nursery song she was
singing. Ah ! sir or madam, when a young maiden start

.

to build her house of dreams, I think, if she be a wise maid,
she builds the nursenr first of all.

This wonderful house had a number of docb, tall

clocb, short docb, thin docb, fat docb, round clock",

square docb, docks on the wall, docb on the martel-
piece, docb in the comers ; and every dock was ticking
away to a tune of its own, for in the house of dreams
there was never a moment that did not deserve perpetual
commemoration.
Somebody asked her to step a g«votte. At the end of the

garden of this wonderful house was a green wicket, and when
you had walked through a coppice of birches and wild rasp-
berries that ripen with the com, you found yourself on the
London road. It ran straight as a dart over hill and down
dale, through villages whose cottages were only built to stare
at the gay equipages that rattled past, for nothing alive was
visible save a few geese on a blue and white pond beneath a
blue and white sky. Phyllida's mind was a book of old wives'

*H ta'cs
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tales ar her London was the golden London of Dick
Whittington.

Fled were all the outraged heroines of dog-eared novels
in greasy circulation. The long reproaches, stilted protesta-
tions, vows, regrets and declarations had vanished. TTie
nodding spinsters behind countrv counters who selected
the literature of their clients and declared how affecting was
this tale, how full of sensibility was that one, had gradually
lost all definite shape like the volumes they doled out so
assiduously. Fled, too, with the vapours of young maiden-
hood, were seme of the sweets. Nevertheless I doubt there
was not a soul to regret the old Phyllida save perhaps Betty
and Dick Combleton, the Squire's youngest son away down
in Hampshire.
Mias Sukey Morton began to talk to her of young Tom

Chalkley. She told how he had passed their house, how he
had looked up at the window, and how by the greatest ill luck
she happened to be rather pale that morning. She babbled
Oi. ibout the imagined progress of an aflFair which had never
truly existed. To Phyllida who should have been sym-
pathetick, it was rather wearisome chatter. Suddenly Miss
Morton shocked her dear Courteen very much by asking if

she had discovered who was satirized in those twelve lines
beginning . . . Phyllida interrupted with a curt negative,
so curt that her darling Morton regarded her with black-
eyed curiosity.

" And how should I know, Sukey, how should I know ?
"

" My dearest Miss Courteen, there is no need to be angry
about a simple question."

" These discoveries are all so low," complained Phyllida.
" Oh, vastly low, though for my part I think the hussy

deserves censxire since she has made every young woman
ridiculous.''

With this commenury Miss Morton left her friend, and
Phyllida, wondering all the while if she knew the whole affair,
was more than ever firmly determined to elope to-morrow
afternoon with her Amor.
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Chapter the Twenty-fifih

QUARTS OF BURGUNDY

THE old ballroom of the famous Daish's Rooms looked
mighty cheerful on the evening of my Lady
Bunbatter's rout and Mr. Francis Vernon's farewell

entertainment.

The circular mahogany table with finely carved daw legs
shone like the fine old piece of Spanish wood it was, that is

to say, wherever it could secure a clear space for shining,
being almost entirely clouded over by innumerable dishes
of fruit and nuts, plates, silver knives and silver forb, two
large horns of snufE and half-dozen pairs of branched candle-
stick, while in the very centre surrounded by lesser fruits
stood a magnificent pineapple.
Round the table stood a dozen or more solid Windsor

wheelback chairs that were warranted to stand firm, though
the fattest gentleman that ever sat down to dessert tipped
perpetually back on them to the utmost limit of his balance.
A magnificent fire blazed and roared in the hearth, and
round the walls were hung prints of racehorses, cock-fights,
steeplechases, prize bullocks, and fat sheep, with bills of sale
beneath them and announcements of forthcoming diver-
sions for the young gentlemen of the Blue Boar and the
more wealthy agriculturalists of the neighbourhood.

It was ien o'clock of a wet wmdy night and the chairmen
were growing quarrelsome as they stamped up and down in
the street below.
Mr. Jeremy Daish had been rather unwilling for Mr.

Vernon to give his party on a night when he himself would
be unable to superintend the commissariat owing to his
services being required for my Lady Bunbutter's rout close"^

at



Quarts ofBurgundy
at hand. However, he had left the striftest injunftions

with John the senior waiter to carry off at once dl empty
bottles in order to the protedion of the Curtain Wells

watch, which was wont to suffer considerably in their persons

on such an hilarious occasion as a party in the old ballroom
of Daish's Rooms.
The host stood with his back to the fire complacently

surveying the preparations. Vernon's extra£lion was some-
what ambiguous, and his father may or may not have been the

fine gentleman that his mother swore he was. So, as he
stood regarding the well-covered table and the tall armchair
at the head of it where he would presently take his seat, a dis-

tind feeling of elation seized him at the prosped of being in

a position to pass the decanter round a circle of such un-
deniable breeding. He went over their names—names
famous on many a battlefield and many a hunting field.

They belonged to a world of broad acres and park gates and
double lodges and Corinthian hunting-boxes. They were
revered at home by many peasants and wore the mantle of

life with an air of easy proprietorship. They possessed some-
thing like the dignified stability of the Church of England.
They were a force, an institution, a produ£% of insidar civiliza-

tion. In faft, they were English Gentlemen, and Mr. Ver-
non contemplated their existence with great self-satisfadion.

He, too, was an English Gentleman, he reassured himself.

It was the consciousness of being one which gave him that

pleasant sense of superiority to the rest of the world when he
found himself in the congenial company of his peers.

Yet poor Mr. Vernon (I am rather sorry for poor Mr. Ver-
non) could not conceal from his shrewd self that he had no
business to be at all unduly elated at the prosped of enter-

taining young Tom Chalkley of the Foot, Lieutenant
Blewforth of the Lively Mr. Harry Golightly of Campbell's
Grey Dragoons, Mr. Anthony Clare, little Peter Wingfield,

Jack Winnington, the Honourable Mr. Harthe Brusshe,

my Lord Squall, Lord Augustus Wind and Mr. Charles
Lovely.

It was Mr. Vernon's note of invitation to the last which
217 had
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of the WarU ti^i Ufstd, Dcum. Pr«ently came * sound
of laughter and careless talk as the voung gentlemen of the
Sliu Boar came swaggering in. Was it merely a sense of
eccentnaty that made the host fancy he deteOed a note of

Prob^r'"*°"
»n ^eir loud and jovial greeting to himself ?

The early guests talked, as early guests alwavs wiU, with
^« f *^f 9^ ^^?«ik, »ijd the other half on Se ubli.

Squall IS late," said Vernon,

i;

SqjiaU coming ? " inauired Blewforth.

field

*"** ^°' squafls," stammered little Peter Wing-

" Squall's an ass," said Mr. Golightly.
" So is his brother," said Challdey
"Always was," said Clare.

andK" bS." '*" •"' ''""°"
" ^"«"""'' ^^^ "'

The young gentlemen of the Blue Boat looked peevish •

L'^hr'*^? °^ '^' ^^'^^ ^^^^'^ ^° ^«P them waiting
for three such asses as these.

®

«" 3^^*^ are late," said Blewforth very emphatically.
I m eipedhng Lovely, too," said Vernon almost humbly.Somehow or other he felt the slightest inclination to

*P«
r?i!**,'

'"^y ^*"^ ^o' ^« did not know.

M iS*'^. V I^T*^ ^"*- "«'» » ^ d careless feUow."

cL^''^^^^li:^i
°"^ ^^^ ^^^ ^^"^ i«^^«^ "p-

litile^fe« wS^^^r """^ "^^ ^""*''""» " ^^ ' " ^^'^

a 'rSVwv ^T"^ • °°'>^" '1'^ Blewforth. « He's found

?ntr^'?'
^^ "^"^ "^^^^^ **''• ""?^« °" ''^

"SSr'^H*'
Never ?" exclaimed a chorus.

u
What s his channer's name ? " said Chalkley.
Burgundy " rephed Blewforth with a great guffaw thatmade aU the glassy and goblets and decantSs on the Wg oi

dresser nng an echo.
" b ««
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** I never thought Charles cared much for wine or women,"

laid Golightly.
" Nor he don't/' Blewforth put in. " Nor he don't.

That's what beats me. But I tell jrou I mw Charles Lovely

sitting in the taproom of the World Tvnud Utsid* Dotvn.

Nobody goes there unless he wishes to be drunk by nightfall.

Eh, boys ? So depend on't when Charles does arrive, he'll

arrive drunk. But why \ That's the riddle."

"Perhaps the fair Courteen has slighted him," said

Chalkley. " Serve him right. He had no business to take

himself so seriously. 'Tis very fashionable to be a poet, but
egad ! 'tis devilish low to behave like one."
" Is that Miss Phyllida Courteen ? " said Vernon, trying to

speak as though he had read her name in the list of visitors

published every week by the proprietors of the Curtain Wells

Chronicle and Pump Room Intelligencer.

"Aye ! d'ye know her ? Blooming seventeen with a short

upper lip, blue eyes and hair the colour of that chestnut

gelding, What's His Name sold 'tother day."
" Very poor animal," said Golightly.
" Not at all. I disagree with you."
" Very poor animal indeed," said Golightly.
" It fetched a very pretty price."
" Oh," said Mr. Grolightly and the argument was over.

" Does she carry a white swansdown mu£F ? " asked Vernon.

"Who?"
" Miss Courteen."
" Eh ? Oh ! I don't know," and since Mr. Chalkley's

tone of voice implied a lack of further interest on the subject,

the subje£l was dropped.

"My belief is," said Lieutenant Blewforth loudly, and
moving as he spoke in the direftion of the fire{dace. " Egad,
Vernon would vou take it unkind if I rang for a tankard of

ale } I'm as dry as a gunner in a^ion. My belief is," he
went on spreading his coat-tails to the genial warmth, " my
bdief is

"

" Gadaiife ! B-B-lewforth," interrupted Peter Wingfield,
" pray get on with the recitation of your c-creed."
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JL??." riP't
""''"**

"u*^*
."*?'" "^^ Blewforth. « My

belief u Charle* wrote that book."

litl^' ^1. ' ^"^^ Chalkley wh«e acquaintance with the
literature of the day waa remarkably imall.
" Curtam Polli."

"
?*uu- ?!".^** °' ^*'" "^^^ Mr. Chalkley.
Rubbish! 'said Qare, entering suddenly into the

conversation. " Rubbish !
» and yet Mr. AnihonyVarewas one of the two people in the room who knew forcertam that Charles was, indeed, the author of that satirical

S ^ufe "l!!*^ * ^^P"*" *"®"°* o^ '*"'." Blewforth went
on. My old aunt Seaworthy to whom I paid my annual
visit yesterday tells me that alf the world is Jery much hurt
at being treated with such freedom."

I'

I d-don't see why Charles should take to drink becausehe 8 wrote a book." This was from Pete- Wingfield.

to„.K ^^k °"^ ^7 ^^"^ annoyed. He's confoundedly

R^rJ^-. T * ^'?,? °*""' "''^ *^' «"d Charles thinli
Kipple 18 a demigod."

TTie Earl of SquaU, Lord Augustus Wind and the
Honourable Mr. Harthe-Brusshe came into the room at thatmoment, and Mr. Vernon, who had been feeling a little out-

over^K^''''"'%v ^J" ^^^P^X'
°»»de haste to propose that,

broS^hffn.
^"""^ P'"'"'''' '^* ^'"^ ^"^^ b^

Everybody agreed that nothing fitted in more exadUy
with their wishM than Mr. Vernon's timely suggestion and

"^l^^Ut^^^^- ^'%'^"^ ^^^ ^^ P'«^"«^ which
stamps the begmnmg of an entertainment. Everybody satdown and the nuts were circulated.

^

Presently John entered with twelve quart-bottles of
Burgundy on a huge tray. All of them Jad been gently

Veraon had prepared a short oration for the entrance of
tne liquor and while John reverently stationed a bottle at
220 '
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tTttyhoAy** right hand, he made haite to deliver it. Per-

haps hit utterance waa a shade too reminiscent of one of the

many prologues spoken by his mother at the theatre in

Lincoln's Inn Fields, but that did not matter since nobody
in the room wu old enough to remember that lady's inimit-

able delivery of Mr. Dryden's rhymed Alexandrines.
" The life of Burgundy," said Mr. Vernon, " is very like

the life of a butterfly. At fint the grape or caterpillar-grub,

feeding upon the richness of the soil, then the cocoon or

bottle stage when it languishes for many years in darkness

below the earth until—until it emerges glowing with a thou-

sand varied tints of crimson—and, like a butterfly, wings its

airy way into the brain of mankind."
The company, with the exception of my Lord Squall who

was sometimes taken in the old family coach of the Winds
to hear his father speak in the House of Lords, were not

accustomed to lengthy speeches and looked at each other

bashfully.

Lieutenant Blewforth with nautical tad saved the situa-

tion by drinking Mr. Vernon's health in a very large and
brimming pint bumper which he emptied i V two sonorous

gulps.

As everybody else proceeded to follow this good example,

everybody was soon very cheerful, and the advent of the

second dozen of bottles was mightily applauded.

However, the master mind was still absent and the drink-

ing, though steady, had not yet enlivened the company to

uproarious spirits.

" Where's Charles } " bellowed Blewforth munching a

devilled biscuit. " Where's that fellow Charles. Demme !

He'll never catch us up at this rate and we shall have him
sober as a post-captain when we are beginning to amuse
ourselves."

" What, you rogue," cried our \ .o entering just as the

Lieutenant bellowed his inquiry. " I wager five guineas, I

am two bottles ahead of any gentleman present." In order

to clinch the bet he flung his purse in the dire£Hon of the
table. The gauntlet snuffed in its CQUfse two of the candles

2»i and
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TomCfcdUer « hi«h •• hit itock and impming to Hit
MajettT*! uatfonn aa odoar of hot iqaeezed lemona that
iMted for quite « couple of wecb.
"Charietl Chtriea!" beUowed the burly Lieutentnt,
Huat for Chariei 1 '»

t^^j*J*"*' latched into the raomt chair next to hit
mendTonr without a word to the hort. However, nobody
obwrred this breach of good manner*, bccauae everybody
waa annoualy leaning over to fiU every glaai in reach of the
newcomer ai a preliminary to drinking hit very good health
a Konre of timet, without a heeltap to any one of them.

..1^^.}^' Wherehaveyoubeenr'iaidChalkley.

1 1.5*??^* .
Burgundy with a rogue of a bagman who

looked hke Raaelaffh Garden en P«te, for hit face wat iUumi-
nated w.th every hue of crimton lamp and I ttake my wijj

mJT ^** *• ***?• *"** '**"'*^ "^ Rotunda."
With the arrival of Chailet, everybody woke up and there

were callt for a aong. The gallant Lieutenant wat the fint

I«i?^"
"^ ^"* l>onet*t to you fair lUui mm at

Let me remind you of that fine old ballad •

7q you fair ladiis uow at Land
Wt men at Sea indiu ;
But first would have you understand
How bard it is to write.

" Not at all," cried Chariet.

The Muus new, and Neptune too.

We must implore to write to you /

, nand chorua, gentlemen, pleate,

fitbaFa,la,U,la,U,U
The Muus now, and Nettnne too,

We must implore to wrtte to you.

and to on to the laat

With
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With a f«, U, &f, la, la

Lit us btar »f no Ineomtanty

Wt bavt to4 mtub of that at Sta.

And • proper noiie ererrbody made widi the Fa la-la-la-la

accentuating crery Fa with a botde and every La with one

of Mr. Jeremy Daiih'i handsome lilrer ipooni.

The long being a very lengthy one allowed everybody

plenty of time to drink another quart of Burgundy before iti

rousin^^ condunon, and if the company cheered loudly at the

beginnmg, by heavens, they cheered so loudly at the end

that the noise was heard above the fiddlers in the new
ballroom of Daish's famous Rooms and put everybody

out of step in the last Cotillon notwithstandmg the heroick

efforts of the disreputable, but nimble-footed Captain

Mann.
Then Charles gave a new ballad (new that is in the rdgn

of Queen Anne) sung first at Messieurs Brook and Hdlier's

Qub at the Temple Tavern in Fleet Street, but slightly

altered by him ;o suit present company,

Since Vm in tbe Chair and every one here

Appears in gay humour and easy ;

Say, why sbowd not /, a new Ballad try.

Bright Brethren o* the Bottle to please ye.

This wine is my theme, this is all otCs EsUem,
For Jeremy Uaish cannot wrong us ;

Let dtem get Wealth who keeps us in health.

By bringing neat liquor among us.

(with chorus of last two lines repeated).

Each Vintner of late, has got an Estate

By brewing and Sophistication

With cyder and sloes, they*ve made a d—d dose.

Has poisoned one half of the nation.

and so on until
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Sm Gtd BUss thi King, Ptm, PMrlianunt Men,
And keep *em like us in tnu concord /
Andjrant that all thou, who dart b* bis foes.
At Tyburn may swing in a strong cord

;

ff^e'U Loyalists be, and bravely agreeW tb lives and estaus to difend ber^bim
So then toe'U not care come Peace or come War
For Lewis, the Pope, or Pretender.

" Ah
!
» laid Mr. Antony Qare whow father had been a

Jacobite, "you've ipoat more than the rhyme by the last
word."

This treaaonable remark was the signal for more noise
than erer because aU the young gentlemen of the Blue Boar
who held Hu Majesty King George's commission felt, bound
to uphold the honour of the Royal Navy and the British
Axmy bjr flinging a large number of Spanish nuts at the head
of the disloyal Clare who retorted by emptymg a whole ram's
horn of snuff over Mr. Golightly so that for a while nothing
was to be heard but voUies of gigantick sneezes. Exhaustion
reigned for a moment, but presently the sound of hustling
and bustlmg m the street outside roused everybody to fresh
vigcmr of mischief.

My Lady Bunbutter's rout was over, and those of the
£»}umte Mob who had been invited were standing on tip-
toe on the st^ of Daish's Rooms peering into the darkness
and blmkmg m the glare of waving flambeaux. The chair-
men were so busy quarrefling over their positions that they
paid no attention to their fares and everything was in a very

L^w"*^* °* confusion indeed
; nor was the clamour abated

by Mr. Lovdv cleverly hitting the long red ear of the nearest
chairmen with a Barcelona nut because the injured chairman
instantly floored a linkboy who was standing by his side and
the Iinkboy's torch severely burnt the legs of Lord Cinder-
ton s taU footman in his ash-grey livery and the tall footman
with a ydl of dismay punched a flat-footed waiter on the
nose md the flat-footed waiter butted an inoffensive fop in
the middle of his sprigged silk waistcoat f ^d the inoffensive
**4
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fop itruck out with his taneUed cane left and right with
wch force that presentlr crerybodx in the street below wai
fithtmg with hu next door neighbour to the entire delight
of the young gentlemen from the BUu B94Kr, Their next
diverMon wu to empty the dregt of the Burgundy bottles
upon .the heads of the crowd, whereupon aU the ladies of
Curtam Wells screamed very loud to see such a number of
bloody polls and faces.

Then Charles snatched off Uttle Peter Wingfield's tie-
wi^ and, hanng set fire to it, began to drop tuftt of burning
hatf out of the wmdow, which tufts made an immense smell
and blew round and round in the gusty March air in a very
alarming manner.

Little Peter Wingfield, having lost his own wig and being
too htde to snatch Lovely's wig, mounted one of the stout
Wmdsor wheelback chain and, taking down the print of a
famous cock-fight extraded the hook from the wall and laid
an embargo on the Uack silk ties of three of his friends in
order to fish from the window for another wig. He suc-
ceeded m catching the Marquis of Hurricane's to the intense
ddight of his undutiful sons the Eari of SquaU and Lord
Augustus Wmd. Of course after such a successful display
of angling, everybody else had to try his hand with the pifture
hook and two more wigs were captured but proved so frowsy
that they were burnt immediatdy. However, Mr. Chalkley
caught the hem of Lady Jane Vane's petticoat just as she was
stepping into her chair and would without doubt have in-
jured that virgin's modest reputation for ever, had the
gannent been made of more durable stuff ; as it was, the hook
would not hold and nothing was disclosed beyond what is
allowed by any wet day.
Then Mr. Daish came hurrying in and begged their

honours to desist because the watch was coming, and what
Mr. Ripple would say when he heard of the riot he did not
dare surmize.

Poor Mr. Daish bowed and scraped and wai so full of
excuses that all the young gentlemen felt quite sorry for him
and out hua seat foremost into the biggest bowl of punch in
"5 ^ ^ order
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order to drown his troubles, whereupon Mr. Daith grew quite
chderick and vowed he would never let one of *em enter his
inn again and made such ado that the culprits all protested
he was more noisy than anybody else, and offered to fetch
in the watch and have him arrested in his own bowl of
punch.
But presently they lifted him out and subscribed ten

guineas by sending round Mr. Golightly's hat ; and poor
Mr. Daish was more full of excuses than ever and hoped that
anything he had said that could by the most spirited gentle-
man be considered derogatory would be forgiven and
ascribed to the dismay caused by the hot punch scalding his
hinder parts and goading him beyond the bounds of polite
remonstrance.

Everybody vowed that withered little Daish was a prince
of good fellows and begged him to buy himself a new pair
of cinnamon cloth breeches as soon as possible, while Thomas
Chalkley of the Foot created much amusement by shouting
that he was holdmg Dunquer(|ue against the French. In
order to hold Dunouerque agamst the French, it was very
necessary that Mr. Chalkley Aould fling out of the window
nineteen quart-bottles of Burgundy in quick succession,
whereupon Lieutenant Blewforth of the Lively not to be
outdone vowed Portobello must be taken and proceeded
to take it by climbing with amazing dexterity on to the
mantelpiece armed only with a long Churchwarden's pipe.
Yet notwithstanding all the efforts of Ensign Chalkley to hold
Dunquerque against the French, notwithstanding that he
was valiantly assisted by Comet Gdightly of the Grey
Draeoons, who led a desperate cavalry charge round the
whole room mounted upon one of the stout Windsor chairs,
Dunqueroue capitulated. In other words the dignified
Curtain Wells watch marched upstairs with their lanterns
and their staves and, standing in a knot by the doorway, de-
manded the reason for such a riotous breach of the King's
peace, not to mention Mr. Ripple's and the Mayor's. But
the young gentlemen were all so merry and the watch was
so cold that it consented to taste the punch and presently
"6 '^
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left Dunquerque in the hands of the Allies and marched off

warmer in mind and body to a quieter quarter of the ancient

borough of Curtain Wells. I am sorry to add that, in passing

the door of the Great House, they so far forgot their standing

orders as to cry with enormous fervour the hour and the

weather exadly underneath Mr. Ripple's window.

^th the departure of the watch, peace fell upon the

company for a while ; a dice box was produced and some

pacb of cards, but play lasted a very snort time and was

voted too confoundedly dull for so joyful an evening. So

more songs were sung, and it was exceedingly pleasant to

hear these young gendemen shouting the refrains and ham-
mering Encores upon the polished mahogany table. It was

exceefiUngly pleasant to see the wigs on their knees and the

long day pipes keeping time to the tune ; but perhaps the

pleasantest sight of sdl was the two sleepy waiters who
leaned against the jambs of the door and, with kindly grins on

their tired faces, tapped their flat feet to the more alluring

measures.

The night was wearing away when somebody called

• Vernon for a song !
*

The latter, to tell the truth, had felt out of his element,

except during the brief interval of play, but on being called

upon to occupy the centre of the room, he cheered up and

announced his very great pleasiure in acceding to the gentle-

men's request.

I wonder if you are at all sorry for Mr. Vernon.

He was very lonely sitting in his high armchair at the

head of the table. I wonder if you will forgive him for

singing this song, which you will find in Mr. D'Urfey's

PiUs to Purge Melancholy.

In the merry month of May^
On a mom by break of day,

Forth I walked the wood so wide^

When as May was in her Pride :

Here I spy*d all aloney all alone,

PhyUida and Coridon,

i
!

i
•Im -,

227 Much



HiPii wmmm wmmfm

The Passionate Elopement
Much ado tbert teas God vfot,

Ht did lovty but sbt eonld tut,

He said bis love was to woo.

He said none was false to you ;
He said be bad lov*d bet long.

He said love sbould take no wrong.

Coridon would bave kissed ber then,

Sbe said Maids must kiss no men
Till tbey kiss for good and all

;

Tben sbe bade tbe sbefberds call

All tbe Gods to witness trutb,

Ne*er was loved so fair a youth.

then with many a pretty oath.

As Yea and Nay and Faith and Troth,
Such as siUy shepherds use.

When they would not love abuse ;
Love which bad been long deluded
Was with kisses sweet concluded.

And Pbyllida with garlands gay
Was crowned tbe Lady May.

The words were poor, as you will allow, and the tune a
mere tinkle, but it had the eflFedl of rousmg our hero from
the half-sleep into vt :h he had fallen.

" Sing that song . jain, will you."
" G forbid," whispered little Peter Wingfield.
" Nay, sir," said Mr. Vernon, " Tis too long to sing

over again, but I'll toast the herome if that will please
your zest."

" No, sir," said Charles, " it will not please me at all."
The rest of the company began to wake up to the fad

that something was happening.
"I should have thought," Vernon replied, "that Mr.

Lovely would have cordially welcomed such a toast, for we
all know his partiality to the name."
«*8 "Gentlemen,"
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** Geatlemen/* said our hero. Did I not promiie jou

•ome pretty heroidcs a Kore of pages back ? ** Gentlemen,
I have a tue to tdl you."

Charla looked very stiff and very fierce as, clapping on his

wig, he began

:

" A short while ago I perpetrated an indiscretion in mis-

taking Mr. Francis Vernon for a gentleman, for which I beg
the pardon of everybody present. Mr. Vernon for some
reason best known to hixnself saw fit to bribe my boobeller

to insert in a volume I have just published twelve scurrilous

lines refle£ting upon the chara£br of a young ladywhom I

—

whom I
"

' Admire," suggested our villain.

*No, sir, respe^"
'* Sir, your virtue should make us all blush," sneered

Vernon, cold and contemptuous.

"D——^n you and your blushes; blush deeper, then,"

shouted Charles, slinging the contents of a wineglass into

Mr. Vernon's pallid face.

There was silence for a moment until the honourable Mr.
Harthe-Brusshe proclaimed
" The aflFair should be settled at once."

And this was the only remark that the Honourable gentle-

man uttered in the whole of the evening.
" With all my heart," cried Charles. " Tony, you*U ad

for me ?

"

Mr. Vernon had delicately wiped his face with a handker-

chief of Mechlin lace. A single drop of the wine lingered

above his left cheekbone. There, it was not unbecoming.
** I shall be proud to walk with Mr. Lovely in a month's

time," said our villain, '* but for the present my honour is

pledged to a lady."
*' Sure, you borrow on mighty small security, sir," said

Charles.

llie lingering drop of wine that stained Mr. Vernon's

cheek seemed to expand for a brief moment.
" I have named my day," was all he answered.

**Mr. Vernon is within his rights, Charles," said Mr.
229 Golightly,
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Gdighdy, ** and moreover the weather will be finer next
month and we can make up a jovial par^."
" Tis hardly fair to poor Daiah to fi^t in his rooms,"

laid Blewforth. *' Ripoie would put his shutters up at once."
" H take jrou all,^* cried Charles, in an access of fury, as

he nrang to strike Vernon.
The latter stepped back and with a wdl-aimed blow sent

Charles flying backwards over two chairs.
" 'SUfe, Charles/' said Mr. Gdightly v«ry stiffly. « Your

condud is d d irregular, Sir.**

"Most improper," said Mr. Chalkley.
" Devilish unrestrained," said little Peter Wingfield.
" Charles was two botdes ahead of us, gentlemen," said

BIcu'forth who held a broad mind in a broad body.
Our hero was still lying where Vernon had sent him among

cards and broken glass.

" D n you all," cried Qare. « Charles is worth the
rest of you puopies in red and blue coats put together, and by
G , Mr. Vernon, he shall kill you for that blow.'*

Everybody was so surprized to hear Mr. Anthony Clare,
cool and placid Tony Clare, break out like this that a wave of

embarrassment swept over the room. One by one they
hurried from the scene of such an irregular quarrel.

It was very entertaming to see them march out so stiff

and straight, with nutshells crackling underneath their feet.

If!
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Chapter the Twenty-sixth

AND THE DREGS OF THE SAME

MR. ANTHONY CLARE stayed behind to help our

hero home to bed. His effort to achieve sobriety

had completely exhausted such faculties as re-

mained after so manv quarts of Burgundy, and he babbled to

his companion foolish threats and im|>otent defiance in such

an incoherent voice that I doubt his enemy, had he been

present, would scarcely have been able to discover conunon

sense in any one of his remarb. Charles woke upj in the

morning full of bile, dressed hinudf in a splenetick fury

and ate a breakfast, conspicuous for its peppery flavours,

with petulance and aversion. Then he crammed his gold-

laced Kevenbuller hat on his head and went out to interview

Mr. Horace Ripple.

In crossing the courtyard of the inn he passed Mr.

ChaMey, and for a moment debated seriously the wisdom

of clu^enging him out of hand. This he was the more

inclined to do because he fancied the gallant Ensign was

re^irding him with some disfavour. However, the latter

gave him a 'good morning,' and excused his want of

geniality on the score of a liver teased out of endurance by

hard and vident exercise.

So Charles forgave him his supposed breach of good

manners and decided to hear from Tony a full account of

the evening's events.

Clare presertly overtook him under the archway, and, cm

being informed of our hero's destination, tried to dissuade

him from the projefted visit to the Beau.
« Z ds ! 1 tdl you that blackguard shall be turned out

of the Wells with ignominy." So much Charies vowed.

231 "But
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« Si' u"
""^ ^"^"^^ <AyoxM, Charia," argued hit friend.

^^^t^,:^^,^^^:^ '^'"-
»' "^

" Then, by heaven I » said CharH " that being the casethere i. the greater nec««itjr for ^^.eUing him*f««^company of gentlemen."
r s "**« »««« me

aJ'SS! ".? '"'^ '^'^ «?«^ated Qare. "but you

« T <f^*i
*^^t "«*»« luvt you to interfere ?

"

.\Ja
*" ^*»»» Tony," «ud Charie., "that Ripple has^ready pondered the advi^iblene- of interferingiJS MrFrancM Amor-Vernon and, indeed, begged me to (Sdosehis pseudonym, but I would not." ^ ^^

You owed him money, in faft ? " said Clare eentlvtappmg the kerb of the paiement with^^. "^^^
res, I owed the dog money."
And now he is paid ?

"
"
J?*5^ ,?

your generosity be is paid."

nn .rr?^ •"** ^'- P*"* ^y«»«^ i»and aflfeftionatelyon that mdignant gentleman's Vt -boulder, «oS« me

" Tis monstrous iU-bre,! in you to remind me of an obli

SS^L'3^,--^^^^^

loth to believe any good of you."
^

presidS^*
» wiser than the raree-show over which he

Of la^^ii^S fS£lr:Sut^rejiSS a^^X'accojmt of your quarrelsome overtui^ *^' ^°" °°

vou aT^^ • '^?'*^' P"^ f*•"' ^'o°» f«rtl»« argument •

you do not convmce me and will soon rouse my cffi."
"As
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And the Dregs ofthe Same
A» you will," Mid Tony, and, leaving the

I
h-t

company of
kU friend, betook hinudf to the lolitude of green fields.

In the pleasures of country sights and sounds he found some
consolation for the undesenred reproaches oi a gentleman
whom he had gratified at considerable expense to himself.

Chades continued in the diredion of the Great House.
Being arrived on the topmost doorstep he rang the bell

with complete assurance and knocked thrice with the heavy
brass knocker.

He was admitted to an audience and walked upstain to
the tall white drawing-room without trepidation or bashful-

ness. Mr. Riople had favoured him with so many compli-
ments lately, had begged his advice on so many trifles of
publick importance, had in h6t adopted him so completely
mto intimate conversation, that Chories may be pardoned
for supposing that, notwithstanding his unceremonious
condua of the night before last, notwithstanding his

notoriety as the author of a book of satirical poems, he
would still be rceeived with that inimitable and charming
condescension which the Great little Man reserved for few
indeed.

He found the Beau seated among the roses of his wide-
winged armchair sipping what looked uncommonly like a
cordial physick. He did not rise to Mr. Lovely's entrance,
did not even turn his h^ad, but merely said in a tone,
indifferent, lifeless and chill,

" To what may I ascribe the honour of this visit, sir ?
"

Conceive the shocked feelings of Madam Semde when he,

whom she had hitherto regarded with the familiarity bom
of inany amorous meetings, asstuned at her own request the
attributes of divinity. She died, if you can recall tlw sad
event.

Charles experienced a particle of that dismay when the
Great little Man for whom he had hitherto felt an almost
playful affedion suddenly appeared to him with the attri-

butes of majesty—remoteness, scorn, and inaccessiUeness.
The pattern upon the Aubusscm rug swam before his eyes
in changes of tmt and form as frequent as a child's Kaleido-
235 scope
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•cope, and he found himself in hnmUe obdunce. The
Beau twirled the fluted item of the green Venetian glan
that contained hit phjiick and waited for Mr. Lovely to
explain hit buamen.
^•WeU,iir,»heMidatlait.
The abaihed favourite stammered his reasons for the visit.
" Pooh, pooh," said the Beau. " Pooh, jpooh I a likely

story. Your brain, sir, addled by the ridiculous rhymes
It has already bom with obvious labour, refuses to hatch
further monstrous fancies, and is content to send into the
world an abortion. The ni«ht before last, Mr. Lovely,
you waited unon me at an hour both indiscreet and in-
convenient. I was ready to overlook this horrid breach
of decorum and was indeed willing to receive your apologies
on the following day. You found, however, a more en-
gaging diversion in cracking bottles with a bagman. For
thw I do not blame you—and, indeed, think you will do well
to cultivate a manner of company for which you seem to
me singularly adapted. Pray understand, however, that,m finding your levd, you have had to make a very con-
siderable descent. The rider who has been thrown into a
ditch is unable to cry * View ! Holloa ! ' to the master of
the hunt. In other words, Mr. Lovely, you have put
yourself in a position where your estimate of polite intrigue
is mcredible and impertinent. I am verv wdl able to look
after the morals of the Beau Monde without the assistance
of the kitchen or the tap-room."
" Mr. Ripple," said our hero, " you insult me."
"Unfortunately, sir, I recognize no responsibleness in

that direaion. I have always claimed the right to speak
my mind. If you find mv stridures intolerable, the door
a£Fords you an easy remedy."
" Mr. Ripple," Charles replied, « I think you are making

a fod of yourself."
.

*

The Great little Man clutched the arms of his wide-
winged chair and gasped. It was certainly twenty yean
smce any one had dared to address him with such a want
of reverence.

*34 "You
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. ''You wrap youndf in paint and Mttin," continued

Charlei. " xqm strut about u if you were indeed the king

of a puppet ihow. But don't forget, Mr. Ripple, that when

the puppets perform, when they make minuture love and

die small deatlu, the puUick regards them, not the wire-

Kdler abore. The world, your world, will forget you,

fr. Ripple, when it still remembers the inconsiderable

passions of your doUs."

"It does not matter, sir," the Beau interrupted in a

voice tremulous with well-bred anger. " It does not

matter what the world thinks of me, so long as my puppets

comport themselves with taste and diKretion."
" You fod," shouted Charles, " the wires are twisted."

It is improbable that any one had ever shouted in this

tall white room before, and the lustres shivered at the

unwonted sound, while a diminutive Dresden she|)herdess,

fragile as a sea-shell, lost her head, which rolled into the

grate with a tinkle of dismay.
" Leave my house," said the Beau.
" Ay ! and you dislike to be told that your show will

presently appear ludicrous."
" Leave my house."
" Good G 1 Ripple. I know I have been to blame

I know my story seems to you absurd ; but, by Heaven

!

I swear those cuned lines were never writ by me, and since

Vernon wrote them, why, z ds, man ! Can't you see

his intention \
"

" Leave my house."
" Very weU, sir, your obedient servant."

With a verv grand bow, Mr. Lovely took his leave of the

Great little Man.
When he was gone, the Beau stooped to pick up the head

of the diminutive Dresden shepherdess.

"Tut-tut, I doubt the join will be plainly visible," he

murmured to hinuelf.

\
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Chapter the Twenty^seventh
TIME FOR REFLECTION

MR. LOVELY left U»e Great Houk enraged with

fourteen, but I do behere lie was uncerdy vexed with him-.df for letting her fall into Vernon', power. FoTa momSt
of tJl"'r^LC^°*^"'l.'^* ^^«» Sfwaming her mTtSJ

el^f fh. i/'T„\"'? ^^ wouiImvout, in the

w« notwLT i^'
tU-bre/ intrusion. After dl.'the girl

r.^„.,?Sr ? ? ^^* *"** *^ repuution-plague on her

o?Sr? R ' '™;'
^^^c"

observe the unherScTaftermaS
of heroidt Burgundy. Such bathos of indifference would

lust then my lady Bunbutter went by in her capaciouschair and Charles prepared to make an Saborate bSJ'bSher Udyship merdv stared at him in cdd disdaiiu Mid hiwas forced to buclie his shoe to sav^wTSLS^SS
I «h!!!*!i*'''°^^^*T"^'"^C^'^««ohimsdf. "Wdl!
r.^J^-^^-^^^^ ^""*^ Wdls with affeaion andremember it v/ith regret."

•"'=**««* «aa

anraThtl^^tK iP°^^^*i?'
^^^'^ ^^ Norton lived

Vakntine l5^T?* ^°"5* '^"«^' "^^ ^alf a smUe ofvaientme Day. It seemed a century ago—that merrv

1^!^S' l^u^* r*» ^^ ^« fi-J^ ^bere*the Wes^spl^Oiear with the sUver of blackthorn in profu^^
?t "*^^ * ^"iding path, begun aJS ended vrfS anotched and scrabbled ki8,ingV.^ad,^lLg^ru^ \«jall plantation where the daffodil, ^e^ tall, w^^up a

rounded
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rounded hiUnde alcmg whoie clear-cut horizon great fleecjr

doudf mored lolemnlir. He stopped for a moment to
^ance back at Curtain Wella with the March ran spanning
the rain-wet rooii before he dipped with a tigji mto one
of thoae lerene ralleTt that are onl7 found in Endand—
alleja whoce dopes are often dartened \j the long uudowt
of iheep and cattle, whose hoUowt are bright with moiit
gnu* and in rammer fragrant with spearmint and creamjr

meadowsweet.
H'* took the devious course of a narrow stream and knew

the grave delights of rural meditation
; jtt somehow the

image of Phfllida danced before him all the time and when-
ever he paused, the wind far awav over the hillaide had a

mdancholj and foreboding sound.
He met an dderiy gentleman—a parson bj the colour of

his doth—who was poking some decayed herbage with a

long cane. 'Hie dder!,. ^tleman looked up as Charles
went bv, gave him %'*\scr good morning,' and said he
bdieved he had seen an aader enter the herbase.

*' Indeed," said Charles, who thought the mformation
given demanded an attitude of respemul rarprize.
" But nothing amazes me after tnat wonderful Februarv.

Whei. I tell jrou that half an hour ago I saw an Orange Tip
butterfly, vou will understand that nothing amazes me."

Charies left the Elderlv Gentleman still investigating the
decayed herbage reputed to contain an adder, and found
himsdf envying a mind that could invest a day with such
easy fame. He had seen an Orange Tip butterfly. Had
he met grey-eyed Athene, or behdd the roses and doves
of Cytherea, the day would scarcdy have hdd a more
splendid memory.
He envied the l^derly Gentleman. To be sure, with a

Stoick complacency, he had announced that nothing strange
in the naturd order could starde him after that wonderful
February, but his tone of triumphant excitement foretdld

an entry in his diary that very night, perhaps was the
prdude to a paragraph in the GtniiemaiCs Magaziiu.
He began to imagine the Elderly Gendeman sipping his

»37 Port
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Port before the Rectory fire, on hU kncca «n open Con>
cordance whoM pages were iUmninated by dancing butter-

fiiet, precocioua neralda of the acented ipring. He heard

the dignified butler told of hit rererend master*! lucky

discoTenr, heard him asked to hand down the calf-bound

diary of such and such a ^ed year, heard the Elderly

Gentleman's chuckle when he found, as he suspected, that

the date in his own experience was unprecedented and
finallv heard him order a bottle of the Pon. in bin twelve,

the first-fruits of the Assiento Aereement.
Charles fell to comparing himsdf to tAe Elderly Gentle-

man, greatly to his own disadrantage.

Certainly the imase of Phj^da duced before him in the

water meadows, eluded him at erery turn and twist of the

little stream, and beckoned him along this secluded ralley

;

but his own heart did not beat with the proper amount of

answering fenrour.

Six weeb aeo when he saw her first, all swansdown and
blushes, he had been duly dated. She had occupied much
of his meditations ever since, but he had no sensation of

triumph, no ddieht in the great fa£l of her existence.

Perhaps that was because she bel<mged to the worid. The
butterfly had belonged, as a phenomenon, to the Elderly

Gentleman alone. To the rest of mankind it was a legena.

The discovery would be recorded in print, but the discovery

itself would flutter in secret pale wings powdered witn
vivid gold, and this March morning would remain a per-

manent fad m that Elderlv Gentleman's heart. He would
suffer no disillusion. If others saw that butterfly, why, then,

he would enjo^ the discussion of it, whether in the GentU-
man*s Magaztm beneath a learned pseudonym or over

two or three glasses of Port, with details long drawn out to

protrad the delicious memory.
The ink is faded on the pages of those calf-bound diaries,

the Latin epitaph on the Elderlv Gentleman's tombstone
is now nearly illegible, but since he went down to Elysium
alert and heedful of the changing seasons, I bdieve that his

spirit still listens on summer eves to the ;ckbirds in his

23^ beloved
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bdoTcd orchard and obtenres with interest and curioaity

each separate harebell that Uonomi above hia mortiu

remain!.

Chariea went on hia way with much the same thoughts

about the Elderij Gentleman as I hare set down for mjr

own, and continued to envy his gift of youth.

Presently he met Margery of Barerstock Farm.
Let me remind you, she was the wench to whran Mr.

Anthony Qare haa paid light court back in the winter.

Charies reprored him for his behaviour and apparently his

friend had given up his addresses, for the miltmaid lodted

happy and olooming and seemed not at dl displeased to

giggle over a hazel wand at Mr. Charles Lovdy.
*' Good morning, Margery."
" Oh, good morning, zur," said Margery.
" No Icmger with Farmer Hogbin ?

"

"I be with Farmer Hogbin's brother Jahn to High
Comer Farm."
"And happy?"
" Oh, 'ess, proud and happy.'

I Mr. Qare lately ?
'^

him since Baverstock Barn.

"Seen
Margery blushed expansively.
" Oh 1 naw ! I an t seen hii

I be courting."
" Eh, mdeed," said Charles, " and who is the shepherd \

"

"Wully Pearce."
" And you'll be married soon i

"

"Come bariey harvest
—

'ess."

" I will dance at your wedding, Margery."
"We shalnt have daSncing, because Wully says it leads

to what oughtn't to happen."
Charles made a wry face.

" Going to wed a Puritan, eh ?
"

" Nav," said the buxom maid. " He's carter to Fanner
Jahn Hogbin."
"Then, surely, he will let you have a merry junketing

at the bride-ale."

"Naw, indeed an' he wawnt, because his sister Mdly
*39 when
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when they were thnwing the stocking last year fell on her
back, and Wully's fam'Iy ii a proud and proper fam'ly and
Wvdly fays we man be married wi* no such nonsense."

This long proclamation of propriety made Margery quite
breathless, so Charles, with a bow and the present of a
crown, passed on his way. Margery's case gave him more
food for meditation. There was a buxom hale wench
with the bloom of a peach, throwing away her ample charms
upon a puritanical cJod whose only ambition seemed to be
the preservation of a mealy-mouthed decorum. Pshaw!
such prime beauty deserved a better fate. Such a wedding
as hers should have made old wives' fireside gossip for a
score of years and the tale of it quiJcened the hearts of every
lover and his lass that listened beneath the golden summer
moon. Had he the control of the ceremony, by Heaven

!

they should have danced the dawn in, and every man and
every maid sL \A have gone to Ateo with a face as pale as

the morning sky. It was ridiculous that young Cupid should
be breech^ for the biiding of a lubberiy bdf-baked
ploughboy.

And yet, to be honest with himself was not he behaving
in much the same wa^ as the despised Wully Pear:e ? Was
not his chief objedion to Vernon based on the latter's

reputation as a man of intrigue ? It was Phyllida's attradHon
to Vernon that made him indignant. Had she chosen to
bestow herself on a middle-aged squire with acres and a gaunt
square hall and a pack of hounds, would he have been at
all seriously disconcerted by the prospefl f And Vernon
could have no honest love for her, because if a man means
to wed a young woman, he does not stigmatize her be-
haviour in scurrilous verses, even to secure an advantage
over a supposed rival. Or does he—when he is not quite
a gentleman ?

Then occurred to him the story he had heard many years
ago of a thin unhappy-looking woman who had spd:en kindly
to him at some crowded Al Fresco entertainment where he
and his father and mother had gone one fine July afternoon.
He had asked about her as they drove home to the lodgings,

MO and
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f?

and he remembered hia mother's warning finger, while his

father laughed over Lord B and Mrs. D-—

.

At the end of the tale his mealier, a gentle Christian soul,

had said it senred the baggage right, and bade him never

talk to people to whom he had not been presented by his

parents. No doubt the circumstances of the two cases

were totally different, but he conneded them vaguely in

his mind.
Moreover, without any doubt, Phyllida had caught his

fancy. She disturbed his view. Yet there was nothing

that singled her out from a dozen handsome young women
with whom he had danced, whose existence save as a bevy

he no longer recognized. Still, whatever he thought about

the afiFair, his omnion would never again be invited and,

disinherited by Beau Ripple, he must consider his own
position mth an eye to the future.

He was bracing himself preparatory to this great mental

effort, when he perceived round the next bend of the stream

Mr. Anthony Clare, pensively leaning against the rugged

stem of a pdkrd willow-tree.
" Tony, said Charles, " Ripple has dismissed me.**
" I know,'* said his frimd, " your writ of banishment,

signed, sealed and delivered, is pasted on the window of

every coffee-house and occupies a large and distinguished

space in the vestibule of the Assembly Rooms. \f\iaX. do
you propose to do \

"

"I might hire myself out to the amiable Hogbin as

carter."

"Pshaw,** said Tony, "be serious."

" Or I might take to the road."
" Nonsoise, man.**
" Nay 1 I vow such a career has many advantages for a

poor man, since he may live and, what is more, die at the

public charge.**

" You arc not in earnest, Charles f
'* said Mr. Clare,

laying an anxious hand upon his friend's wrist.

" And why not, i' faith ?
"

" What would you gain by such an impulse of folly ?
**
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My Uvdihood and, at I uid, very poniUx my funeral

expenses."
" Such flippancy is ill-timed," said Mr. Clare, who was

a serious young man and spent much of his Idsure with the

theory of estate-management.
" Nay 1 I am not treating the matter as a jest, but truly

considering the benefit of adopting such a novel method
of existence in these hard times."
" Novel 1 " said Care, with a scoffing laugh. " Novel

!

why, every ne'er-do-weel blackguard for the past himdred

years has tried this novd meuiod of existence and every

one of them has come at last to the same windy death."
*' Oh, as to the last scene," interrupted Charles, " indeed

I vow 'tis the best in the play, for it never fails to please

the populace, and sure in this dull world a man should try

to give a little amusement ; I hold that the author of a

diverting comedy and the thief who makes a brave exit are

the truest benefadors of humanity."
'* All this is very pretty fooling, out leads nowhere," said

Clare, who had a proposal to make and was vexed by Charles'

levity.

" But ponder, Tonv, the Gothick atmosphere of such an

escapade. Imagine the moated granse, the haunted lane,

the shadowy coppice, the phantastioi oaths and gestures,

the pursuit by moonlight, the clatter of hoo&, the jingle of

spurs—all this appeals to an aspe£l of my charader too long

subdued by the oonds of convention and the trammels of

polite society."
** But, you fool, you would be taken at once. You have

no cant of the road and, as a Dilettante, would certainly

be regarded with odious suspicion by every regular highway-

man between Berwick and Dover. Odduife, I'll not areue

with you further, for I do not bdieve you mean a word of

what you say, and, hadkee, I have a plan that will suit

either of us better than your cut-throat Braggadocio."

As a matter of fa^ Charles had once or twice thought

quite seriously of taking to the road. After all, it was in

accordance with every precedent of outlawry. As soon as

24a a man
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a man was banished from Society, he should compensate

himself for the discomfort he incurred. Tony, however, now
came forward with a projed which, while it preserved much
of the charm of highway robbery, held none of its dangers

or difficulties. He sug^ted that since neither he nor

Charies had very many ties to attach them fast to Curtain

Wdls, they should spend a year in making the Grand Tour
of the British Islands.

Charles obje6led on the score of money.

"I have three hundred guineas," said Clare. "That
will equip us with all that we require as travellers, and I am
sure the world will entertain us for our pleasant appearance

and company."
" In fcift we are to become beggars—in velvet gowns,"

Charles commented.
"Adventurers, knights at arms, what you will," added

Qare.
Charles was enraptured with the idea, so deeply en-

raptur(Kl that he saw no absurdity in grave Mr. Anthony

Clare setting out upon such a career of folly. In faSt, it

seemed the most natural thing in the world for his friend

to spend three hundred guineas on a whim. He himsdf

would hive spent treble that sum (had he possessed it) in

order to the ezploitatbn of such a witty, ingenious and

romantick method of wastmg time.
" We must equip ounelves for the parts we are about to

play. There must be no shilly-shally, and above all no one

must think us anything but eccentrick men of fashion,

itinerant beaux, fops on pilgrimage, wandering wits."

" Hie last phrase is unfortunate," said Car«^. :harles

laughed hugely.

By this time Fhyllida had faded like a summer joy,

Vernon was forgotten, nothing mattered except this new

and exceedingly entertaining projed.
" What is the first thing to be done \ " inquired Clare.

"Egad, what ^uld always precede any undertaking

of importance—a visit to the taUor."

The two young men beneath a sky growing rapidly
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overcait, walked quickly through the lush meadowi towtrcU
Curt^ Wells, discussing as they went the merits of rival
tailors with infinite vivacity.

Meanwhile in the Crescent, our heroine was engaged
upon much the same problem. Possibly the reason tLt
so manjr timid young women have been brave enough to
plunge into an elopement, is the obfuscarion of the real
issue, the vital stakes, by the need of deciding what they
shall leave behind to console their abandoned virtue.
So it was, at anv rate, with Phyllida. She was deterred

from soft regrets by the desperate necesrity of making up
her nund between the charms of a muslin frock overlaid
with pmk rosebuds and a muslin frock sprigged with the
palest blue forget-me-nots.
There were a thousand sentiments that might well have

restrained her from the wild step she was taking, but
everything was forgotten for a trifle; and when finally
she dipped out of the door, the onlyUving creature for whom
she indulged herself in the luxury of a protraaed fareweU,
was Thomasina the tabby cat, and that was considerably
mterrupted by the attenuated miaouws of a large family
lately arrived. Even Ponto the spaniel had sidled off to a
favounte heap of rubbish. Pray do not suppose I am
sneenng at PhyUida. Heaven forbid that you or I should
sneer at a young woman, however impetuous, however
tooUslu StUl, I cannot help observing that the heroism of
most heroick adions is to be sought for in the obscure
preliminanes to a grand event. PhyUida had known the
a|ony of makmg up her mind through many a fireUt, sleepless
mght. When the moment arrived for carrying out her
resolve, she spent most of the forenoon reading the advertize-
ment of a fashionable mantua-maker. As to her devices
for gcttmg rid of h« mother and Bettv and the landlady
and Thomas and Miss Sukey Morton, who called to inquire
whether Mrs. Featherbrain's new novel was called TA^
Affeau>imu Aunt or Ibt DiscomoUte UncU,—why, they
were as old as the fint writer of tales and I will not
weary you with their repetition, And why should I delay
*»
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jrou with the namtiye of the attempt to open her mother's

je^ird-case with a bodkin and a lilrer paper-knife \ Like

mo«t toilet receptadea, it was tery easily broken.

She hurried down the Crescent mth a small parcel of

doaths wrapped up in brown paper and tied with a ereen

ribbon. If you are anxious to Imow what was inside, 1 will

refer you to Miss Howe, Mr. Richardson's Miss Howe, to

whom Miss Qariasa Harlowe confided a parcel of much the

same dimensions and contents.

She did not forget her swansdown muff nor her swans-

down tippet, and altogether she lodced just the same as she

looked a good many pages ago and was flushed to just the

same frail hue of carmine.

Ding-dong went St. Simon's husky dock, ding-dong,

ding-dong.

Pitter-pat went Phyllida's heart and pitter-pitter-pitter-

pitter-pat went Phyllida's heart when, eza€Uy opposite the

toy-shop, ^e saw a post chariot and four bay norses and

two postillions staring very intently at the sky.

It struck Phyllida how dever it was of her deiur Amor to

chuse such a time and such a place ; for all the world was

engaged in directing the start of the Invindble Stage Coach

that ploughed once a week between Curtain Wells and

London.
Tootle-a-tootle-a-tootle went the long brass horn of the

guard and plump-plump went two large parcels into his

basket and cratt-crack went the coachman's long whip,

and * Now then Miss, jump in,' said one of the post-boys,

still staring intently at the March sky, and before Phyllida

knew where she was, she found herself sitting on a rather

damp cushion with a peacock-blue riding hood lined with

swansdown on the seat beside her, but no sign of Mr. Frauds

Amor.
In dismay shf* put her head out of the window and cried

to the nearest postillion.

" Mr. Harmor's fdlowin' on 'orseback," he said, with a

thumping thwack on the ribs of his movmt and a vicious

prod with his rusty spurs.

2^5 Phyllida

:
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PhjrUida drew back with tears of duappomtment itarting

to her wide Uuem ; but before the could make up her
mind to stop the chariot and never ^ope again, she caught
the ^ance of Thomas in open-mouthed amazement.
Instin^ydx, she pulled themnstr curtains close, and, lifting
the leather flap at her back, could not help laughing aloud
to see dignified Thomu moppinft his brow widT^ right
hand and waving his tall cane wi£ the left ; and just as the
chariot tore round the comer of the street, she saw that
Thomas had knocked off Lord Cinderton's grey bearer hat.
The Lore Chase had begun.

M



Chapter the Twenty-eighth

THE LOVE CHASE

JOHN GILPIN never rode so fast through Edmonton

as, on that memorable afternoon in March, Major

Consuntine Tarry pounded over the cobbles of

Curtain High Street. His scarlet uniform was very

bright against the huge iron-grey steed on whose broad

bade he nodded with hat pressed down m far as his fierce

pricUy eyebrows, with pigtail bobbing to the motion and

with sword whose martial dangour recalled every famous

battle in the history of the world. He was conversing

with the widow when Thomas burst upon them with the

news of Phyllida's dopement. „ ^,. ,^ , ^.
" Gone, gone I

" wailed the footman. "Oh Tyre! Oh
Sidon ! Hittites on horseback and two Amorites in a chanot

!

" What the d 1 do you mean, sir \ " snappea the

Major, " who is gone ?
"

« Miss Phyllida," groaned Thomas.
, ,.^ ,

" Gone," breathed the widow, and the odour of diffused

Sanspareil permeated the room.
" Gone where ? " shouted the Major.
" To the desert beyond Jordan," answered the footman.

« With what viper in sheep's dothing ? " gasped Mrs.

Courteen. .. , «. ,

" Which way, which way, sirrah ? " interrupted prathcal

Major Tarry.
, . . . .

" Lunnon," ejaculated Thomas, fainting into the arms

of a chair.

This was why the inhabitants of the Wells saw a veteran

of the Low Countries shaken up like a cherry in a basket.

The sedate glories of the town were never more nicdy

247
dispkyed

• s
*

J

^,
"



i

The Passionate Elopement
dudftTcd than on this {unoui occaiion. From each bow-
windowed shop came forth a bland ihopkeeper and half a
dozen inquintiTe cuitomen.

. i3?*
^^^ ^^ Pettitoei trilled m bird-like accents

:

njat an adventure I ' and returned to a counter spangled
with their gaj litUe purchases, for the Miss Pettitoes were
twin sisters and to-morrow was their birthday.

J. *i^
^^«° adventure !

" they trilled to each other over a

V^ iv. 9^^°^ *"<* * What an adventure I ' they trilled as
thejr hssed each other * good-night * and went each to their
bed chambers, identical save for the ribbons of their fascina-
mg little spinster nisht-caps.
" Hurrah I hurr^ 1 " shouted the boys, as they pushed

the maids into the puddles the better to follow so surpriiine
a cavaher. ' ^
",.^f.^*J ? *"*^ ^'- Golightly of the Grey Dragoons,

as he lifted his tortoise-shell nmmed monocle to his
supercilious left eye, and « Rot you! ' he ejaculated, u an
enthnaustick tno of youth sheltered between his remarkablv
tight-breeched legs.

'

" Shall we make such an impressive entrance, d*ye think ?
"

asked Mr. Lovely, as he and Mr. Qare came out of Mr.
Canticle's shop, followed by Mr. Canticle himself and Mr.
Cantide»8 apprentice loaded with a huge brownrpaper parcel.

II

Good day. Canticle," said Charies.
***' *^ i*^

" ^^^^Jy}^' Lovely, good day, sir, and depend on't,
gr«r will be the modish colour for gentlemen of quality •

and I beg you not to be uneasy about the light-blue lining!
That, sir, I venture to predia, wiU supply the ezad touch of
genteel eccentricity that consorts so amiably with the friendly
madntts of the season. I envy you, gentlemen, I envy you

;

and I beg to wish you many a pleasant adventure. TTie cut
of that nding-coat, Mr. Lovdy, will enthral the most fas-
tidious glance, and as for your breeches, Mr. Qare, I should
perhaps be considered boastful if I said that they impart a
tone, sir, a very distinguished tone to the landskip. Good
day, gentlemen."

'^

The two young gentlemen laughed over Mr. Canticle's
*^ prophecies
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Erofrfiedtt, and excuied hk loquacity because he had been a

mner ttU the vogue for foreign painteti compdled him to

apolf hia art in another dire^km.
It wtt certainlr a stroke of irony that the offer of a lar-

torial ttnde should malce him, a rery tderaUe exponent of

nudity, take up the occupation of derizing doatns.

By this time, Major Tarry's coat-tails were flapping to

hedge-row winds, and his astonishing course was less uni-

Tersally regarded; although, even in open country, the

damoroiu transit caused much confusion to itinerant carters,

while a pair of blackbirds forsook their hardly built nest

and retired in toluUe dismay to the densest coppice between
Barentock Regis and Curtain Wells.

Mr. Jeremy Daish met our hero with a very lugubrious

expression, as he strolled into the coffee-room.
** What has your honour been doing to enrage Mr. Ripple ?

Oh, Mr. LoTdy, read this."

Charles took the proffered note, and half-smiling, half-

sighing, perused his decree of banishment.

The Grxat Housi.

Curtain Wxlu, Pridii Kal. Ap.

Mr. DxisH.^Ti^ wuomfortabU tPtnts of Wtdnesdsy
evening compel nu to mmounee Aat I esmtot contemflau

with emtanmily the protnuted Sofonm of Air. Lovely at

your bttberto peaceful House. I have no desire to inflict

upon you the invidious course of summary EjectioUt but at the

same time I am bound to invite a trifle less cordidity in

yowr Reeettion of all young Mutlemen unperturbed by the

Gout. The toton of Curtain Wells exisU for the supply of

bygiastick Waters ; and, since red wine is a notorious anti-

dou to chalybeate, my civick brother the Mayor begs me to

point out U/at toe cannot lend our patronage to a bouse vfbich

studiously encourages the circulation of this antipatbetick

Beverage. In expectation, Mr. Daish, that you teill presenUy

reconstruct at once your list of mnes and your list of visitors,

I am, Mr. Daish, your obliged

HORACI RirPLK.
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The Passionate Elopement
" Coniole jroundf, Dakh," Mid onr hero, as he handed

back the Beau's exquiiitdx written epistle, " Mr. Qare and
I propose to make a long ezcurtion into the country thii

Yer^ afternoon. Have the goodness to order our horses to

be in the yard at six o'clock."
" Certainly, your honour, but I hope that nothing I may

have said or done or hinted—oi^-or—or—" poor Mr. Daiih
stumbled over the awkwardness of the interview, and wai
more like a Cremona violin than ever, a violin whose strings

were snapping one by one.

"Console yourself, Daish," said our hero with an in-

credibly maraanimovc* air, "you are not to blame. You
must know, Daish, that for a long time past I have had a

curiosity to survey this small green earth, unhampered by
anything more serious than the impulse of the moment.
To-night, Daish, when you retire to rest, when you gather
the curtains of your serene bed, when you hark to the clock

in the passage striking the moiderate and orderly hour of

ten o'clock, when you refled with a sigh of proprietary con-
tentment that you have offended no one in the course of an
innkeeper's promiscuous day, when, in a word, your respe£l-

able head smb^ into your respe^ble pillow, didly for a

moment in the imagination of Charles Lovdy and Anthony
Clare mocking society, laughing at convendon, seated in the
parlour of some remote inn and doziig gratefully before a

pile of logs.

" Think of us, Daish, in the cod dusb and azure silences

of April, at the top of some gentle hill whence we can re-

gard with exhilaration the prosped o^ a good dinner, a

crimson glass, and senial intercourse with travellers. Be-
hold us in vour mind's eye, walking our horses down through
the twilight, as one by one in cottage lattices the candles
twinkle and, high above, the stars betray the night with
silver spears. For my part, already I can hear the evening
gossip of housewives, and the babble of children in smJJ
gardens, and dear against the green West, I can see the
many lovers of a little town moving with slow steps along
their customary path.

250 Thus
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** Thai, my ezcdleat Daiih, each lolemn nightfall will dis-

corer for ua a new world, and, when the sun riaea on the
merrjr unknowp streeta of our pilgrimage, we ahall think to
(NiradTea what a raat number of joUv people eziat in thia

remarkably joUjr world. Oddalife~'» Mr. Lovely broke
off—" what a aurprizing alliance."

Aa he looked out of the window, we had better look out of

the window too, and I think you will be quite diapoaed to
agree with Charlea when I ahow you that vivid yellow chaiie

drawn by two fiery cheatnut horaea, and driven by that
extraordinarily diminutive coachman, for inaide are aeated

Beau Ripple and the \^dow Courteen, and neither you nor
I nor anyoody elae ever law both ao nearly diaconcerted.
" Now what the deuce can be the meaning of that ?

"

contintted Mr. Lovely.
" Of what you were aaying ? " inquired Mr. Daiah in a

deprecating voice.
" The honea ! the horaea 1 " waa all that Mr. Lovely aaw

fit to reply.

Major Tarry*a eariier progreaa might well have been the
meteor which heralda a catadyam, for catadyam thia later

apparition certainly waa. I vow the noiae of converaation

it cauaed far exceeded anything of the aort that waa ever

known.
The Beau found the publidty of auch an exit unen-

durable to hia polite aoul. That hia aacred chaiae, which
had once bowled dong at a high but decoroiu apeed in order
to meet the H—r A 1 of Great Britain, ahould achieve

uch a vulgar notoriety nearly upaet the ait of hia waiatcoat.

Hia contemporariea fdt the Great little Man's humiliation.

Yet compaaaion did not prevent them from forming
numberleaa conjedurea aa to the cause of this strange affair.

Some add * Debt i ' ; othera bddly affirmed an intrigue
;

but aa usud nobody guessed the true reason, which was that
beneath a gorgeoua exterior lurked the gendest, kindliest

heart.

When the Widow, with a very noisy tde of sedu^on,
poured forth her tears upon his cushions, Mr. Ripple
Z51 instantly
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lotttntly reproached Umtdf and nobedj die with
the diMiter. immediatdx decided he mntt atone for hit
neriigence br immediateljr ringing hit flowered bell-pull
and commanding Magog, who immediatdf appeared, to run
immediately to the itables and command the immediate
hameuing of the rojriil honei to the rojral chaise and the
immediate buttoning of hit dlmino*' .

• coachman'v ilender
gaiten.

It waa with a ihndder, if a p jcb o1'«Vf: ut *ier, that
he handed Mr«. Coarteen to a r li' e a^j.d th(. u\. i' . ad ivory
of the interior of hit chaii.-. V^ th a i',:i(. . orewed
•hndder, too, he obtenred tn Vh'j:- ^ »t -- ot h ^heeb,
aijd theopenmoutht of the <;'i, nd \f c ofmg ,,» Ueadsat
windows, and a horrid bar' i bl: -: ir. ds ' th.- extreme
South-west that seemed t brto, '

> jurbt full of rain,

and last but periups woat 'i jm, th^ inn sim-pat
* To London,' a prologue toG tr ows wh :: u 'endurable
discomfort.
" We have an adventure to hand," »aiu Charles to Qare, ai

thej strolled across the yard of the BXut Boar. " Well
fdlow Ripple I

'*

" Ripple f
'

" Ajr I Which way did Mr. Ripple's chaise go } '* demanded
Charles of a knot of idlers.

" Lunnon Road," they replied unanimously.
" We must get ready at once," declared Charles.

• • •
" How pleasant 'twould be," thought Phyllida, " if I

were not alone."

Even alone, it was verv pleasant to bowl along a levd
road at an equable rate of speed. It was very pleasanf o
try on the peacock-blue riding hood that so became her. r

was very pleasant to see the cheerful faces of the many way-
farers encountered by the chariot. The bacb of the pos-
tillions glowed with scarlet, and a gay contrast they ma<k to

the flaming gorse of a wild open stretch of country. Everj
cottage that nestled back from the road with dipped yews to

guard the gate seemed to Phyllida a desirable place to live

*5* and
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and love b for •T«r. It wai ^eaunt to watch th* Umbi in
the oMtdowt, and eidting indeed to count the still ipane
primroaee ttarring the he<(erowi. It waa pleaaant to watch
the children itand on the topmoat rung of a fire-barred gate
and cheer u they rattlecT past. Very pleaaant it was,
though the light brought a slight lump in her throat, as sIm
thought how often she had dmie the same thing with Dick
Combleton the Squire's youngest son.

Up-hill with many a groan and grunt, and down-hill with
a clatter and a daah, and along the level with a ring and a
jingle went the poat-chariot in the afternoon sunlight. Put
farm-house and farm-yard, past villages and churches, and
inns with waving signs, put ponds and geese, put many a
tired woman trudging home from market and many a jovial

carter; past sign-posts and croas-roads and mileatonea;
put smithies with roaring fires and monstrous bdlows, put
lowing cows and crowing cocks, put journeymen tinkers

and journemen barbers, put a sreat dancing bear which,
had PhyUioa but known it, danced not a whit more foolishly

for bumi^dns than rose-juidc PhyUida herself for the malicious
eyes of the world of fashion.

After a long climb up a heaiy hill, whence a veiy fair

champagne spread before her, the great Uack and purple
cloud cau(^ht the westering sun, and sulhised the whole
landakip with « queer metalUck sheen. It made the roob
that swayed in tkw bare branches of a vriady dump of elms
take on a strange green lustre over their plumage, and cut a
stillness oyer the world. That view remained with PhyUida
all her life, u a pause wherein she had contemplated
existence for the briefest moment. Years afterwards, an old
woman, ntting in a dim ingle-nook, woidd see that fair

champagne in the clouds of smoke that curled ceaseless]v
up the wide chimney, and, above the scent of burning togs

would be wafted the perfume of the white March violets

that blossomed at the foot of those swaying elms whn .? the
roob cawed and the dead leaves raced round and round.
"Stop, you blackguards," cried a ruping voice above

the noise of fast approaching hoofr.

Hi "Crack I
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** Crack ! crack i

" went Dickie Maggt* big pistol.

" 'Ighwayman, Miss/' he added cheerfully, a* the sound of

something soft falling was heard, followed by horse-hoofs in

mad retreat down the long heavy hill.

In a moment, the chariot was rocking in a wild gallop

down the opposite decline.

Raindrops Degan to fall, deliberately at first, but soon fast

enough, wnile the earth was slowly blotted out by storm

and rain and twilight.

On the summit of the lull. Major Constantine Tarry lay

face downwards, having paid the extreme penalty of inter-

ference with other people's business. Poor Tarry, he was a

bore and a bragnrt, and had not the slightest intention of

being killed, yet I for one regret the manner of his death, up

there on the top of that wind-swept hill. And for all he told

vou such very lone stories when ne asked you to dine with

him at Oudenarde Grange and Malplaouet Lodge and

Ramilies House, he gave you some capital Fort, and Sherry

nearly as dry as his own anecdotes. Moreover, he really

fought in that bloody fight of Fontenoy, and that was a

very great honour and should make us forgive a very

great deal.

A flash of lightning illuminated the dead body of the

veteran lying face downwards in the mud of an Enelish high-

road, and a distant volley of thunder accordea military

honours to his somewhat grotesque death.

" f
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Chapter the Twenty-ninth

THE BASKET OF ROSES

SOME four-and-twentjr miles from Curtain Wells on
the Great West Road is a tangle of briers among
whose blossoms an old damask rose is sometimes

visible. If the curious traveller should pause and examine

this fragrant wilderness, he will plainly perceive the remains

of an ancient garden, and if he be of an imaginative chara£ter

of mind will readily recall the legend of the Sleeping Beauty

in her mouldering palace; for some enchantment stiU

enthralls the spot, so that he who bravely dares the thorns

is well rewarded with pensive dreams and, as he lingers a

while gathering the flowers or watching their petals flutter

to the green sludows beneath, will haply see elusive Beauty

hurry past.

Here at the date of this tale stood the Basket of Roses

Inn, a mile or so away from a small village. When coaches

ceased to run, the house began to lose its custom and, as

stone is scarce hereabouts, was presently pulled down in

order to provide the Parson with a peculijuciy bleak Parochial

Hall.

However, this melancholy fate was still distant, and old

Simon Tabrum had a fine custom from the coaches and
private travellers who delighted to spend a night in so

sweet a lodging.

The Ba^et of Roses was the fairest, dearest inn down
all that billowy London road. The counter, sheathed in

a case of pewter, the glasses all in a row, the sleek barrels

and the irregular lines of home-brewed cordials, charmed
the casual visitor to a more intimate acquaintance. Behind

the tap was the Travellers' Room, and what a room it was
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—with great open fireplaces and spits and babbling kettles

and blackened ingles. Long-burira ancestors of the village

had carved their rude initials over each hieh-backed bench

and battered the bottoms of the great tankards into unex

pected dents by many rollicking choruses in the merry dead

past. The walls of this room knew the pedigree of every

bullock and the legend of every ghost for many miles round.

Here was the cleanest Soor, the clearest fire in England.

Old Tabrum the landlord was the very man for the house

—the very man to bring out all that was most worthy in

his guests. He always produced good wine and a piping

hot supper, never asked for his money till his guests were

satisfied and always wore an apron as white as the foam of

his cool deep ale.

He was eighty years old now, with a bloom on his cheeks

like an autumn pippin and two limpid blue eyes that looked

straight into yours and, if you had any reverence at all,

made the tears well involuntarily at the sight of such gentle

beauty.

Once he was a famous Basso Profundo, but now his voice

was high and thin, and seemed already fraught with faint

aerial music. The ancient man was a great gardener as

properly became a landlord whose sign was a swinging posy.

What a garden there was at the back of this glcmous inn.

The bowling-green surrounded by four grey waBs was the

finest ever known, and as for the borders, deep borders

twelve feet wide, they were full of every sweet flower.

There were Columbines and Canterbury Bdls and blue

Bells of Coventry and LiUes and Cxadty GddHocb with

Penny flowers or White Sattin and Fair Maids of France

and Fair Maids of Kent and London Pride.

There was Herb of Grace and Rosemary and Lavender
to pluck and crush between your fingers, wh3e some one

rolled the jack across the level green of the ground. In

Spring there were Tulips and Jacynths, Dames' Violets and

Primroses, Cowslips of Jenisalem, Daffodils and Pansies,

Lupins like spires in the dusk, and Ladiw* Smocks in the

shadowed corners. As for Summer, why the very heart of
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\^ June and hot July dwelt in that fragrant encloiure.
Sweet Johns and Sweet Williams with Dragon flo',ver8 and
crimson Peaseblossom and tumbling Peonies, Blue Moon-
wort and the Melancholy Gentlemen, Larksheels, Marigolds,
Hearts, HoUyhocb and Candy Tufts. There was Venus'
Looking Glass ?nd Flower of Bristol and Apple of Love
and Uue Helmets and Herb Paris and Campion and Love
in a Mist and Ladies' Laces and Sweet Sultans or Turkey
Cornflowers, Gillyflower Carnations (Ruffling Rob of
Westminster amongst them) with Dittany and Sops in Wine
and Floramor, Widow Wail and Bergamot, True Thyme
and Gilded Thyme, Good Night at Noon and Flower de
Luce, Golden Mouse-ear, Princes' Feathers, Pinb, and deep-
red Damask Roses.

It was a very wonderful garden indeed.
And because the old man loved flowers, tending them

in the eariy twilight with water and releasing them from
many a small weed which he was fain to destroy, but in the
end always replanted in a mall clearing on the shady side
of his farthest meadow, because he loved flowers, the old
man, whose first wife died years and years ago on a long past
primrose-tide, marriid in the hale winter of his life a
comfortable wench whom he could trust as he trusted his
flowers to be true to their seasons. This second wife, more
like a dai^ter than a wife, he delighted to surprize with
fragrant rolls of gaily sprigged cloths ; and never a summer
morning broke but he was abroad in the dewy grass to
gather her luch a posy of freshness and beauty as can only
be taken in the earliest hours of the morning. Mrs. Tabrum,
for all she was so young and rosy, had a great feeling for the
imnortance of her position as mistress of a famous hostelry
and ordered about little Polly Patch, newly arrived from
Mrs. Margery Severe's seleft charity school, with a great
air of ladyship. Little Polly Patch was a very important
young woman too ; for the Basket of Roses was not a large
galleried inn full of grooms and hostlers and waiters and
chambermaids, but a house of quite another charader,
where you were never bewildered by superfluous service
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The Passionate Elopement

but alwayf received with a quiet dignity. Therefore you
paid a great dead of reipeftful attention to little Polly Patch

who had a great deal to do with your night's rest and your

morning's breakfMt. I think Mr. Vernon was a yery wise

man to chooae a domestick fairyland so apt to soothe the

sweet alarms of his Ph^^da.
Hare they would sup while the horses were being changed,

and hrace they would set out in the darkness, preserving,

as they galloiwl along, a sense of peace and quiet beauty

that shcnild be to her the fortunate prelude of a happy
adventure.

Vernon had sent word to the house of their arrival,

hinted at the fatigues of a gay bridal, and let it be supposed

they desired no intrusion.

To the ancient man such a confidence was enough to set

his cdd brain agog with the gallant scenes of his youth.

He chuckled over every tankard of ale he drew, told every

one of his daffodils the merry secret and j^ped away at long

forgotten melodies until his wife in despur sat hun down
in die ingle, put a broken fiddle in his band and bade him
plav his fancies to sleep. The storm that rose at sunset

shneked about the inn, and the hollow groaning in the

mazes trf the huge chimney consorted in frcting harmonies

with the old man's eerie tunes.
" March is going out vvi' thunder and tempest like a

roaring lion," he muttered, as a sudden gust of hail was

blown against the lattice which pattered and rattled as if a

crowd of elfin drmnmers were beating a wild tattoo without.
" Aye, 'tis a main ugly night," said Mrs. Dorothy Tabrum,

who was laying the shining silver about the snowy tablecloth.
" So 'tis, my peony, so 'tis ! A main ugly night for

daffodils and young brides. Is her chamber ready f
" he

went on.

"Aye! Aye!"
•* Wi' rcay curtains drawn close ?

"

Mrs. Tabrum nodded.
"W* candlelight and the crackling of logs and green

bavleaves in the presses ?
"
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** Why, do'ee think I'm gone daft to forget suchlike i

'*

" Ana a vase of daffodils by her mirrour ? " the ancient

one persisted.

folly Patch came in at that moment.
" Au be ready, mistress," she said in a slow voice, solemnly

nodding her enormous mobcap while she spoke.
" Now Polly," said Mrs. Tabrum, " lend a hand wi' this

table and lets put 'un a thought nearer to the fire. Ugh !

how it blows !
" A vivid flash of lightning illuminated the

room, and on the heels of a terrifick roar of thunder there

was a cry of * House ! House !

'

" Hurry, hurry, my daisies, and make who comes there

welcome. Jacob ! Jacob
! " cried the old landlord as,

much excited, he rose from his seat in the ingle and quavered

towards the taproom.
" You are sure the candles are lighted, Polly f

"

** Sarten, mistress."
" And the logs burning brightly i

"

" 'Ess mistress."
" And the curtains pinned together ?

"

" 'Ess mistress."
" Then stand by the door, curtsey when you're spoken to,

and don't put your thumb in the soup.'

" No, mistress."
" Is Mary Maria watching the fowls i

"

" Wi' both her eyes, mistress."

« Hark !

"

" I'm harking away, mistress."

And while the mistress and the maid harked vigilantly

the ancient landlord ushered Miss Phyllida Courteen into

the Travellers' Room of the Basket of Roses Inn.

As he entered, old Tabrum looked very much like a sexton

leading a shy maid to the altar. She, flustered, expeihnt,

murmured soft thanks into the farthest recesses of her

swansdown muff, stumbled frequently to the voluble distress

of her guide, and seemed afraid to look round the well-

ordered comfortable room after so many miles of wind and

driving rain.
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The Passionate Elopement
" Dear lonl ! And where'i die bridegroom f " exclaimed

Mn. Tabnun, u the led Phyllida to a high-backed chair
right before the heart of the blazing fire.

Phyllida blushed as she explained Mr. Amor was travelling
on horseback.
" Indeed, I expend to find him here/* she stammered,

'* Oh ! I hope nothing has happened to him."
" Now, don't 'ee fret thyself, sweet marjoram," said the

ancient one, humming round her like a bee. "A'most
anything might have happened to him on such a dreadful
night."
" Don't 'ee hark to the ancient dodderer," interrupted

the dodderer's wife.
" Killed by a falling tree, withered to a cinder by bloody

lightning."
" You alarm me," exclaimed Phyllida, jumping up.
" Hold thy ancient foolish tongue," commanded Mrs.

Tabrum peremptorily, " and go see that Mary Maria keeps
the fowls turning a while yet."
" Vcnr well, my gillyflower, very well," piped senility,

"but don't 'ee take on, my little blue love-in-a-mist,
happen 'tis no more than a broken leg has overtook your
husband."
" Polly," said Mrs. Tabrum, who saw that Phyllida was

on the verge of tears, "take thy ancient mwter away.
Hark," she finished, with an impressive forefinger.

" What are us to hark to, pretty pink ?
"

" Ef I doant hear a great tom-cat a-scratching !n the
tulips, my name be'ant Dorothy Ann Tabrum."
A! at this moment the tempest outside was howling with

unsurpassed furv, it is extremely doubtful whether the
buxom lady spoke the truth, but her husband was alert at

once and hastily snatching down a blunderbuss labelled
' Loaded on Tuesday sennight ' Simon Tabrum moved
stealthily from the room.
"You must pardon my ancient old husband for his

flowery manner of speech. 'Tis not disrespe^ he do mean,
but love and charity wi' his neighbour, having as it were
»6o been
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been town a power of yean ago and being now apt to let

his withered branches fall on the heads of all manner of

folk."

As this long sentence was evidently considered a full and
proper explanation of the dodderer's inconvenient habit

of prophecy, Phyllida smiled very charmingly and said she

quite understood.

"And now let us gossip of thy wedding," said Mrs.
Tabrum in a cosy tone of voice, " or would 'ee rather go to

thy chamber, pretty miu ?
"

" Oh ! indeed I will stay here, thank you. Mr. Amor
might come at any moment."
"PoUy! PoUy Patch!"
" 'Ess, mistress."
" What for are 'ee standing there, lolloping thy great cap,

dollop. Be off, great clockface, be off, pundle, to Mary Maria,

and tell her to keep the fowls a-turning and a-turning."

Polly Patch curtseyed solemnly and retreated slowly,

murmuring to herself, '* and not to put my thumbs in the

soup."
" Do you think he will be a very long time i " asked

PhyUida, turning suddenly to the landlady and loddng
indescribably wistful.

" What I can't n<iKs out, my lamb, is how he came to

leave 'ee on suck a uight. That's what I can't make out

at all. Now at my bride-ale, for all I was wedding a man
old enoxigh to be my ancestor, why it was bride-ale, I do

warrant. My aged husband being a publican and a sinner,

there was a mort of merry-making, I teU 'ee, and 'twas only

when Tabrum slipped on . he floor and cracked the back of

his faded head as we finished, and me forced to use the

hoUand smock as I won at Ascensiontide smock-racing.

Oh ! his head was so raw as an egg, and running faster than

ever I run for the smock."
" How dreadful," murmured PhyUida, not quite sure

whether the narrative should offend her maiden sensibility

or not.
" But he was out wi' the hens next morning," the talkative

z6i lady
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lady continued, *' out wi' the heni and icratching zvnny in

the garden a« hard at any of 'em. But, I tell 'ee, I did

•ouie hit head wi' vinegar when I got 'un indoort. The
houte tmdt like a jar of pickle for a week o' Sundayt after.

But there ! Tabrum he gett atcited. Don't matter

whether 'tit hit own or another's wedding, he's all the

while jumping around like a Shrovetide pancake. And
talk—well, 'tis babble, babble, and all of men and maids as

wat under yewt twenty green years ago. I tell 'ee, we all

laffed when he began telling 'ow he kmed my grandmother
coming out of Evening Prayer one frosty night. 'The
moon was on her back,' he says, ' ay, and ecod ! so was she !

'

Pretty times, pretty times !
"

What farther free confessions would have rippled from

Mn. Tabrum's cherry-ripe lips, it would ill oecome a

modest writer or reader to speculate. They were cut

short by the lurching entrance of Charlie and Dicky Maggs,
the two postillions.

It would have been hard to find a more ill-favoured

pair of ruffians in a day's posting. Both of them had
dismounted very regularly at every house of call on the road

and arrived at the Basket of Roses with a considerable cargo

of bad spirits. The prosped of a long wait, while the

horses were changed and their fares supped, encouraged
them to farther excesses, and a lucky summons to the

drawer to reach down a special cordial gave them an oppor-
tunity to finish off the greater part of a bottle of Plymouth
Gin.

Fortified by this, annoyed to find that Vernon had not

arrived, and half afraid they would lose their wages, they

had come in to extrad from Miss Courteen as much money
as they could, being willing and anxious to drink away
every minute of the wait.
" Ve're vet, Miss," said Charles.
" And it vouldn't be amis* if ve could 'ave a little piece

of gold as 'ud varm us wiv its shining," said Dicky. >?
^

" Mr. Amor will settle your charges," said Phyllida.
" And be oi!, you ruffians," exclaimed Mrs. Tabrum,
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enraged by thii impudent invasion of the Travellera'

Room.
"Shut your mouth, mother Appleface,'* hiccoughed

Charlie. »,. ,, , ,
" And fork out lomefink on account, Mm, oozed from

hi« brother.

The latter began to move with uncertam itepa after

Phyllida, who shrank towardi the ihelter of the inglenook.

" Jacob ! Jacob ! Simon Tabrum ! Polly Patch ! Mary

Maria!" screamed the landlady, snatchina at the only

article of offence in reach, whidi hanpened to be a pair

of bellows. With these she puffed away furiously, to the

enormous delight of the drunken postillions, who continued

to advance and indeed probably found the air of the bellows

very grateful to their heated brains.

It is unlikely that anything more serious than a volley

of oaths would have occurred, if a tall elderly gentleman

in a chestnut-brown frogged riding-coat had not come in

at that moment ; but as he did come in, no doubt the room

was the sweeter for the interruption.

"Oh, your honour," said Mn. Tabrum, "will ee

please turn out these drunken rogues, seeing as all the house

is away at their business and no one near by."

The elderly gentleman clenched his riding-stick a tnfle

more firmly and directed his steel-grey eyes—equ^y

potent weapons—towards the abashed brothers. They did

not wait to be addressed, but hurried as quickly as the fumes

of liquor allowed them, to the more congenial atmosphere

of the taproom. It is comforting to reflea, while they

twisted their way out, that Charlie and Dicky Maggs were

hanged at Tyburn for a peculiarly atrocious robbery and

brutal assault upon a blind rat-tamer, who, with many

clinging rats and mice and a scarlet-frilled dog, was a

familiar figure in the villages round London. It is not

perhaps so comforting to refleft upon the poor old man

lying insensible in a puddle, with his tame rats and mice

wandering aimlessly in and out of his innumerable pockets

and his scarlet-frilled dog with three broken ribs moamng in
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The Passionatt Elopement
the middle of • quicbet biuh. Egad ! I tow the Tyburn
hone nerer responded lo readily to Jack Ketch'i whip and
nerer a pair of rogues went so adien grey at the tide of a
mob i execrations in all the lirid chronicles of quick and
eril ends. ^

The elderly gentleman in the chestnut Surtout turned
from the exit of Charlie and Dickie Maggs to survey the
subjea of their insolence. It would ^ve puzzled an
o^ooker to say precUely what effeft was produced on the
elderly genUeman's countenance by this deliberate inspeaion
of Miss PhyUida Courteen, now melting in tears of appre-
hension and only barely restrained from hystericb by Mrs.
Tabrum s plump hands in extensive motion.
When the iron-grey clouds of a chill December afternoon

dissolve for a moment in the scud of a high gale and shed a
ray of pallid sunlight on a spent blossom, we are almost glad
to see the thin azure thus displayed as quickly veiled, and
welcome the suUen twUight that succeeds. The elderly
gentleman 8 countenance took on for a brief moment a
strange hffht, but the frosted smile betrayed so much grim
sorrow behind that it was quite a relief to see his face resume
a normal frigidity as he muttered a regret and inquired
mto the chances of a good night's lodging.

\
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Chapter the Thirtieth

SIR GEORGE REPINGTON

diately after the meal. I do not require a heavy lupper," he
added as Mrs. Tabrum'i jolly face began to pucker with the
impatience of a ffood housewife to enumerate the plentiful

daintiet of a well-itocked larder.

The latter perceiving that Phyllida wai recovered of her
alarm, and anxious to prove to the elderly gentleman that his

appetite was in the wrong by producing a flock of savoury
dunes as speedily as possible, hereupon curtseyed, and was
soon audible in shrill punuit of little Pdly Patch.

The Travellers' Room of the Basktt 0/ Roset was plunged
into rosy quiet. The Dutch clock swung a languid pendu-
lum to and fro with gentle tick ; the fire wmspered and
crackled faintly; the lattices occasionally shook before a
more unruly blast ; a mouse stood up in a dark comer and
squeaked ; the huge oak dresser occasionally tapped ; two
unknown birds, screened till morning bv chintz fcuiage, some-
times stirred on their perches ; the elderly gentleman some-
times rapped his mother-o'-pearl snu£F-box ; Phyllida some-
times smoothed her forget-me-not flowered skirts; and
iway in the taproom was a tinkle and murmur of taproom
sounds muffled by several intervening doors. Yet, however
fair the surroundings, it is impossible for two people, un-
acquainted, to maintain a graceful silence for long. The
elderlv gentleman began to tap his snuff-box more^fre-
quenuy, while Phyllida would smooth her skirts more
265 persistently
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persistently and from time to time cast a sidelong glance in

the dire^on of the elderly gentleman. The latter felt the

undercurrent of strong emotion so keenly that he was
worried by this steady inaction into a curiosity quite alien

to his charader, and plunged into a conversation consisting

principally of a large number of direA questions on his side

and a small number of indired replies on the part of Phyllida.

At last, after a tiresome quarter of an hour in which the only

solid piece of information given and offered was the fa^
that he was going to, she departing from the salubrious town
of Curtain Wells, the elderly gentleman produced from the

upper left-hand pocket of his waistcoat an oval case of worn
Morocco leather. Phyllida observed that he rapped this in

just the same decided way as he rapped his snu£F-box and
felt a certain incongruity in his manner, as he took from it

the miniature of a young girl and offered the portrait for her

inspe£tion, asking whether she detected a likeness.

The girl, depi^ed with the meticulous art of the worker
on a small scale, recalled at once the features of Mr. Charles

Lovely. Phyllida hesitated for a moment before assigning

the likeness to such a man.
" You observe, Madam, the resemblance to yourself ?

"

said the elderly gentleman.
" To myself ? " replied Miss Courteen taken aback.
" For what other reason should I show it to you ?

"

" To say truth, sir, it reminds me more of a gentleman "

"Eh! what's that," he interrupted. "Not young
Charles Lovely ?

"

" Indeed, sir
—

'twas he occurred to my mind."
" You kno^v him ?

"

" I have stepped a minuet with him," replied Phyllida,

now more than ever on her guard against the steel-grey eyes

of the elderly gentleman.

"This was my sister, his mother."
If you had asked the stranger what prompted him to con-

fide so suddenly in Miss Courteen, I doubt he would have

been unable to tell you. If his clerks could have seen Sir

George Repington, head of the great banking house of
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Repington, at this moment they would have been indescri-

bably shocked to hear him announce this piece of personal

information. The clerks in busy Throgmorton Street firmly

believed that the great Sir George Repington lived a desolate

and severe life surrounded by calculating machines of enor-

mous complication ; they would have gasped to imagine his

bleak financial solitudes disturbed by a young woman in an

inn-parlour. The chief cashier, indeed, might have emitted

one of his dry hacking little laughs ; but then the chief

cashier had grown old in the service of the Repingtons and,

having known Sir George as a young man, enjoyed a privileged

cynicism. Moreover, the chief cashier when he was junior

clerk had carried half a score sealed notes to Thistlegrove

Cottage—a diminutive paradise five or six miles along the

Hounslow Road. There, amid the chirping of many linnets,

young Master Repington would swear eternal fidelity while

the sun-dyed sleepy air coloured his dear one's lips as deep as

rubies and enchanted with gold her soft brown hair. No

doubt the present scene of this small history would have

awakened a delightful memory from the dusty recesses of the

chief cashier's brain, for all that the end of Thistlegrove

Cottage was a businesslike aflfair on a level with many other

successful monetary transaftions of the great house of

Repington and Son.

Phyllida was somewhat embarrassed by the sudden an-

nouncement of his relationship to that dreadful Mr. Lovely,

who had lampooned the whole of the fashionable world.

She wondered if the elderly gentleman was aware of his

nephew's late indiscretion, whether she ought to break the

news of his odium, and finally with a maid's inconsequence

fell to wishing she had never eloped since the step had in-

volved her in so awkward an adventure.

Sir George, noticing her embarrassment, introduced

himself,
. „. ^ n •

>* My name is Repington, ma'am—Sir George Reping-

ton." As he said this he received the miniature from

Phyllida, and having, as it were, fondled the oval for a second,

replaced it in the upper left-hand pocket of hu waistcoat.
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The introduction put Phyllida deeper than ever into a

quandary. She felt the^genteel movement to be a low
curtsey coupled with the* graceful revelation of her name,
but this was just the ad she could not bring herself to per-
form. What a vast number of pohte difficulties attached
themselves to an elopement, and how she wished with all her
heart she had never been so foolish as to brave them
unaccompanied.
"The resemblance is certainly very remarkable," said

Sir George Repington.
Phyllida clutched this conversational straw.
"I doubt, sir, 'twould ill become me to allow the

compliment."
The stilted reply did not seem to offend the elderly

gentleman, for he bowed very gallantly and tapped the lid of
his snuff-box with an air.

" And my nephew, ma'am, what does Curtain Wells think
of my nephew ?

"

Luckily for Phyllida who was racking her brains to devize a
polite method of informing Sir George Repington that his
nephew had offended the whole world, that is to say the
whole world known to the residents and visitors of Curtain
Wells, Mrs. Tabrum came back to say that a pair of fowls
were on their way.
" A morsel of cheese is all that I require, thank'ee," said

Sir George to this information, "A morsel of cheese, well-
aired sheets and "

"A bit off the breast," murmured Mrs. Tabrum
coaxingly.

" WeU-aired sheets and "

" A grilled drumstick," insinuated the landlady.
" Well-aired sheets and "
" The liver wing."
Sir George Repington capitulated and sat down to supper

with Phyllida opposite and a great bowl of daffadillies
between them.
Nobody ever found out what exadUy was the elderly

gentleman's unspoken requirement.
268
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Sir George was enjoying himielf—a very unuiual occupa-

tion for that grim and solid man of business.

Phyllida, on the contrary, was becoming more deeply

embarrassed every moment. She could not help piftunng

to herself the awkwardness of greeting her dear Amor in the

presence of such a man. Moreover, she could not under-

stand why the latter preserved such a lack of cuiiosity. She,

a heroine to herself, was unable to appreciate th*^ point of

view that took her and her adventure for granted. She

almost resented Sir George's acceptation of her as part of

the furniture of a wayside inn.

As a matter of faft, the banker was abroad to enjoy him-

—Jf, and the discovery of a maid sitting solitary in the fire-

light of an inn parlour onlv struck him as vhimsical in so far

as she resembled his dead sister. Kavir-, after a lapse of

many grey years, put on once more the mantle of youth, he

was very ready to welcome a face that consorted so perfeftly

with his mood.
But as supper went on, and the elderly gentleman inquired

no farther into the well-being of Mr. Charlw Lovely, while

Mr.Amor did not arrive, and the drunken postillions remained

in the tap-room, and the Dutch clock ticked on <^uite unper-

turbed by the raging of the storm without, Phyllida began to

regain her equanimity, and even to converse so trippingly

with the elderly gentleman that elopements and Gretna

Green marriages floated away while she chattered of her

dearest Morton, betrayed the latter's partiality for young

Mr. Chalklty, compared her boldness with the more modest

behaviour of a certain Miss Jennv West, who was the third

daughter of a parson who lived four—no five miles from

where they lived in Hampshire, jumped from the tale of Miss

West to the tale of Miss West's brother who scandalized the

country by stepping eight consecutive gavottes with his

cousin from Hertfordshire ; and ultimately confided to Sir

George her profound contempt for Mr. Moon and her

immense distrust of Major Tarry. Yet, at the very moment

when she was telling Sir George of a ludicrous chase of the

Major's wig one windy March morning in the preceding year,
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the forioua gale was blowing hit lodden pigtail to and fro

without a cune from the little soldier in whom stem death

had begotten a divine and everlasting indifference to the

minor amenities of polite appearance. Sir George Reping-
ton was near to the capture of his fled youth that fire-lit

evening. He was back m the old South Gallery at Reping-
ton Hall sitting in the wide window seat at the West End,
and opposite to him with flushed exquisite face sat his sister

Joan, nppling joyfully through the fair meadows of life like a

glittering brook. The musick of Phyllida's conversation

revived for the elderly gentleman many a crimson dusk. He
thought with a sigh of the South Gallery now, with its

hollow echoes, its dust and long line of contemptuous
ancestors, and of himself as, vntYi v vere tread, he ran the

batteries of many immutable eyes.

Old Tabrum would quaver in from time to time to survey

the comfort of his guests, regaling them with some particu-

larly choice floral anecdote. His wife too would peep to

inquire whether the roasted fowls fulfilled her expemtiocs,
and once little Polly Patch put her cap round the door and
asked if his honour would like the warming-pan left in his

bed or merely whisked three or four times over his already

well-aired sheets.

• • •

Phyllida made a careless remark about her mother, and
Sir George Repington hoped that Mrs. Courteen (Phyllida

had some time ago divulged her name) would not be alarmed
by the strife of the elements. Phyllida made a very careless

reply to this, by reassuring Sir George about her mother,
who, as she pointed out, would be not at all likely to observe

the wildness of the night in her anxiety to secure her hand
against the prying glances of my lady Bunbutter.
" Is that Sir Moffyn Bunbutter's lady ? " said Sir George.
" Yes, indeed, sir."

" Sure to be, sure to be," Sir George commented.
" Who'd have thought of seeing poor old Sir Moffyn's lady
here of all places ?

"

" But she's not here, sir. She is at Curtain Wells."
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Sir George Repington

" Bii^ jrour mother ?
"

PhyltidaMwher miitake, but, being unused to falsehoodi,

made no attempt to extricate herself from the situation

provoked bv her own carelessness. As a ha^pjr compromise,

she blushed and made queer little excavations in the salt-

cellar.
" YouVe no brother and your father is dead ? " vvent on

Sir George, fixing the abashed young woman with his sharp

eyes. " Then you are alone in this inn ?
"

The statement, put so baldly, sounded very dreadful to

Miss Courteen. Moreover, she had an uneasy idea that the

elderly gentleman was beginning to feel himself compromised

by her company, so she made patterns in the salt-cdlar more

fantastick than ever, blxuhed till the shells of her ears seemed

veritablv to crack in the furnace of outraged sensibility,

and looked very guilty.

" Alone ? " the elderly gentleman repeated.

Phyllida's whispered * yes ' was onlv just audible above

the languid ticking of the Dutch clock.

TTie antique landlord broke the tension by putting his

head round the door and demanding from Sir George

whether he preferred to sleep in the Dorick Summerhouse

with a view of the surrounding country, or in the Green

Vista with a more comfortable bed, if not so wide a view.

Antiquity was followed by his wife, who hustled him fairly

into tne candlelight and explained that all their bedchambers

were named to suit the flowery eccentricity of her husband.
" Thus we have the Parterre," said old Simon in support

of his wife's explanation, " the Pleached Alley (though that

is more truly a passage). The Sun Dial (a warm attick), the

Quincunx, the Bosquet, the Arbour, the Green Gallery,

the Cascade (or stairway) and for my dear hollyhock and

myself, the Columbary."
" God bless you, sirrah," said Sir George rather testily,

" I'm no Dutch garden-maker that I should fret about such

vagaries of taste. Oons ! plant me where you will, I wager

I shall not open till daybreak."

This quip pleased the old landlord enormously, and he
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retired upon a chuckle prdonged laffidentlv to convev him
to the farthest ends of the house, whither he was followed

by his anxious wife.

Left alone once more, Phyllida and Sir George looked at

each other over the remains of that genial supper.

Neither broke the silence for a while. The elderly

gentleman was the first to speak.
'* Don't you think it is .^mewhat unwise to travel alone,

especially as your postillions do not seem a very trusty

pjur \
"

*< I am not really alone," said Phyllida, " Pm—I'm—
expecting—a—a—companion."

Sir George Repington raised his eyebrows and seemed

about to make a severe comment upon this halting explana-

tion, but, leaning his elbow on the table and his cheek on his

hand, he changed his mind and in cold deliberate accents,

so cold and so deliberate that you would have sworn a

weight of emotion was sunk beneath them, began a tale.

Since this tale must either be told by me or by Sir George
himself, inasmuch as it concerns one or two of our charaders,

I will let the original author give it to you in his own words,

nay I will give the story the distinftion of a chapter to

itself.
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Chapter the Thirty-first

A TALE WITH AN INTERRUPTED
MORAL

SIR GEORGE REPINGTON fiUed up his glass (he
was drinking Port wine), motioned Phyllida to a
seat on the right, sat himself down opposite, and,

to the accompaniment of thunder and lightning and wind
and rain, proceeded to entertain her with some vastly
interesting details of his domestick history.
" I have already shown you the portrait of my sister

Joan, and you will remember that I remarked upon the
resemblance between you and her—I did not think at the
time that such a coincidence would fulfil itself even more
completely.
" We were left orphans soon after I reached my twenty •

fifth birthday, and I will admit that I experienced a keen
sensation of pride in the responsibleness of a great financial
house and a very attractive young woman. Pray, remember
I was still young. We lived when we were in London at
a pleasant house in Soho Square, on the side nearest to the
Oxford Road, but spent much of our leisure at Repington
Hall, a fine old family mansion in the county of Surrey,
near enough to the town to make our visits there very
frequent."

Sir George sighed at the pleasant memories as he sipped
his glass of Port wine.
" We spent many golden days at Repington Hall and

our friends, carefully selefted, as all young people's friends
are, found the long June evenings on the great sloping lawn
not less pleasant than we did. Egad ! I can see them all

now and hear over the long silences that mvariably pundhiate
such intimate conyenation the lowing of the cows in the
*73 s home
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home farm and the deer crunching the iweet long graw

beneath the broad oak-treet. And in Spring what a choir

of nightingalea tang in the gnarled whitethorn trees by the

sunk fence, and in late summer what myriads of grasshoppers

chirruped in the twilight. Yes, yes, I can see them all

-—young Harbottle Ramsey—he's my Lord Sodor and Man
now—succeeded his uncle who was executed after the rising

in *45—wdl—well, Harbottle was always a staunch Whig,

and by gad, so were all of us in those evenings at Repington.

Then uiere was Burnet, Cinderton's eldest son—^he is

Cinderton now—Burnet was always monstrous careful

about his doaths and always earned a small Persran rug to

sit upon. I remember we used to call it the hearthrug

—

Harthe-Brusshe is the family name—and now they tell me
he's a positive martyr to the lumbago. Yes, y^^ Ramsey

and Burnet and Belladine, I wonder what'j become of

Belladine—^he was a famous fop—poor Belladine, poor

Bdladine—^he never recovered from the blow. And then

there was Roger Quain.
" He was my best friend, and the happiest day of my life

was that on which he was betrothed to my sister Joan.

I tell you no such rousing toast was given at Repington

since the news of the Boyne vi£lory was brought in to my
father. She and Roger were betrothed in July and should

have been wed in April."

The old man—for, with the progress of his tale, such the

elderly gentleman seemed to become—took a longer sip

at his glass of Port as if to brace himself for the climax of

the narrative.
" They should have been wed in April. But that winter

was a busy one in Throgmorton Street, and my sister Joan,

having caught a chill, was ordered to remain in the country

—^her only companion, a foolish cousin of my mother's.

I was not at home more than twice all the winter. I never

knew of that blackguard's visits till March. He used to

come every day—every day until I forbade him the house

—

a white cockade papist crammed with disloyalty—always

bragging of some outlandish petty rebellion on the top of

some d——d Scottish mountain or other. He filled her
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head with hit Jacobite twaddle—a fool who, earning hi*

liTclihood by dice and cards, wai willing enoueh to upiet

all law and order for the take of the plunder which he and

hit fellowa might very wdl hare acquired at the expense

of better and honeater and more loyal men.
" He wound himidf round her heart with hit false French

oaths and cursed loremaking.
" I sent for Roger ; he came down with Belladine

—

I shall always belieye that Belladine loved her too—and I

tdd Roger he must \tieovci eye on his treasure, or 'twould

be stden from him. The wedding was fixed ; the guests

were invited; and one fine morning I went down to the

orchard to see how the apples were setting (there had been

a shrewd Easterly wind for some days)—and—and—I found

him dead—Roger Quain—^mv dearest, ddest friend

—

Roger Quain dead. Gadslife ! young Madam, if you had

seen, u I saw, the fallen apple-blossoms reddened by his

blood, I do not think you would be making a runaway

match ; and she, my beloved sist'^r, eloped with his murderer

—with Valentine Lovely, Esq., jacobite, Papist, rake, spend-

thrift, drunkard, gamester, and prodigal !

**

Sir George Repington rose from his seat and in the

passion of remembrance broke with his grip the thin stem

of his wineglass, so that the spilt liquid as it trickled over

the hearth stones and stained the ashes conjured up the

old scene all too vividly and horribly for poor Phvllida.

" But why did Belladine let her go with dut black-

guard—that is what I never knew—that is wh I wov \ like

to ask Belladine—^what can have happened to Bell*^ ae ?
"

the old man muttered to himself, " and why do I wk you

this \ " he went on, " why—because "

But unfortunatdy the moral of this story w»

properly related, though 'tis easy enough to |

import, for at that moment in came the long-aws

Francis Vernon, splashed from head to foot in ib

wearing a deep cut over his left temple. After all, h iajor

Constantine Tarry did succeed in delaying the elc^e-^ent

if only for an hour or two because Mr. Vernon's mart ^
shied at the dead body and flung her rider over the hee^

2/5 *
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in h«r unwillmnen to pau to damp and gloomy an obstacle.

If the Teteran'a ghoit was able to spare . moment from
hia enthralling convenationi with Alexander the Great and
other notable captains in Elysium, I make no doubt at the
sight he gave vent to an attenuated cackle of pleMure.
Nothing sets a woman off to such disadvantage as the

need to introduce a pair of men whom instinctively «he
knows to be hostile to each other. They never make the
slightest attempt to help her out of the awkward position,
and, indeed, add to it b^ such haughty behaviour, such
ruffling of crests and bnstline of limbs that under the
circumstances the most polished gentlemen become uncouth
savages or dogs eager to squabble over a debated bone.

In this instance Mr. Vernon stared Sir George Repington
up and down, while the latter, who was not accustomed to
such freedom of regarc'., took snuff very aggressively and
looked as if he would like to give the intruder a moment's
notice, as indeed he would. Phyllida tried to stem the
tide of embarrassment by remarking in a hushed voice that
Sir George had been kindly entertaining her in the absence
of Mr. Amor.
" Has he ? " was the latter's frigid response.
" And oh, Ainor,"8he went on, " those odious postillions

pushed their way to the room and wanted money and Sir

George kindly came to the rescue and bade them begone."
" Did he ? " was all that Vernon would vouchsafe in

thanb to this timelv assistance.

Phyllida, abashed by her lover's bad manners, seemed
inclined to apologize for them with tears. And now Sir

George did what most Englishmen would have done under
the circumstances—he walked out of the room in a very
stately way. No doubt the banker thought the strength of
feeling which had led him to reveal his life's tragedy would
kindle an equal emotioninthe heart ofMissCourteen ^ndthat
when he returned he would find the raffish irtruder gone.
This was in faft the precise result of his withdrawal.

When he returned, Mr. Vernon was gone. But neither
was Miu Phyllida Courteen anywhere in sight.
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Chapter the Thirty-second

THE HORRID ADVENTURES OF BEAU
RIPPLE AND MRS. COURTEEN

WE will, if you pleaic, take for granted the pewua-

lions uied by Mr. Vernon to induce PhyUida to

continue upon her headlong courae. He rode

beside her on thia lecond stage of her adventure, and I

shall have something to say of that drive together through

the darkness of wind and rain. We will take for granted

Sir George Rcpington's indignation, expressed with many

a
- da and many a pinch of snufi, and smce there

are a number of fine folk abroad on this most atrocious

evening, it is only just that we should pay them the

compliment of relating their horrid adventures.

You have not forgotten, I hope, the sensation created in

Curtain Wells by the sight of Beau Ripple and Mrs. Courteen

ensconced in the former's vivid yeDow postchaise, driven

by the former's diminutive groom Pridgeon. You made

one of a host of conjeftures, or rather you would have done

had you not been in the heart of the secret, thanks to the

honwt, straightforward way in which I have treated you

throughout this story.
. . „„ ,

They went off with 'TaUy-ho' and 'Whoo-whoop,

Bone away
!

' They rattled over the cobbles and clattered

over the kidney stones and jolted prodigiously over a kerb

that protruded too far into the road. They bumped over

a log of wood dropped by old Mother Hubbard m her

frantick endeavours to gain the proteftion of the pavement,

they ground the face of little Miss Muffet's favourite wax

doll to minutest grains of powder. They experienced a

second's muffled progress as with two wheeU they rolled over
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little Tommy Trout's Eutei coat and with the other* made
a broad imear over little Sammy Green's satchd and cracked
his new Horn Book into a thousand splinters.
As for Mr. Ripple, every time he rose to a wayside obstacle

and fell with a genteel plump into Mrs. Courteen's wide
lap, he had a sensation of the acutest disgust ; with disgust,
too, he viewed his cushions of fawn siUc and ivory sattin
bedabbled with the widow's copious tears—these cushions
made salt with a mortal widow's grief that were never
intended to be spoiled with anything less ethereal than
the glittering milk of the Queen of Heaven.
Extreme dizziness overtook the Great little Man when, in

accents hoarse with hysterical sorrow, the wretched woman
by his side begged the loan of his handkerchief. Then,
indeed, he nearly called to Pridgeon to check their mad
course, turn the horses' heads stablewards, brooding for
a sensuous second upon the delirfits of a warm meditative
bath, made sweeter with Citron Essence.
Poor Mr. Ripple ! As the mile-stones fled past and the

chilly Mai ch twilight crept over the dusky fallows and peered
above the black hedgerows, he thought with unutterable
pangs of the cheerful and comfortable town of Curtain
Wells. His china shepherds and shepherdesses called
to him over the bleak country, and in the distance like
elfin bells he heard the reproachful tinkle of his degant
lustres.

At the turnpike Mr. Ripple asked the keeper whether a
post-chariot had lately come under his jurisdiaion.
" Dick who ? " inquired the janitor.
" Have you seen a post-chariot ? " said Mr. Ripple,

petulantly.
'^'^

" No, I ain't. Have you seen two bullocks as 'ave lost,
stolen and strayed theyselves hereabouts—the red 'un
with a "

« Drive on," said Mr. Ripple.
" That's gentry," commented the gatekeeper as, spitting

on the bust of King George which reposed in the palm of
his dirty hand, he retired to brood over a well-thumbed
'78 pamphlet
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pamphlet that let forth with convincing ribaldry, the

imminent danger of another Popish plot.

"Drive on." said Mr. Ripple, "we shall have a heavy

shower presently."
, .„ ^ .., ,

They w-ire bowling down a broad viUage street with a

merry jingle of harness and rhythmical clatter of hoofs,

whUe the cracking of little Pridgeon's whip, nearly as b^

as himself, made many inquisitive bodies huddle m the low

doorways of the cottages to survey the gallant equipage.

" Re?lar delooge. your honour." said Pridgeon, turmng

round on the box. ... r ,
Mrs. Courteen was already so wet with the tears of out-

raged motherhood that the addition of rain could scarcdy

have afiEeaed her comfort. Nevertheless she shuddwed

BO expansively that she squeezed her companion closer than

ever to the side of the chaise.
.,.„ku

" ShaU we put up at the Green Dragon ?-very comfortable

Inn, the Green Dragon:^
. „

"No, no, Pridgeon, drive on. If it rains, it rams.

Such a platitude from Beau Ripple can only have been

provoked Iy the intensest despair. A pl°"8l^l'°y » \P^g?";

would not have seemed more out of place. TJie Nme

Muse, were certainly waked from their harmonious lediargy.

and a small boy. pUying Sally in our Alley on a J«w s harp,

twanged a discordant echo of their shocked sensibdity.

Alatitude from Beau Ripple ! The very chaue coUa^ed

initraominy. Bump—bang—whooooo ! The gay vehic e

wa 'onhs sk and S^froft off-wheel was whirling ma^y

down the broad slope of the street, to the enormous dehght

of the boy with the Jew's harp and the immense const^nation

of a flock of geese in whose company it made a noisy entrance

^%°4-t?u:n^eT once more on the Jirnmy and, ha^ng

pd^edlp the horses and gazed at the Tableau, remarked:

^ " Blow me tight if I didn't think the whed d do that

afore we started. Blow me right and tight

.

,

By this time, all the vUlage stood m a circle and lupplied

an exhaustive commenting upon the sad event.
^^
^^^^^
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** She's putt her futt through her petticutt," whooped

grandmother.
" So her 'ave and toored *un proper."
** Blarm 'un if the old buoy's knee ain't streaked like

somebody's baSd baflcon."
" So it be, buoy, so it be," came the delighted rejoinder.

" Look, see the seat of his breeches
! " cried a shapely

hussy.
" I never saw such a power o' mud, why *e's like a brown

paSper plaster behind. Poor soul !

"

" Horse ain't hurt ? " asked a sharp-featured, bow-legged

individual with professional anxiety.

Four or five hobbledehoys had assisted the Beau to his

feet and volunteered to show him the way to the Green

Dragon. As that hostelry stood eiaftly opposite the scene

of the disaster, the offer savoured of something more than

mere friendliness.

Mrs. Courteen was whirling round and round, like a

kitten after her tail, trying to ascertain the precise amount

of damage close to her train ; a good-natured booby stuck

his foot on the skirt to steady it for her inspeftion, and in

doing so made the rent more irreparable.

" Better go to the Green Z)fflgo»,vour honour," said Prid-

geon, as spruce as when he started.

" Better go to h ,
you dunderhead," said the Beau,

very white with well-bred passion and the shock of the

catastrophe. No fragile vase of Dresden or of azure Sevres,

no figure of opalescent Worcester, no violet-flowered tea-

pot of Lowestoft that ever fell from a proud cabinet through

the careless sweep of a chambermaid's broom, was to be

so deeply commiserated as Mr. Horace Ripple. These

painted monuments of care betray their inherent beauty

even in the dainty particles that proclaim their wreckage,

but a fop with muddied breeches—^why, in the very first

chapter of this story we trembled to behold the circumference

of the least dignified part of the Beau's anatomy protruding

from beneath a bedstead ; and on that occasion, it was gay

with the flowers of a silk dressing-gown.
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*
A*tloS °"»tion. ind rivJ .7mp..hi«. and when A.

«™r iound drop of the .wift-apptoiching itorm jut Hm

Simp on th^"'""* ""*«» '""^ ;° "• t°™""idX?Bt ™tige of^wd« from her face jhe regretted aUo

'"ir^eS J?Sr^«:'^.«..*- reception wa. almoat

Jvar G«at Cobblebury, for aU it. pompou. name «.•

"« near to Curtain Well, to attrad the
"««'?o°r c«to^

traveller, and the Grtin Dragm depended for ciMtom

Xmi entiTdy on the thiratinei. of the .urrounding

Spac^ten ofUvera dUhe. and »a. ready to mher the

•"^a'^ Xf:Sl' you^-gortly taker- he inouired^

^th to r^bLnd faie cooled a. «hat he con.,dered a very

•'"ETS'Snofmy good lady, .irrah." rapp^ ?«*«»!"•
" Not at Jl, your honour-beg p«rdon» .aid Mr. Upex

nottiuR up rdiantick hand to an equaUy PS"™'' ,?»"*

L H hi wodd^forc. the latter feature to eat.th. md»creet

'".fSr fo'^g'^if'^^^-oin.nd the damage to my

chaise ?
" demanded Mr. Ripple.

^^^
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The landlord made a rough calculation in his mind.
" About an hour to cook die—to mend the—er—chai»e,"

he replied.
" Have 70U a bed ? " asked the Beau.

The landlord beamed. They were going to spend the

i«»ht under his roof, and mentally he saw himsm on the

i.ei.- day obscuring the sunlight of the parlour with a very

long bill.

" A bed, your honour ? Yes, indeed ! Oh ! yes."

Mr. Upex paused. " A bed ?
"

« Yes ! a bed—a b-e-d—bed."
" For one night ?

"

" One night—no ! now, sirrah, now." Mr. Ripple

stamped his little foot, probably to shake off the mud of the

humiliating accident.
" Now ? " Mr. Upex looked surprized, that is to say

the mouth of Mr. Upex remained fixed in a cavernous gape.

" Why not now ? " exclaimed the peremptory Beau.

" Ain't your beds aired, landlord ? Ain't they made yet ?
"

" Oh, certairdy, your honour."
" Then show me upstairs at once. I shall lie down until

the wheel of my chaise is mended. And shew this lady

another room, and send two or three chambermaids to

attend to her."

Mr. Upex looked much relieved.

It was not such a shameless affair as he had been led by

wanton ambiguity of phrase to believe.

" What about the duck ?
"

" What duck ? What duck ? " asked Mr. Ripple fretfully.

" The duck your honour ordered—that is, was about to

order when I interrupted your honour."
" Send up three dices of the breast on a small tray to

my chamber, and don't put any stuffing on the plate, the

oaour of sage upsets my appetite."
" Indeed ? " said Mr. Upex, quite fraakly interested by

such a nasal idiosyncrasy.
*• Yes, and send out a woman of taste and discretion to

purchase a nightcap." •'^'*
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« I wouldn't My, your honour, " kow.p^e of the m»idi

wouldn't oblige your-cr-the good lady.

For mytm, landlord, for myselt.

" I beff your honour's pardon."

Mr UJx hurried off to execute hi. gueaf. requirement

and Dreaently returned to escort them to their rooms.

«IJ?enmy man come, in." said the Beau, ".end htm

UP to me vAxh. the nightcap." , , , . ^^ , ,_ j

Vridgeon had rescued the wheel from the pond and

having successfuUy direded two bumpkins to trundle it to

ArKmith, arVived at the inn with an admmng retinue

S idlers, whom he regaled with quarts of bitter berr^e

womn oi taste entrusted with the purchase of the aightcap

rshHTas the scullerymaid) returned with the vestment neatly

^ap^d in paper/and, meeting her master on the stai«

wat t^d to £1Jd t to the diminutive groom, who chucl^^^

her under the chin with the parcel and took h« bow-

leMed way upstain to Mr. Ripple's temporary apartment.

&de^he^rapped smartly on the door, which was

cauSy openel sufficientl/ wide to aUow the urbane

wuntenance of the Beau to peer round the corner.

"L'^Uo^niuSapre.entfromGreatCo^^^^^^^^

TheVeau took 'the nigltcap. and in it. pl^ce handed

muddied .malldoathi, .meared coat, and wnnkled

^"
Have these doaths thoroughly brushed."

"Ye« v'r honour." , , • »>

« And bring me three slices of breast in an hour s time.

« iTd 5onM°grtdrunk to celebrate your carelessness."

"?rlt"murmured the Beau to his polite self a.

he dS the door of his chamber and douW lodced it

T^'"t"°;ould certainly be indiscreet to spy upon

Mr We's retirement. How did he spend his tune m

W ? ¥he wSper of book-leaves tempt, me to suppo^^
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that he read leyeral of the bitterest odea, venr poasiUy a

whole satire of Quintua Horatiua Flaccua, that poet to

fierce but withal so urbane. Meanwhile Mrs. Courteen,

surrounded by three maids, respe^vely known as Susan,

Joan, and Elizabeth, hdd forth upon her misfo.*^unes to a

sympathetick audience.

She stood in the middle of her chamber, a massive figure

pouring forth ludicrous complaint. It was as if a stork

should seek to emulate a nightingale.

Susan knelt on the floor and industriously stitched away

at the ragged train ; Joan knelt with innumerable pins

stuck between her pearly teeth and judiciously fastened

several gaps in her attire, while Elizabeth, who was being

courted by Johnny, the Green DragotCs sibilant hostler,

rubbed away at the mud with as near an imitation of the

sounds produced by her lover's stringy throat as the softness

of her own would allow.
" I have been greatly distressed," said the widow, " grossly

deceived, intolerably put about for, though Mr. Ripple

has the charafler of a block of marble, it don't become a

woman to be seen alone with a man anywhere, especially

in a ydlow chaise which attra£b ever^ody's attention.

I vow I heard that odious young Miss Kitcat laugh from

her balcony as we flew past—yes, flew—and such bumping

!

I dare swear I'm bruised from head to foot, and my skin

shows the smallest mark. I remember when I was a young

woman, I stepped a minuet with young Mr. Heavibois of

Heavibois Hall, and I declare he might have been taking the

grossest liberties all through the evening, for the way my
wrist was marked. Lud ! it was as purple as my grand-

mother's silk coverlet that was given to her by a young lieu-

tenant in the Navy, and was thought to belong to the wife of

theCham ofTartary,though I dare say he bought it in Cheap-

side for ten shillings, being a young gentleman on whose

word nobody could rely, that is the worst of men, young

women, you cannot trust 'em. >' And now my own daughter

has run away with a London spark, and I, her own mother,

must give up half a score routs and my Lady Pickadilly's

284 drum



Horrid Adventures

drum-the met fashionable affair of the kind f»« will

eJ^r be known in Curtain Well., for mv Lady P»ckaMy «

newly come from town with her second son the Hon- John

Hyde, as quiet a young gentleman as ever said Bo
!

to a

«Se andlere we are nearly into April, and if my daughter

Sowis herself from London Bridge, why then 1 -If b«

wearing black at the FStes Champfitres and a pretty figure

Tshall be truly I though, indeed, if one had the courage to

wcaTa white velvet vLard, I might very weU pass for an

Allegory of Moonlight-and yet thatjvodd never do tor

to be sure that malicious creature Mrs. Duddmg, whose

Conversazione last month was the comp etest fadure ever

known, would make one of her ^ous epigrams about poor

Mr. Moon, the best natured of genUemen a^^d the very

personification of the mUk of human kindness To be sure

EL ankles are very big. but indeed I vow if one were to

Jfgard all the defeas in humanity, very ew of us would

be^able to hold up our heads. Mr. Ripple himself is he

smallest man in the WeUs, but nobody esteems him the less

fOT that. To be sure. I think he was very lU-advised.

-though for that matter he was never known to take any-

body's advice but his own-very iU-advised, I say. not to

speal more severely to my daughter. I was always so

careful^f her modesty that I never allowed her to sit m the

Maze with an odiousWe nudity in stone always hovenng

^out. till I declare they should have planted iw to dmib

up hi shameless legs. I'm sure nothing could be more

SLical than such vegetable apparel. Cupid tW "11 him

Stupid I caU it." Mrs. Courteen here paused to take a

loneer breath and Susan exclaimed :
t j »»

« La ! ma'am, what to do wi' your pe"icoat Ijioan t

know It come; peaping through your gown like Tom

o' Coventry in the Christmas mumming.
" Pin it, chUd. pin it." said the widow.

, , , ,

« La 1 ma'am, we ha' used nigh forty pins a^eady. and

thee'll be like a hedgehog soon.''

« No matter, child, no matter how I *??««•
]^X\tt

my duty as a iother, but I vow I blush when I think ^at
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near everybody takes ut for man and wife. To be sure,

I don't mind, and always sav that if the world wishes to

talk, the world will talk ; and there once was a time when
I was talked about from one corner of the county to the

other. And now this improper affair of my daughter's

will set every idle tongue wagging again. My own maid

Betty, who was privy to the whole unhappy intrigue, was

truly frightened when she found how far ignorance and

wUhilness had taken her. * What will they sav at Courteen

Grange, ma'am, and what will Mr. Rumble the carrier say,

and Mrs. Rumble and the old widow who keeps the shop

and poor old Jonas the gardener and all the good folk of

the shire V 'Ah,' said I, * what indeed V Ugh ! chUd,

you're running pins into my—^into my legs !
"

" Dear life, ma'am," said Susan the culprit, apparendy

not much abashed by the accusation, " tis difficult to

find a bit of leg to run a pin into, for, O my soul and

body, you're shining like a starlight night, wi' pins all

over 'ee."

So the rehabilitation of Mrs. Courteen went on with

diffuse anecdotes on the side of the widow, with similes

from deft-fingered Susan, with much displaying of pearly

teeth from Joan, and with a gentle cooing from Elizabeth,

who was betrot'ied to the hostler of the Green Dragon Inn.

Outside it was raining faster than ever, and the wind

was beginning to moan under the eaves and away in the

remote corners of the house. A flash of lightning and a

terrifick burst of thunder that followed immediately upon

its heels undid half an hour's steadv pinning, owing to the

violent tremours with which it afflidted poor Mrs. Courteen.

It made Mr. Ripple break a Caesura and, worse, it made
him try to mend it with a false quantity. Altogether the

prosper was extremely uninviting, and the succulent odour

of roast duck was certainly no temptation to precipitate

his departure. However, the duck came to an end, and

the morsels of it which began to freeze upon his plate made
him so impatient of farther delay that when Pridgeon

knocked at the door and informed him the chaise was once

286 more
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mort fit for the rotdt, he called for hU biU and, a» I beliere,

(luch a iweet change had Horace and roait duck wrought

in hU mind) hummed a popular jig while he bu"oj»~ "P

hit breechet. Soon he was tapping delicately at the door

of Mr». Courteen'i chamber, laymg : , _ .

"Come, ma'am, I hope you're rested. Our horses are

waiting-'tis a most atrocious night-but never mind,

ma'am, never mind, we shaU sleep the sounder, he had

almost said "for having done our duty,' but not even

the stress of an untoward adventure could condemn ms

spirit to a second platitude that stormy night, and he altered

the unfinished sentence to "for not having to endure

Mrs. Dudding's epigrams. Foregad, ma'am,' he wentjm,

"she churns the sour cream of her inteUea and produces,

after infinite toil, a very rancid wit."
» •« ^«„

Then the Great little Man pattered downstairs, con-

descended to felicitate Mr. Upei upon his timdy meal,

inquired the name of his cook, said she was a good woman

and would go far, listened to Farmer Gruby s opinion that

Jhi. rain wLd do a power o' good to the W, condoled

wSi him upon a bovfne loss which he was stjU l»fenting^

bade Pridgeon stand another auart of ale each to the good

fellows who had assisted to ta3k about the accident, raised

hU monocle to a bill of sale affixed to the wall inquired

fnto the state of the roads before them, evoked an atmosphere

of respeftful adoration by presenting the lan(Uord with a

Srd Lcribed 'Horace ,4^^^ ^he ^re" Ho^^^^^^

finally won the perpetual devotion of Mr. George Upcx

by wLCg in his neatest hand at the top right corner of the

eJ«a"ed«rd 'Recommended by.' The landlord vowed

leverld drunken loyalists had been known to salute m mutake

*°

M^' C^^en saUed downstairs, followed by Suun

Joan and Elizabeth, all of whom were kept busy pichng
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up pint, which thev stuck between their teeth, to the great

duappointment of Mr. Pridgeon, who would have verv

mucA liked to tnatch a kiM from each Hebe in turn, and,

•eeing that the hoitler wai standing outside in the rain, I

dare swear that but for the pins he would have been successful

in his amorous project. Off went the chaise into the

gathering gloom, spattering the onlookers with mud, and

almost drowning with its datter the hearty cheen of the

inhabitants of Great Cobblebury.

And now the Beau, whose urbanity had been restored by

Horace and roast duck, entertained Mn. Courteen with

delightful tales of fashionable society. The most violent

jolt no longer availed to upset the balance of his sentences.

The widow was deeply impressed by Mr. Ripple's charming

behaviour and, though she could not appreciate his anecdotes

at their value, was put into a very pleasant disposition of

mind by a half-fledged fancy that the Great little Man was

slowly succumbine to her ample fascination. As for little

Pridgeon, his diminutive inside was so replete with cordials

and old Jamaica rum that he was quite impervious to the

weather and he sang a large number of country ballads

in a very engaging Alto voice.

Suddenly, as they were driving over a wild stretch of

commonland, dotted with huge clumps of gorse and a

number of stunted and wind-bent thorn-trees, the chaise

stopped with a jerk, spoiling the climax of one of the Beau's

best stories, describing how he had compelled the Duchess

of Hereford to apologize to a flower girl.

" What's the matter ? " he cried out.
" Nothing," said Pridgeon, " but we're just underneath

the gallows with a very notorious reskel swingin' over our

heads—reg'lar old scarecrow he is—can't you hear the

chains, y'r honour ? He's bobbin' about in the wind like

a cork in a puddle."
" Drive on, rogue," commanded Mr. Ripple sternly.

" It 'ud be a pity not to see 'im. Blue Jenkins vas his

name—I'll hold up one of the lamps and you can take a good

look at 'im. There was hundreds used to walk 'ere of a
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Sunday tftenioon when he was juit turned oil, ecod, ft

honour ought to take » look at him."

"Waiyoudriveon,iirrahl" .
, . .j

SuddeiJy Mn. Courteen uttered a loud aaeam ;
and

very uncanny it lounded in the tempeit.

"What in the name o£-what»i the matter ? exdalmed

"
I hear horwa," laid Mn. Courteen, and icreamed again.

Pridgeon cocked up hii ean. _^ , i x t

"She't right," he ihouted. "There*! a couple of em

~«SSJG^^"ffiihwaymen!" uid Mr.. Courteen.

dingins to Mr. RippU . The latter did not loae hU prewnce

**'*^ie on, you puppy! Ill lee to the priming of my

pUtoIa." With thew worda the Courageou. little Mm» dired

letween the widow*, agitated le« and pojed <or the

elegant walnut ca.e of hi. exquirftdy diawd
f»^^-

'hain't rM good," Aouted Pridgeon, a. he Iwhed the

horwtoaw /. «T« only a mae afore we reache. Long

Hill and the. 1 catch u. waUdn* there.
,

"I warn you, madam, " .aid Mr. Rip 'calmly, while

the po.tdiaUe rattled through the .torn,
;; . - you that

I shall certainly dxoot once, if not twice.

But Mr.. Coirteen had faiuted away and only half a dozen

pin. rdeaaed from thdr re.poMiblene« whupered a faint

and ine£Fe£tive anrver.

S89



Chapter tbi Tbirty'tbird

THE HIGHWAYMEN

THE rumottf of Phj^Uda'i dopement took definite

ilupe juit u the candles were being lighted for

the nut* and wine. It lent quite a flarour eTcn

to the inferior Port that diegraced mott of the dinner-ubla
at Curtain Weill. And if a flarour wm lent to moderatdy
bad wine, what a trulr cdcitial aroma was given off hy the

fragrant pott of tea in the parioun. Curtain Weill was

alwayi famoui for the fineit blende, and I rentur- > 'hink

that the lad affair of MiM Courteen inipired every oeteu

to a perfedion of art unequalled before or lince. Never

were the gentlemoi lo quiu to fdlow the ladiei from the

ipent dinner. Moreover, the abience of Beau Ripple per-

mitted a recUennen of conjedure, a venom of Innuendo

that would have made th: rumour famoui, even had it

proved devoid of the ili^teit foundation.

Manv indined to the theory that Mr. Ripple had arranged

the prologue to luit hiinid^ and vowed they had leen fervent

•tarei eirchanged between him and Mn. Courteen. One
inventive young gentleman itarted a report that Mr. Vernon
wai the Pretender ; but thii wai contradided by old Lady
Lodi Lomond who, having been one of the ladiei-in-waiting

at St. Germain*! and wataied the young prince in hit bath,

was positive that Mr. Vernon did not resemble him at all.

The young gentleman's ingenious suggestion lent a momen-
tary glamour to the her<nne of the affair, but with the de-

stru&on of his story by Lady Loch Lomond, publick

attention was again concentrated upon Beau Ripple. An
extravagant exolanation of his roundaoout method of court-

ship was founa in,_a whispered legend that in early youth
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The Highwaymen
he had married one of the daughters of the Grand Turk
and escaping from the turbaned alliance four months after-

wards through the friendl)r offices of a fig merchant from
Smyrna who smugged him out of the Bosphorous and landed
him at Lyme Regis in Dorsetshire, had spent the rest of his

enforced celibacy in dread of rengeful scimitars.

Then somebody remembered ue codicil to Squire Cour-
teen's will, and the story of young Mr. Standish who left

the neighbourhood in such a hurry. One of the abetters

of this last tale mentioned that Mr. Ripple was badly in

need of money, and finally eTenrbody agreed that here at lut
wu the true explanatbn of the /alow cha?«e. The Beau
was trying to make up lus losses jiy wedding Mrs. Courteen
secretly so that the Mayers should not lay Tident hands
upon ner inheriunce. Thk was such a satisfadory and
circumstantial account that everybody sat down to Quad-
rille without their play being the more distraAed than

usual. Meanwhile the author of the latest explanation

went from house to house to burble the news in the com-
pany of his two witnesses. The three of them were received

everywhere with acclamation as soon as it tnnspired thev

were the bearers of the authoritative account ; and though
they were all of them bores of the finest calibre, they enjoyed

a considerable popularity which compenuted for all the

slights and snubs tney had received in the past at the hands

of rank and fashion. Having discovered tneir talents, they

all three existed for ever afterwards on the sources of false

information and published boob of memoirs and thought

themselves great men and, in iz&, are to this very day con-

sulted by sccial historians.

Meanwhile another rumour was flying furiously round all

the shops that Mr. Lovely was on the verge of making a

hurried departure from Curtain Wells. Mr. Ripple owed
nothing to the tradesmen ; consequently his yellow chaise

caused no consternation in commercial hearts, but Mr.
Charles Lovely owed large a lounts. Every shopkeeper in

the High Street vowed he wtold know the true fa^ of this

reported flight. Under the great archway of the Blut Boar,

zgi they
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JLl of them r'^.'S^S^^fe w« JS.'crumpett

from their l«<t-^"^,PSfFri«e«hc Taflor and ano^cr

the Confeaioncr and Mr. *n«e^
j^ There

taUor caUed Charge, and * Ajd^f^ri^^^ ^^ toyhop

wa. Mr. Cufle t^^^^^V^J^^and MtfWheder the coach-

and Mr. Leonard
«<,»f^^^''/^ff/if one flower-Aop and

buBder ; there wa, **
^"i^fl^^«?Aop, and old Mr.,

little Miss Bunch of ^he °*er »ow«r ^, ^^^

Tabby ?t the ribband .^05^
t^^^^^^^^^

M?: Buckle

Goldsmith, and Mr. ^"f.yril the barber's senior appren-

the saddler, and young Washb^ '^rwere Mr. Daish who

tice. in faa, th« only
"^J^^^*^^^^^

demonstra-

was at that very moment l^^n^g to a
p^ ^^^^^^

tion of Mr. Lovdv's P'^Pf^ to associate himsdf with

Canticle who -^-^^^^^^J^^^ been paid

sudi a snufi-coloured rabble and^a^^
something on »«°«^5."5,^'",Sus «A^^^ ? " ^^^"^^^
« What the d««ceis this seditious

gj | ^j^ .^^g
Lieutenant Blewforth to ^rtUe ^«t« Wmgn ^^^^y
round the comer »^^ P^^^^jf^iTdow^ing thrown up.

^:»rfX;rr4^Xong a. they beheld the

ort yfSi:^<l»^rknewa:^'w:SaParliam^^

Hfu^'siU Mr^gMd -^^ on tip-^^^and

craning his little neck to hear Charles news on in p-

situation. Lovdv began, with a hand gracc-
« Gentlemen,' Mr. Loyely ^^^*

;^^^ ^ered waistcoat,

fully buried in the openmg «
J^^J^J^'t^is deputation."

"Gentlemen, I am sensibly flattereaDyinu. ^

^'SSfultaneous gnjnt acdaimed
J»

«»
^'a pleasure to

« I say, I am sensibly flattered. Itisaiway. ^

—to "
, , «,! \i\xm talks to 'em so slow,

»9*
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biU i^ioutLS. Fil4r« who being b.tt« .bl. to .Und

''*.^:'. JjSg^o^ •--•"- *' «" "^" "^

"rXt'^^t «»«.body twitd.«l Ml. Loydy'. cMt

anery snuff-coloured crowd looked at eacn o"*?»
^ ^

rio« ^o oS« woHTfl^ted b.^ to d.. Li.».»ant

gone." , „«M» Courteen?'

"Little Miss Phylbda."

"With Vernon."
" No, wi* Amor."

How long ago ?
"

I

event. Hitherto
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Hitherto his love for the maid had been a pleatant fancy,

an impulse to day-dreams but nothing more "^aten^.

-^t very morning as he wanderedm the water-meadows,

he hid b<S:.o fuU o1 the outside effeft of h-^^^J^tud*^^-

had been no room for the personal desire. He l"d mcd to

cSnW himself he was sincerely *?no«J~ ^W^^*

'

fSSS? happiness; but the true P«i^o*»,»^*.?^*»»^fJ?7/

t^nup wwadet^rmination to possess her «orhim.df what-

ever the cost. She was young and fau, rose-flushed and

adoraWe, and 'twas a pitV to waste so mudb fmhnes, on

Vernon dulled by pleasure and-not quite well-bred.

Xv a sense of personal loss stung him mto aftion.

B«idS.he and Tony had vowrd to transform life mto a

^y adventure. Here already .as a quest worthy of th«r

highest hopes.
. , ^v j

«•
I will certainly go," said Charles.

** Ah ! you have a true heart."

" Have I. Betty, have I ?
"

"Twas on merry Valentine morn, you saw my pretty

one."
« Cq 'twas."

«« When thrushes and blackbirds do maate."

" So they say."
" Take it for a sign, will 'ee ?

" I will

"

u

"And iay when you come to her and have «entjhat

wagabone packing off to hi. l^^^-^^f^^l
1"^*" -"

piping away down in Hampshire, will ee ?

"'SaTdilt us'U soon be harking for the cuckoo in the

greenwU, and look see, give her this ; t« » Ijtde whue

daisy I picked. Bid her look 'tes none Ae less beautiful

SusetL edge ofher petals are goneredwi'thec^^^

wind. 'Tes a daisy, the same as before—a little white daisy.

Ha8tay'puttl:.g the fraU flower in Mr. Lovely's hand, the

maid ran to the door. There she stayed a moment.

« And say, will 'ee, that I'm coming to kiss her and hug her

and comfort her as soon as the WeUs waggon can bnngme.
^^
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" Thtt»i a good maid—a loyal maid," laid Charl« to him-

self when Betty was gone, and, ai he looked at the tender

bloMom fomewhat AriveUed by captmty, a fallen tear

tremUed like a dew-diamond on the golden heart of tne

gathered flower.
. »^j »*.

And now the problem of eicapmg !"• duM vexed Mr.

Lovdy more acutely than before. Dauh had been pacified

by irenerou* Qare with /50 on account. TTxe horRS were

laddled and ready ; and by the greatest good fortune when

Charles looked out into the inn-yard, there was not a snuff-

coloured soul in liffht. ,

Blewforth came In with the news of Sheriff'• officers, and

Qare appeared in the gallery all buttonedup for the joumev

:

« Where%£all I tell DaiA to .end our baggage by die

WeUs' .tage waggon ? there's a good inn c^ed Ibe Basket

of Roses about twenty five miles away, dy c know it ?
^^

« No," said Charles, " i« it on the London Road ?

" Yes, on the London Road."

"Then 'twill tuit me very well. Shall we set out at

once, '^ony?"
, «, , v

« No time to lose," shouted Blewforth.

Dauh came shuffling in to say the horses were growing

impatient of the c(^d.

Off went our romantick adventurers : up they got on

their horses : down tinkled a couple of new sflver crowns on

'^^
lianT'ee, yer honours !

" shouted Jimmy Trickett the

hostler ; and the third detachment of the Love Chase set out

inid the thunderous fareweUs of Lieutenant Blewforth of

the Lively, as jolly a sound to put heart mto a paur of hand-

some yoJng gintlemen on a g^ant quest as they were likely

to hear throughout their wandermgs.
, .. j

ThSr were gone when the snuff-coloured crowd pattered

back vnth a Sheriff's officer in tow, and Mr. Jeremy Dawh

was a person of sufficient importance to be able to despise

Th^ir snuff-coloured threats.
*^

After all he had fifty pounds

on account and there wasn't a brewer amongst them.

As they cantered along the same road which we^^^»J«
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almdt iottowed three time^ Ch«riet told hii feiend of

Betty'i wquett and Tony wm « uraent m he to do ^ in

hit power to thwart Mr. Vernon. Howft Anthomr Clare

wMTcry proud of the handwme rider hjrhia aide. I do not

think he would have allowed that any one waa qmte the equal

o£ Mr. Charlea Lordy in accompliahment or beanng. He

could not aToid a feeling of adf-congratulation when he saw

the nudda among the daffodilt of narrow cotuge gardens

run to lean over their green gate, and watch their cour«e

away down the road. What a fine feUow he waam^ full

trimmed grey riding-coat and brown buckskm bre«:he8.

How well the aiure waiatcoat became him ; how eagerly tus

blue eyei danced to the rhythm of their horaes. How far

ahead down the WUowy road he gaied, aa if to conjure up

the viaion of the galloping chariot that held hia hope of

Snd when they, ico, rode into the atorm, muffled in their

fuU cloaks of black Bavarian cloth, what a romuitick figure

Charies made as he spurred his iron-grey ateed to farther

exertions.
, . , , i. ^

There was musick in the south-weat wmd of that tem-

pestuous twilight. It sighed through the bare hedg<^ows

aud whistled round the broad brims of their beaver hats.

There waa musick in the dap of horaes' hoofs on the wet road.

There was musick in the big horse-pistols tapping against

the saddle-bows. ,1
They were passing a great barn where a host oi yoicels

were thraahing a stack that had lain too long, and a rare

sight these were, knee-deep in the amber com whence the

ratt fled ceasdessly.
, , ^,. ,

** Shall we catch them, Tony ? " asked Charles.

" I think we shall."

" But in time ? " Charles dug his spurs in deep to cover

the blush that was flaming c er his cheeb.
" And will she turn back ? Oh ! Tony, Tony, she

must, she shall, turn back."

In Great Cobblebury they stopped to give their horses a

feed, and heard of the acddent of the yellow chaiae.

496
"Z ds,



The Higbmaymm
« Z——d«, these clumiy vdiiclet travel fut enough,"

muttered Charles.
. ,

.

When they started again, the darkness dunj round

them like a pall. The blown branch ol a tree bmrtied

against Lovely's elbow in a narrow part of the road and he

shuddered, as though an unseen hand were warmnghunto

^*"
Tis a plaguey rough night," heAouted over the wind,

dapping his hat tighter and leaning dose to his grey s warm

slim neck. «i i v
They were crossing Dry Tree Commonwhere Blue Jenkins

was swinging in a shameful cradle, and dare shouted he

could see the lights of a chaise in front.

« That's Ripple for a hundred," cried Charles spurnng on

his horse, " gadslife, what a speed they are making. Hurry,

Tony, hurry."
, ,^ , , „k •«

A dazding flash of lightning seared the sky long enough to

illuminate the ghastly figure on the gallows. Qare s chMtnut

mare shied violendy and direw her rider head forMttost mto a

large dump of gorse. It was a matter of some difficulty to

catch the frightened animd, but Charies by mere determina-

tion succeeded in doing so, for dl die night was now black

before die rising of die moon. By diis midup, Qare was m
much die same state of prickles as die Widow, widiout the

hdp of deft-fingered Susan.
. , j-,. i

"What die plague made you do diat ? " said Oiarles fret-

fully. They had lost five vduable minutes dirough the

behaviour of die inare. Tony laughed widi great good

^"when diey readied the foot of Long Hill, diey could see

die Ixghts of the chaise once again. It was findmg the

heavy puU very difficult. The rain was pounng down Je
ditches on either side with a gurgling sound, heard aU the

more dearly, because in the shdter of die dope die wmd vjas

quiet. Just before the summit, the carriage stopped and a

bullet sang between Clare and Lovdy who were now a bare

twenty yards behind. Mr. Ripple bdievcd in die advantage

of an offensive campaign.
^^ ,
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Stop I stop 1 " ihouteACauriei, " we »re not highway

The Beau recognized the voice, and in accents wherein

could be deteflted the faintest note of relief said :

" Charles—Mr. Lovely I and whv, may I inquire, are you

abroad on such an unpleasant night ?
"

"Why, sir," called out Charles, "what have vou been

about ? There's a dead man lying in the road.'

« Good G !" said Mr. Ripple, " a dead man ?

" Bring a lamp," called Qare.

Pridgeon descended from the box and, having tied the

horses to a withered fir-tree, snatched one of the lamps from

its socket. ... . i* u.
As he came along, Charles observed by the wavenng light

primroses in flower.
" Surdy, surely," said the Beau, "I cannot have killed

this man."
. , ,. l .j .u

" No ! No !
" cried Clare who was kneehng beside the

body. "He has been dead some time. Z ds! 'Tw

the little Major."
. , , „£,,••

" The little Major ? " echoed Ripple sharply. So tis

!

So 'tis 1

"

, .

" All alone in the storm," said Charles in a low voice.

" It may have been highwavmen," said Ripple.

« So it may, so it may," Clare agreed.
^^

"And it mayhave beenVernon," said Charles,"d—n him.

" Charles," said the Beau, " I owe you an apology. I

have been obstinate. Tlus should never have been allowed

to happen."
Charles grasped his hand in the darkness.

After all, Mr. Ripple was not in his kingdom and they were

all levelled by the presence of Death.
" We cannot leave the body here," swd Tony.
" It must travel in the chaise," said Charles.

" What about Mrs. Courteen ? " questioned Mr. Ripple.

" She is in a swoon." ..
, ^ ^. , j

" You are sure he is quite dead ?

"

asked Charles and

wondered at the futility of the remark-
^t . j
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Nobody troubled to reply.

" Perhapt it would be better to lend a waggon/ laid Uare.

" We are not many mUe* from Roseland-in-the-Vale."

" Somebody has cut off hU epaulette*," laid Charles.

"Then it may have been footpads," said the Beau.

** No wayfarer would rob the dead."
" It is a very dark night," said Qare simply.

" He fought at Fontenoy. Let us lift him out of the

mud," said Mr. Ripple, vaguely recalling long stories which

the dead soldier had poured into his ears.

" He gave his life for her. We must certainly lift him

out of the mud," said Charles. „ . , ^ „ t
" A dead body is dangerous to horses," said Clare, 1

will take his head."

Just then the widow screamed again.

" Say nothing of this to Mrs. Courteen," said Mr. Ripple

to the diminutive coachman.
, , , , «« t

" I knew something 'd *appen," replied the latter. l

knew something 'd 'appen when I see'd as how some-

body had stuck a bunch of primmerroses m Blue Jenkins s

toes
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Chapter the Thirty-fourth

OLD ACQUAINTANCE
CHARLES said he would ride on to the Basket of

Roses and bid the landlord prepare a supper against

the arrival of the rest. Clare stayed behind to pro-

ted the Beau from the hysterical excitement of Mrs. Cour-

teen, who would not be pacified by anything leu formidable

than an armed escort. She had made up her mind that

highwaymen were abroad, refused to allow tne chaise to drive

fast lest thev might gallop unaware into a thieves' ambush,

and alarmed herself with so many imaginary bo^es that she

almost succeeded in making Mr. Rip^e fire point blank at

Mr. Anthony Clare's shadowlooming huge in the hedgerow.

Charles reached the Basket of Roses not long after the

departure of the lovers, and on hearing the news imme-
diately spurred his grey horse to pursuit. For a couple of

miles he plunged along a road that was a^ jost a swamp,
fired to greater exertions each minute bv the sight of the ruts

made by the chariot in front. Suddenly his horse began to

go lame ; the road grew worse ; the ruts proved to be those

of a country waggon. He was riding in the wrong diredion,

so he turned his grey round and walked her back to the inn.

While he was inquiring into the possibilitv of securing a

fresh mount, a voice from the parlour called out to know if

any person was inquiring into the whereabouts of a young

woman.
" She supped alone with the old gentleman," whispered

Mrs. Tabrum.
Charles was lot proof against a natural curiosity, and

decided to wait at the inr^ tiU the arrival of the others. He
ascertained that Vernon had changed horses so it was evi-
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dent that he intended to pott u fast ai ponible Eastward.

His own hone must be tended if thejr were to proceed that

night. There was no other in the subles, and as he was sure

of catching the chariot before morning, he Mt there would
be no harm in learning whjr Phyllida had supped at a way-

side inn, alone with an ddeiiv gentleman. Wlut was Vernon
about meanwhile ? Why nad he not accompaaied her \

Charles ordered supper and stepped into the Trarellers'

Room.
" You were asking about a certain young woman," said

Sir George, fixing him with deep set eyes of cold steel.

" I was indeed, sir," answered Mr. Lovely pulling forward

an armchair into the blaze and stretching his damp legs

towards the genial warmth.
'* My name is Repington," said the old gentleman.

"Eh! What?"
" Sir George Repington."

Chades stared at hun.
" And mine, sir, is Lovely, Charles Lovely."

"My nephew—humph—'tis your existence which has

attracted me so many miles West."
" I did not think you knew of tny existence," said Charles

half sneering.
" You never condescended to inform your uncle of your

movements."
"Sir," said the nephew, a smile of bitter recdle£tion

twisting the comers of his mouth. " I did not flatter my-
self that any attention on my side was welcome."

" What ! you remember ovr only Interview ?
"

" I was ei^t years old, sir."

" Is that a date in youth's short calendar that breeds a

specially sensitive disposition of mind \
"

" You turned me out of your house."
" On the contrary, nephew, you chose to go back to your

father."
" Why wasn't he admitted, too \

"

" Because," replied the uncle, " on a former occasion I

was unfortunately compdled to invite your father to leave

my house,"
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««B7 what right r"
Sir George railed hit eyebrows.

"Truly, nephew, I think jrou are indiicreet for a young

man of inch faihion."
«* I have the right to know," Chariet bunt out. " In

all that I can remember of my childhood, you stood like a

shadow in the comer of the room, you were the nightmare

that haunted my pillow. You used to write sometimes—oh !

I can remember your letters in their fat pursy envelopes. I

can smell the sealing wax, black sealing wax, now. My
father would go out with an oath and my mother would sit

by a window with your letter in her lap, weeping, weeping."

" Did she weep, boy \
"

" Ah ! that pleases you, eh ?
"

" No, no, I was thinking what a laugh she had once—

what a laugh. I expeft I was hard—I was—Charies,

nephew, give me your hand—

I

"

The old man faltered in his speech and, as if the room

were dark, groped for our heroes hand ; the latter drew

back.
" No ! thank 'ee. Uncle, once is enough."

The old man did not heed the insult.

" Perhaps I understand your feelings, boy, I've read your

poems."
Charles was touched for a moment, but hardened himself

as he thought of that wide staircase down which, clutching

the balustrade with both hands, he had stumbled alone. A
child does not easily forgive a slight, and Charles still re-

garded his uncle with the eyes of a child.

" Did she speak of me before she died ? " murmured the

old man with a wistful eagerness.

" She may have spoken," said Mr. Lovely, "the fever was

" Or laugh—before she died ? Nephew ! to-nieht a

young woman came to this inn alone. She smiled like my
sister, she laughed like mjr—like your mother, and like your

mother she went away with the wrong man."
" What do you mean ! " cried Charles too much startled
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by th« luddcn violence of hii unde'i speech to resent the

critidtm of hit father.
** And you have ridden in punuit \ Then vou are her

lover—eh } She'i played you false aa Joan flayed Ro^er
false, and you are riding after her» and you will shoot hun
and marrv her, and bring her to Repington Hall. 'Fore

Heaven, I would give all my fortune to hear that lau^ter
ripple along the lonely corridors of Repington Hall. They
used to sit in the sunnv window seat ; and he would lean

over the sill to cduck tne roses that blew beneath. I cut

the tree down wnen he was killed, and in the orchard where
Lovely murdered him I planted cypresses."

'* Murdered him } " cried Charles impressed against his

will by the old man's passion.

"Aye, murdered him. Roger was no swordsman, he

was a gentle kindly creature who loved old boob and old

friends, that's why I cannot understand Belladine, why did

Belladiiie let him fight, and what became of—Good
G !

" said the old man, *' he's come back." Charies

looked up and, seeing only Beau Ripple standing in the

doorway, concluded that his uncle was gone mad.
" A pinch of snuff, George \ " said Mr. Ripple.

"Thank'e, William," said Sir George. *' This is my
nephew, William—young Charles Lovely."

*' We are already very good friends," said the Beau.

The exchange of courtesies effeded by the Beau with that

unfailing tad which charafterized his least afticns shed a

new serenity over the situation and, though Charles was

completely puzzled by a surprizing junction of personalities,

he, too, with a profound instinfl for the corred attitude,

bore a part in what was apparently nothing more out

of the way than a conversational episode in a social even-

ing; yet three twigs in a whirlpool do not jostle one

another much more roughly than the same three twigs in a

puddle.
" How's the gout, George ? You threatened at one time

to^become an easy prey to our physical Aleftro."
" Better, T^dliam, thankee, far better. I found that hard

I

!
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IWeworkUptitoi; of .Im I |r«r to driak I-* Port,

dined loUutfy lor t round number of jm ^-
"Your undtloob wdltOurle^ l««i, I bdiere after

aU told k bettw thwi iron for • man^i hedth wlutever

S.^tl«c«i« tdl «.. Wh«.i.ajr.r-.^feUow
that faend of your^ Ourlef. I Uk« Mr. Clm.^'

Tony came in from the luUes »t that moment and wa«

prewnted to Sir George Replngton.

Ht' A often heard Charfea rail agauut hu unde, but,

perceivias no ttrain in the relation between them, entered

£e gatherlni with an eaay grace, aad «Te a very humoroui

account of their departure from the Weill.

"Tut. tut," excfimed Mr. Ripple, for Ripjde he must

remain, .incf a« Ripple he achieyed immortality.

« Tut, tut, I caMot have thew notoua awembliei.

ThUcoiea of leaving Curtain WelU. By the way. where u

'^"'sShlJ^i^udience, .ir," uid Clare, " and «, therefore,

u happy a« can be expcded under the circum»tancee.

"VvtoUMrt.Courteenr' This from Sir George.

" A lady in whoee company I have let out upon a very

restleaa a/venture. Cupii George, ha. b^'^fp^^K ^»
iro i of late, without much regard to our mortal comfort.

I beUeve the young rogue waa unduly elated by the auccew

of hi« Valentinea." . ^ . „,.„. , „
** Sure, you aren't abroad on a love-afEair, too, William f

"Not of my own, George, but I have an onua m the

matter. Some one haa itolen a porcelain ihepherdea from

myboothin Vanity Fair." ., u i a
" That would be the young woman with whom I tupped

to-night in thia inn. Her name waa Couxteen."

" What ! then we all have an mtereat m thii matter, and

can di»cu» the proper conduft of it over the very Mcdlcnt

•upper whoae ixtSni I antidi«te without appreheniion.

Tiii is a capital houae, George." „ „ .

"The landlord ia an oddity." .aid Qare. "adled me

tulip and onion in a breath, and begged to be allowed to

bruih the mud off my boota which he laid waa a famous
manure
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manure for canution gillTflowen. I 'faith, the old boy
made me feel deviliih unclean."

Mn. Tabrum came in to mv the widow would not take

•upper with the gentlemen. She was much fatigued, and
would be glad to retire to bed if Mr. Pipple—or was it Ripple

—had no obje^on.
" None whatsoever," retried the latter in a penaire tone

of voice. He was mediutmg rather sadly upon the circum-
scription of human fame.

A mere five-and-twenty miles from Curtain Wells, and
already there wu a doubt as to whether he were Pipple or

Ripple.
" The widow don't intend to proceed," said Charles, when

Mn. Tabrum had curtseyed her way out.
" She is a foolish woman," said the Beau.
'* But you are not going to leave the daughter to her

fate," asked Sir George. " As you " he stopped.

Charies looked up ; Mr. Ripi^e gravely took a pinch of

snuff. " I think," said the former, '* that I shall be more
likely to catch the chariot. What's o'clock ?

"

" Half-past ten," said Clare. '* Your horse must rest an

hour or two yet ; I'll ride with jrou."

" That would be wiser," said Sir George eagerly. " Then
nobody will say Charles took an unfair advantage of him.

Although—" Again he stopped in a sentence, and again

Mr. Ripple took a pinch of snuff.

It was strange how Sir George had identified himself with

Phyllida's fortunes. It seemed as if he were staking his hope
of a happy old age upon the result of this love chase. The
meeting with Phyllida had filled up the rift which time and
disappointment had created. He felt that fortune owed him
reparation for his sister's loss ; and could not help thinkin^

what an appropriate instrument of the Fates had risen up in

the person of his nephew. Sir George Repington nad

become so much accustomed in his large financial experience

to the theory of just exchange that he was inclined to put too

blind a confidence in the scales, and was too sure that the

balance wovH kdjusr itself at some time or other. His
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nephew had not shown himself greatly enraptured by thxs

iT rconcUiation. and Sir George h^^
^-^^^^^^'d^^"^

!.„o„ah He was anxious at eventide for company. Lwatji

ametdd^dy Se a dock that strike,
j-
jhe -ght and S.

Jjcorge was afraid of the grey dawn •tealmg over ..^-

rtbttforhr;o^s::irv^^^^^^^^^
Immortkv he would like to feel that somewhe;. on thts

sS Sccn^artCsome hand would wave a sorrowrul. a

St fafewell He would cherish these two overs
j

the

maidwoS bri^ him and Charles together in "cndsh^ and

Parity EverrThing pointed to a fortunate issue. He no

and in rustick ease he woiSd move with measured meditative

step^ikeTSis^ squire to his last account-^ot accoun .

ha^t savoured foo much of Throgmorton Street-to his

^t bed, his virtues recorded in a Latm eulogy a^^ for a

memorial Charles and PhyUida, V^^^^^^-^^'^^l^Toi
certainly four weeping cherubs to guard the four comers oi

^
OiXo^'was in that state when a host of confli^ng

em^bmTgh^" r Ae mastery. So much had happened in

tSs eve^tfS day. Everything and everybody appeared ma

new perspeaive. BeauW. seen by the fireUght

f^
Travdlew' Room, was no longer the exquisite despot ot a

lorSTmiiatwe. the impersonal P0!<^*"^JJ^^f^.t^
mest and most valuable piece in an universe of Bnc-a-brac

He was^n so^way conneded with the tragedy of
J"

uude »

Tarl^Ufe. The soW marionette of^r and tort^^^^^

shell, of perfumes and Pf"^*de«, whom Charl« had ^own

y Wto. was only an degant exterior. Underneath ^e
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sattin, it seemed, there lived a man—one Belladine, of whose
exMtence Fashion was ignorant. The well-dressed Attitude
called Horace Ripple would be revered long after his decease.
His qjigrams would be quoted. He would represent a
period in the frivolous archives of Curtam Wells, bat
Belladine whose heart had quickened to something more
vital than a pretty measure, Belladine who had known tears
and laughter, Belladine the Man would be forgotten.
Charles pondered with passionate commiseration the myriad
heartaches of poor humanity that were once esteemed worthy
of exaggeration until a new intrigue caught the publick
toneue, and contemplated regretfully the inevitable and
gradual insignificance of all scandal. Truly, it was more con-
soling to regard Beau Ripple, that mexplicable phenomenon,
than try to gam the acquaintance of Mr. William Belladine
who had once,played an important part in his uncle's life.

The latter, too, was different. He had only existed in
Charles' mind as an aversion of childhood, but Charles no
longer objeaed to sleep in the dark—the habit had come to
him unconsciously. After all he owed Sir George Reping-
ton no grudge ; it would be absurd to cherish an animosity
that was based on a jejune domestick patriotism. The
time had long gone bv when he thought his own father the
finest gentleman in the world. Yet was not this power of
taking so much for granted, this pasfive acceptance of change
and decline, a surrender of his youth \ Was he, in faft,
already divesting himself of all passionate reality ? Charles'
experienced the despair of the devout man whose faith
deserts him. He wrestled with hu doubts and suddenly
(it seemed a miracle) beheld on the ingle seat a swansdown
muff. Youth returned

—

z harlequin with the supple wand
of illusion. He stood once more in peach-coloured velvet
coat, staring up to a balcony over whose railmg dimpled the
most enchanting face in England.
"This was your mother, boy," said Sir George almost

timidly, breaking in upon his dreams.
Very tenderly, Charles took the locket from the old man,

and the sight of the fresh young face brought back to his
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mind queer old nursery rhyme., and his mother's voice and

r«nK a pot o! mJsk and the cries of Loudon coming m

SJZh an o4i window. There was a mist oy« Char «

^^and a lu^ in Charles' throat as he shook his uncle s

^^ite later wondered at himself for having been content to

rciS^ so lo^g without the consolation of an ackno^edged

W For all these yean, he had worked without an objeft.

nTw the great house of Repington and Son AoiUd be in-

corl^orated with some equally famous house and a delightful

'X::^:^^^^^^^^- - hear Charles dedare ,^e

impom^e of immediate pursuit, to hear hmi g-t for his

hone to be saddled, lame or sound, to see Mr. Clare look to

Se p^g of the pUtols and when, on the tlueshold of

depjSureTthe old m^tn saw his nephew pick up the swans-

dowT^uff and cram it into the deep pocket of his great

S, he could scarcely forbear a loud huzza, such vigour and

dete^Siation were plainly visible on his nephew's attradive

'X'S;nt, just before he set out, served to chill our

hero's fervour and discount his convifhon of 8ucc«». He

trcoming back from the stable and, as he passed Ae st^-

wVe that ltd to the bedchambers, perceived Mrs. Courteen

beckoning from the corridor. He stopped to bow ;
andm a

tSc whMe pdite-r^ and condolence and hopefidness were

pleasantly nSngled, as good as promised the speedy restora-

tion of Miss Phyllida Courteen.

« Sir," said the mother, " you are generous mdeed to a

fallen young woman." , , . i

Our hero frowned at this descnption of his love.

« And equally generous," she contmued, towards tlxe

**
Charles made a movement, but the widow plaintively

ijmorcd the interruption.

« They have told me of your generous resolve, but l

would warn you, Mr. Lovely, tjat interference in th«c

matters U generally disastrous. The child has done wrong^
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I do not wish to extenuate her crime—fc. crime it is when
you consider her mother's indulgence of every whim. I

know nothing i the eligibleness of the gentleman in whose
company she has chosen to shock the sensibility of her
mother's small and sdeft circle of mtimate friends."

Charles began to fidget.
" He may for all I know be a man of fashion, of rank, of

fortune. He may, on the other hand, be a play-adtor, an
attorney's clerk, or a journeyman tinker. In either case it

seems unlikely he will make an offer of marriage. Pray do
not put such an idea into his head. Marriages forced upon
relu^n: suitors commonly turn out unhappy for both
parties."

The widow must have been immensely in earnest,

monstrously eager to secure her ambition, for never
before had her speech betrayed such power of coherent
expression.
" Let her go on her way," said the mother. " Let her

find out tor herself the results of rt:. ellion ; when the villain

deserts her, she irrv not be quite so unwiUing to stone the

damsons next Au^ ;. Let her learn her lesson, Mr. Lovely,

and pray do not persuade her to come back. Her reputa-

tion is tarnished ; and I am not at all inclined to bear the

burden of her ill-behaviour, as I should do, Mr. Lovely, as I

certainly should do since the world is censorious, and apt to

visit the sins oi the children upon the heads of the father, as

the Bible says."

Charles could scarcely believe that Mrs. Courteen was in

earnest.

He knew her for a worldly-minded woman, careless of

everything save her own pleasures, but for such depths of

callousness he was not prepared.
" Indeed, madam," he said coldly, " my only excuse for

obtruding my presence upon Miss Courteen at such a time

is my sincere hope that she will honour my solicitous regard

with the bestowal of her hand."
" The child must be punished," insisted the mother.
" Indeed, madam, I venture to think we may safely leave

309 that

; ^\



'^he Passionate Elopement

that office to the imaU and •elea cirde of your intimate

friends *'

« I cannot undenund what attrafta—" Mrs. Courtecn

began, then changed to "what makes men so generous.

Mr. Lovely regarded her contemptuously.

" So I should think." «n i *«
"Cruel Mr. Lovely," moaned the widow. Cruel to

suggest that I am ungenerous. Why, I have never men-

tioned the pearls which were taken out of my jewel-case.

"Thev say that Miss Courteen's necklace vastiy becomes

her niomer."
. , . . i« ^ j

" Do they, indeed, sir ? " said the widow with an affe«ed

sigh.

Charles made an impatient gesture.
^

" Do you imagine, madam, that I am going to tire a good-

hearted horse for the sake of aUowing you to bask m the

flattery of your friends? ByG ! I tell you that one of

'em is already dead—shot for the sake of that daughter whose

ruin you contemplate so tranquilly."

The widow turned pale.

"At any rate," Charles contbued; "at any rate, the

little Major with all his strut died like a cock of the

^*"
The Major dead," half screamed the widow ; and even

that information, so brutally delivered, provided the thought

that now inore than ever was it necessary to prevent

Phyllida*8 marriage.
. i. .u

" Aye, dead ! He'll be here in the mommg when the

Wells waggon arrives." f « u
Charles turned awav from the widow, thmkmg how

impossible it was to believe that a mother could be so heart-

less. The desire to cherish Phyllida surged over him in a

wave of tenderness ; but when presently he and Clare set out

from the inn-door, under the tail of the storm-cloud sheddmjg

stars in slow retreat across the sky, he feltDespwr upon his

heels and pondered the infamy of this beautiful woild. Poor

hero ! he was a gamester even in his emotions and, having

staked his hope in one wild throw, was fearfully watching the
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inue. What a maddening mdody the cubes made when
rattled by the hands of Fate.
Pray remember, before you dismiss the widow to your

eternal disdain, that she may have loved young Mr. Standish,
that rugged Squire Courteen may have been very brutal in
his cups, that such a malicious Codicil might have soured a
woman less dependent upon the amenity of life. Finally,
pray remember that she was a woman who did not wrinkle
easily, and tht consequent temptations of a deceitful mirrour.
Looking-glasses, like human beings, lie more often than is

commonly supposed, but possess an unlucky reputation for
truthfulness which seldom hampers humanity.

Left alone with Sir George, Mr. Ripple took advantage
of the opportunity to explain to his old friend certain events
on which the latter had long brooded in vain.

ii
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Chapter the Thirty-fifih

THE CUTTING OF A DIAMOND

A"
ND what is your life, William \ " asked Sir George

Repington, leaning back in his chair and removing

his wig.

"My life, George," replied Mr. Ripple, "is a gem

carved by a cunning workman to stamp any material

sufficiently plastick to record an impression. My life,

George, is a condudor of musick. Of itself it produces no

sweet sounds, but evokes a fair harmony from many and

diverse instruments."
" You had ambitions once."
" I have gratified the most of them."
" Yet your life has not been active."

« No \
"

" As for example mine has been."
" I do not know, George, that my contemplative existence

has produced less than your phrenzied encounters with

mathematical alliances and numerical intrigues. The
manipulation of human beings is quite as aftive. We have

neither of us done a vast deal."

" I have had a great influence upon the political situation,

more than once," said Sir George proudly.
" So have I," said the Beau.
" Indeed \

"

" I have tamed the wives of the most of our ministers."

" But you are not a man of intrigue ?
"

" Heaven forbid !
" said the Beau devoutly. " No, no,

George, my knowledge of Olympian intrigue taught me to

be wise. I found that the gods never improved their

dignity by amorous descents. To be sure, on one or two
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occaaioni, thejr made an effort to assert their divinity by
dramatical effe£b unworthy of a country conjurer, but I
do not believe that they ever recovered from the indiscre-
tion of familiarity with their inferiors. No ! no ! George,
I am not a man of intrigue."

"Then what is your life ? How do you pass your time ?
"

Sir George Repington had lit a churchwarden pipe and
accentuated the inquiry by waving the long stem. Mr.
Ripple took a pinch of snuff and, settling himself deeper in
his chair, began to relate his manner of existence in a clear
and modulated tone that agreed well with the comfort of
the room. The narrative took its own course and reminded
one of the purring of a cat amid the flickering shadows cast
by firelight on a gaudy rug.

*' I assumed my present name—Horace Ripple—partly
out of respeft to the poet, partly out of respeft to my
father's mother. Belladine was too metallick, too lustrous
an appellation for a man without any desire to agitate the

feace of the world. Besides, there were other reasons why
should forget my patronymick. As Horace Ripple, I

rode one fine morning into the town of Curtain Wdls,
procured a pleasant house in the Eastern Colonnade and
waited upon Beau Melon. The latter received me very
graciously and was pleased to compliment me upon the
trimming of mv waistcoat. (I have often contemplated
the revival of tnat auspicious fashion.) I was lucky enough
to render the great Beau a trifling service, in the matter
I f adjusting the discordant claims of two dairymaids who
were quarrelling rather loudly over the young Earl of
well, his name don't matter. Melon had been entrusted
with the harvesting of the young nobleman's wild oats.

After that I was able to lend him five hundred pounds
and half a dozen epigrams, also to put him in the way of

a neat translation of a song by the passionate Catullus,

whereby he secured the hand of the famous, wealthy, and
eccentrick Contessa Dilettante. He married, bequeathed
to me his house, his noteboob, and his goodwill, so that
in a paltry five years I succeeded to the sovereignty of
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Curtain Weill. Our leuon endures from October until

June. During that time I am at buty aa a monarch should

ezpe6l to be. I have m^de manv alterations during the

years of my rule ; for iucance, tne Assemblies once held

every Wednesday are now invariably held every Monday."
*' But what tne d ^1 does it matter which day they

are held \ ** interrupted Sir George.

"Of course, it does not matter. Nothing matters.

Neverthdess, George, when I announced the change, I

tell you my throne, for a moment, tottered. However,

I triumphed over the malcontents, and I venture to think

it would take a very bold man to suggest they should ever

again be held upon Wednesday."
*' But, my dear WiUiam !

" said his friend, " this is non-

sense. *Tis absurd for you to sit there and congratulate

yourself as though this were doing something."
" My dear George," said the Beau very blandly. " Did

I not read last year in the Intelligenct that you were agitating

yourself confoundedly in order to secure some great ttnancial

advantage by altering the date of the despatch of bullion

to Portugal f

"

" You did, ll^^lliam, you did," said Sir George, setting his

shoulders back at the proud thought of a great victory won.
" And what the d ^1 does it matter whether the ships

sail in February or March ?
"

** You don't understand—the depression of the markets,

the-
i*

I

" Precisely so," interrupted Mr. Ripple, " and you, my
dear friend, do not understand the depression of Monday
and Tuesday in the time before my great reform."
" But mine was an affair of international importance."

"And mine was an affair of domestick and social im-

portance. GadsUfe, do you suppose that my subjefb
care a jot about your schemes, if their own bodies are

uncomfortable ? Do you realize that many an eleftion

depends—yet why should I dispute the question. Nothing
matters, but everything is of the very greatest importance."

Sir George was bewildered by the Beauts sophistry and
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argt'td no farther. After aU, ai he told hinwelf, the at-

hirJutT^V
Throgmorton Street had probably .tultifiedhw outlook He himself only regarded it a« a necemry.

If purgatond prdogue to the paradiie of the life of a man
of leuure. BeUadine wat a man of leiaure, and if Ariitotle'i

about the affairs of the whole world. So Sir George kindled
a fresh pipe with a burning coal, and listened to the con-
tinuation of Mr. Ripple's placid narrative.

I perceived," the latter went on, « that pleasure was
the most inexorable faft, setting aside birth >and death
in the h^an economy. Before my time, the diversions of
Curtain Wells, though conduced on a lavish scale of expense
were somewhat haphazard. They did not always fit in
with the moods of the pUgrims of ^culapius. Too much
was left to private enterprize. There was not enough
orgamzation and, worst of aU, there ww not enough stra»
laj ^upon the ascetick duties, whose fulfilment would lend
such a flavour and zest to relaxation. I instituted, there-
fore, a ngour of exercise and diet, I insisted upon the sacred
charafter of the Pump Room, I glorified the taking of
chalybeate by a ntual at once subtle and magnificent. In
a word, I founded a new rdieion and, as the auftioneers
have It, made of Curtain WdUs a true Temple of Hygeia.
Having trained my subjeas to make themselves uncomfort-
able m a modish way, I was soon able to urge the necessity
of enjoying themselves on the same principle. To this end
1 arranged that every month should have its spedfick
pleasure, which would be welcomed as we welcome each
flower that succeeds in its season. I will not fatigue you
with too much detail, but I can honestly affirm that when
the great Aquatick Gala or F«te Aqueuse comes to a dazzling
conclusion, when the showers of bursting crimson, violet
and golden rockets dim the lustre of the Dog Star on the
last mght of June, the whole of the fashionable worid retires
to verdant solitudes with a profound admiration for me
and a fixed determination to grace the grand opening
Assembly on the first night of October."

r s
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** Indeed," laid Sir George Repington, on who«e mind

a new protpeft vru breaking, " and how do you pats your

time during the intervemng months 1
"

*' I meditate, George, I meditate in a charming rural

retreat which I poMeM in the green heart of Devonshire.

There I spend leafy days in pastoral seclusion. I have mv

Elane tree, my jug of old Falernian. I have my spaniel,

.alage, and an mipoverished female co i.iin who performs

very engagingly upon the spinet. I sit in the austere

musick-duunber with shadowy white walls, emptv save for

two or three tall black oaken cnairs and the curiovisly painted

instrument. I listen to the cool melodies of Couperin

and admire his unimpassioned symbols of the Passions

where a purple domino is the most violent, the most fervid

emotion. I hear above the chirping of the crickets, the

faint harmonies of Archangelo Coretli and the fugues of

Domenico Scarlatti, whose name is so vivid, but whose

musick like the morning is a mist of gold. I sit in a library

hung with faded rose brocades and tarnished silver broideries.

There I meditate upon the bloody deaths of Emperors and

the grey hairs of Helen of Troy. There I move serenely

from shelf to shelf and hark to the muffled thunder of

volumes clapped together to exclude the odorous dust. I

ponder Religion and Urn Burial and pore over the lurid

hbtories of notable comets. At dusk of a fine dav, I step out

into the dewy garden to watch the colour fade from the

flowers and the stars wink in the lucent green of the western

sky. Presently I step indoors, light a tall wax candle set

in a silver candlestick, go sedately to bed and fall asleep

to the perfume of roses and jasmine and the echo of a

cadence from the Anatomy of Melancholy.**

" And that is your life ? " said Sir George.

"That is my life."

" William, would it have been your life if things had been

different on that April morning ? I thought my life was

as I would have wished to spend it ; I have worshipped diill

columns of figures and the dust of counting-houses, but

to-night when I saw that child, when I saw that nephew
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of mine, I feared old ase and wished I could lomehow have
thought lets, calculated leu, striven less, and loved more."

George," said Mr. Ripple, tapping the lid of his «nuff
box with not so brave an air as usual, and, as he spoke, his
fnend apprehended in a moment's illumination that aU
this decorated narrative had been evoked to defer an
explanation which he had felt all the while was inevitable

'George," said Mr. Ripple, "if upon that morning *in
April, I could have made up my mind, I should, I believe,
have—and yet I don't know," he broke off, " I doubt
«^**..'^*^*' intended to be a man of commonplace

aebon." '^

** You did not interfere ?
"

" I loved her, too."
" You loved her ?

"

"I saw she cared for him alone, and, when Roger fell,
though I had my pistol loaded and leveUed, I had no heart
to fire. But I was never brave enough to tell you I had let
him escape and, having waited too long—oh ! well there
it is—I waited and could not bear to resume my old life.
And indeed, George, I think I have been a happy man.
You have conjured up the ghost of BeUadine to-mght and
Belladme was and is and will be miserable to the end of
his days, but pray dismiss him, vex not his ghost, and take
snuff with Horace Ripple of the Great House, Curtain Wells.
We are both too old, George, to do anything now. We
must depend on young Charles."
"Anci if he should fail?"
" We are both old men. We should, therefore, both be

able to suffer another disillusion."
" I suppose that is true," said Sir George rather sadly.

" William "

" Horace," correfted Mr. Ripple.
" William," persisted the other, " did I ever mention

Thistlegrove Cottage to you ?
"

" Not that I can remember."
" 'Tis a fine night, full of stars," said Mrs. Tabrum,

entering the room with a tray full of brightly burning
3*7 candles
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candlei, " and what time would jrour honoun like to be

waked up in the morning \
"

" I will ring my beU,'^said Mr. Ripple.
" I will ring my bell," laid Sir George Repington.

The two Md friend* todt each a candle, and went

upitain to bed. From the corridor casement they lodced

out.
" What a laugh the had," lays Sir Georse. A guit of

wind extinguished his candle, and he shuddered.
" That is the way I shall so out."
" That is the way we shall all go out," said Mr. Ripple.
" And nothing afterwards \

"

" Darkness."
" And nothing else ?

"

'* Perhaps a hand in the darkness."

i;

s
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Chapter the Thirty-sixth

THE SCARLET DAWN
THE poit-chariot that held in iti miuty recetm Miu

Phyllida Courteen and Mr. Francw Vernon rattled
on it* wav with all the vigour imparted by four

freA honet and the exhilarating eflfea of Plymouth Gin
upon the poat-boys.
A amell of aaddledothi and damp cuihiona, of leather

•traps and the duit of oat and hay, clung to the vehicle
whUe over them was wafted the permeating steam of hones'
flanks and the pungent odour of hot lamps.

"Phyllida, my PhyUida, at last."
" Why did you let me travel alone ? I was frightened."
" My dear," said Vernon, " indeed, I do not know how

to explain my negleft, but I wanted to ride out of the
darkness and find you alone in the fireliffht like a maid
in an old tale. It must have seemed cov/ardice to
you."
" I was frightened," murmured Phyllida, growing breath-

less at the recolleaion of Mr. Charlie and Mr. Dicky Maggs
lurching round the table in the Travellers' Room.

" You longed for me ? " Vernon moved closer to his
love and took her hand.
"Amor," s.Id the girl shuddering, "I think I am

frightened no\ , I think we will go back. I think I have
done wrong."

" You think all these foolish thoughts, dear life. I know
that to-day will be to you a day of days for ever."
He held her now in his arms, and she with a sigh yidded

herself into his keeping. Soft she was and timid, like a bird
which has fallen from the nest, and in the gloom he could
3*9 still
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still see her wide blue eye« and above the jangje of the

chariot he could hear her whisper,

" I love you, Amor, I love you."

" My Phyllida."
" Amor, dear, dear Amor."
" 'Tis not my name, dear one."

" Tis the name you told me."
" My name is Vernon."
" To me you will always be Amor. Amor means Love. 1

asked the Archdeacon and he told me that Amor meant

T ftve
"

Veinon was taken outside of himself. As he Irissed those

lips more soft than the petals of flowers, the other lips he

had known seemed cracked and dry. In the darkn««s, he

felt her eyelashes upon his cheek as they drooped to * blush,

and a passion of remorse swept over him. He would wed

this cBld at the end of the journey. He would love her

for ever. That was certain. Oh, yes, Uiere was no doubt

he would love her for ever. He had plucked thu flower

in a wanton moment, had thought to wear her for a scented

month and fling her away. O execrable intent I

" My Phyllida, my PhyUida 1 Why do you love me ?

'* Why do you love me ? " Her hand nestled in his.

« I don't know, because—because—oh, because I do love

you, because you have driven me mad with your blue eyes

Jnd your hair and your lips. My PhyUida, my Phyllida

!

Vernon was no longer conscious of aaing. TJiS was no

scene set with chairs at appropriate angles. The raffish

Mr. Francis Vernon of London, the clever Mr. Francis

Vernon who vowed every woman had her price, Mr. Vernon

the hero of half a hundred squalid intrigues was dead.

Why should he not forget him, taking for his own that

fortunate pseudonym which had set him as high as the

aneels ? With a gesture of dismay, he drew from his

cuff a greasy Kin^ of Hearts and spurned the dishonourable

cardboard with his foot.

"Amor!" ,. , .„
" My dear ! My lovely one ! My heart

!

320



The Scarlet Dawn

" I could not bear you not to love me. Once I knew

W«,« ? *°^*" .«" d^y long with a tambour frame

* ,r*"^?° *? ^» °«^ frame of mind could scarcely forbeart^ing hi. love of the iUs he had intended^ow«d. her

^uiS i Tt"" * P'T^^ ^°' ^«^«" -"^d would havepoured mto her ears the whole of his past. He coiJd not

shodd be Ignorant of the worst of him in orderS forthe future she should know more trulv the very b^t^himBut he was wise and, though Cupid Ld lent him \Lo^iwings he would not play too miny aerial praSS^ so^ t^
oT/b^'r^'^*"u*"^^'**^^"^ Itwas^SdTeda form

W. n^^^JT ,^%P'«^«««d Wm from showing PhjS
."^wS^dt hi!'.i::;e'""'

^° ^- ^- --- '-^

m.^°!^??i!?*' "r^* heart-strings of a man like a young

!!
^"^ y°'* l»apP7. my dearest ?

"
" Oh, so happy."

3" X ,.we
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" We fhall aerer be parted again."

"Neverl" ^^^„
<« I did not know that life was to wonderful/'
" I thott^t it wai," the murmured, as she nettled to his

heart, " because Soring was always so sweet, and now I

need never mind the Winter."
" All the years I did not know you, my Phyllida, were

wasted years."

"Amor!"
"Phyllida!"
" How I shall always lore you."

"Always?"
"To the end."
" Once," she said with a agh, " I longed to grow old,

and now I would like to be always young."
" Ah ! Phyllida, my Phyllida, don't speak of age. I've

wasted so much of my life."
, , ,

He thought with anguish of the dead Summers he had

known and wondered with a great dread whether they

would come again. If, while he could still feel this splendid

passion, they should be grey and dismal, he would never

forgive himself for having reveCed in the warmth and

gaiety of those irrevocaUe seasons.

" You are not sad \ " she asked, jealous of his silence.

" I wish that life were not so short."

Our villain was beginning to ezamire the foundations of

his existence upon thu earth, where hitherio he had jogged

along, accepting the most outrageous calamity and goc
-

*

luck with placid superficial mind. Meditation upon t.

brevity of a life, which at any moment a tavern brawl might

extinguish, would have seemed to him before this passionate

conversation a lunatick method of spending time. Poor

villain ! he had not. enjoyed much leisure for meditation.

He was born in a hurry, his mother being under contra^

to appear as Millamant a long while before she should.

He was brought up in a hurry at Allevn's School to be

murdered in a hurry by some Richard III. Moreover,

iu youth he had assisted at so many tinsel deaths that it
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wM not mrpnang be ikould ttgni tliem liihtlr B».nku modier'. dwth within »und M the ^«J?SrUou.dd£

you lid fT^ff''" ^* ^^"^^"^^ " * f««rf"I thought that

twiv of *°i? *'''" ?~^ °^^ «d <««• I cannot bear tothink of your brown hair growing white pShV
cannot grow old."

8*"wmg wnite. I'iiymda, you

Love had made a woman of PhyUida and alreadv wJti.gentle touch, she soothed hi, anguish
^' '^'^

" "?M'^'"^°^"-'^^^^^^^^^
"^ "*" •""^•

b.«^Sfo'hL/r;affi".^.t^^^^^^^^ ^"'^
And now a new fear assailed him. *We shan't h*

5i?e?i5^?«"--t-^^
t^ D?.r« ,1,T^ T °' *' '•"riot, "d "trained hi. erw
.k.J .'''J

'*»''"'«• He could .ee aothiiw Mve 4e

.ffeaedhU.piripd*vSSrrrf.u^*ertt^H';iite
muj.7 .otenor of the vdiide. He caughtRrIZt
" What did tou tee ( » >he atked

" You saw nothing ?
"

"Nothing."
" And heard nothing ?

"
" Nothing. Why do you ask ?

"

hJseU'ck^*"'* ^ '^''^' ^ '*^ ^"^ *^^ of a aa« on
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^i:^t^^O^' JTd KSi.wh.a>' fi them h.

*°V^' £1X1 ptw "»«tog long b«rd.
own fije-ann., he •»« ™ P yJ^

„! diem held, a

S;'.^^te't.''^tiTbt?voiced«n„ded d.eir

money. „

;; i^Sd 'Xro^r ? - .aid Vemon, in a futile attempt

to dday hi. l^«^\TJ;ii one of the Maggs. winking
"The po^

?il''dirJ£tion of Vernon'. pi.tol« that in

humoromfy in the di'^^o^
ojJJ'Je dusty floor of the

leathern holster, lay harmles. on tne auat/

chariot.
a8toni.hing coincidences that

having tasted no food thai jmy n gw, y ^^^^^

thereby ndduag tW woriu "\ . ^r^g' to know that

were fatal to CharUe Magg.. It w ""•**^°'; "
^^ j, also

the a4--^-r n tiSftriatmtev« a^^^^^^^^^

Se it^ad .pent aaually all the day. of it. hfe.
^^
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It wu a moment or two before Vernon understood that

the danger was averted; then he bent low to reassure

Phyllida, who was crouching in the darkest corner of the
chariot.

"My dear," he cried, and for all the swaying motion
caught her to him with a certain grace. " My dear, there
is nothing to be afraid of now."
" Oh ! Amor !

" she sobbed, abandoning herself to the
horror of remembrance, " that face—that black face."
" My sweet, you shall never see it again."

« It will follow us."

^ " If he should I have something here that will frighten

him away fast enough."
Vernon waved a pistol which he had picked up even as

he caught hold of Phyllida. But the masked face did not
pursue them and, after a mile or so of noisy swaying progress,

Vernon began to consider the possibility of stopping the
carriage. He leaned out of the window and nearly had
his eyes put out by a bramble sucker. A survey from the

other side, where the remaining lamp lent a wavering illumi-

nation, showed they were travelling at an alarming pace
down a deep rocky lane. Vernon noticed that the boulders

in places trespassed considerably upon the road with
projecting |>oints, and there seemed every likelihood of the

chariot bemg presently wrecked like a rudderless boat.

However, runaway hones and drunken men share a larg?

amount of the world's luck between them, and notwith-
standing the headlong speed, every boulder in turn was
successfolly avoided. Farther along, the surface of the

road grew worse and, every other second, one of the wheels

would grate against the side of a deep rut with a Lorrid jar.

They were going downhill now and Vernon strained his

eyes to discover the lie of the country. The pace was
harder thiin ever, and it seemed impossible for four horses

to survive the roughness of the road and ihe steepness of

the descent.

Suddenly above the clatter they heard the roar of water

:

't the same moment the front wheel struck some permanent

, 5 obstacle
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obrtwl*: the chariot dippedfanwd: PkJ^^
"J^

V**"*"

ccmtioa of iiiof«n«it made the hmm of the water louaa

v!^ portentott. in the gloom. Vernon e^nf**'^ toi»d£

L4 the tehide on the lighted ride mj4. J«»P«8 °^l
steadied hit way throu^ Sre and puddto to the hort«

heaX The two leadSt with that unexpsaed ph4o«)phy

twch in horn, often wcceed. the mo.t fcmd exatement

wSe cropping the young herbage peacefullv. wMe the

wUenTTer? only'riightl/ more ««tm ^fj^,^"l
inabiUty to reach the tame .weet pasture. Vernon .natched

Z ioSary lamp from the Mjket and went toWp PhjJ^da

aliitht. Ai the Jtood upon the step and gare him h« httie

ffi he divined with* a senae o\ awe, begotten by the

wlitude of the lurrounding^ that she was truly hu. He

t^ Adam greeting Eve with the mystery of woman all

about her in that primsBTal Spring.

The tcene of the catastrophe was peculiarly •o»«J5^-
^^e

chariot had struck a column of stone that rose suddenly out

SfSe ground as if the finger of a Titan had been frozen

Sto peSetuity to mark some «^dy «d Pjantici trar^d o

his moXer Earth. The lamp with feeUe ydlow hght

made monstrous shadows of fixe huge features it sought

"Wy to iUuminate. So far as he could J«dg« they were

neariy at the bottom of a deep ravine along which swept

J^nt ^o^ magnitude was i«?*>«W« *« -^^';
since the roar of the waterfall gave it m the darkness a

dreadful importance.
jj v-™«« "let'i"

It must be dose on two o'dock," said Vernon, let s

leave this disastrous vehide. We may find shdter somewhere

°Thyllida drSi the riding hood round her and, ukingher

lover^B arm, rilently acquiesced in this proposal.

Z they drew ni th^ waterfall, the Aunder of it made

her shiver. They crossed the torrent by a stone bnd^

that seemed to have become a natural featurem the landsbp

.

On the far ride by a common impulse they stopped and

Vernon leaned down to kiss her face.
^^
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" Mf Phyllida/* he murmiired ; and hdd the lamp to

that he could tee the ihimmer and gjeam of love in her ejret.

They stood silent, enraptured, and the hot ydlow lamp
away down in the depth* of this world-ionaken ndley
became the very torch of Hymen.
With dow iteps they climbed the opposite hill, deserting

the waters and the rocb, the ferns, the little bridge, for

the grey stanhine above die gloom. Yet the awe of that
solemn ravine, which they had reached after such peril,

enthralled them still and I think both felt as if somehow
their love had been consecrated by a divine being. It was
quite a relief from the strain of reverence when Vernon
informed Phyllida that there was no si^-n oi any human
habitation.
" What shall we do with the carriage ? " asked the latter.
" Don't fret about that."
<* And the horses \

"

** They must take their chance. I wish I knew the hour."
" You said it must be two o'clock."
" The sun does not rise till half-past five. Three hours

and a half. I wonder why we left the chariot. It would be
wiser to go back. You will be cold in this open country."

The wind was blowing shrewdly up there in the starlight,

and Phyllida would not deny she was cold and tired.
*' We had better go back to the chaise. 'Twas warmer

in the valley."

Yet both of them felt a strange disinclination to risk

the disillusion of return till, suddenly, up there in the wind
and starlight, terror caught them, and the noise of water
tumbling over rodcs gave them a sense of security from this

wide place of silence.

" 'Tis a monstrous uneasy country," said Vem<m, voicing

in common speech the sense of woe that oppressed him.
" I feel frightened," Phyllida agreed, "let us go back to

the water."

They stopped to listen as people will mhose minds have

been much wrought upon. There was nothing but the

lisp of the wind in the bents of last year's grass and a mdo-
327 dious
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diou« lighing in the bonffhf of Ureha. Yet nerer throafth-
out that adrenturoni night had Phymda'! heart pattered

fxVi"* •J'"*' °r*' ***** •**« *>««» •« n«" to thrieking aloud.
Without longer deUf they turned back in the diredion of the
coombe, walking with quick atepa as if to avoid an inviuble
punuit. Half-way down the hill, Vernon stooped to
gather a prunroee.

^

«Here%adaiay,"heiaid.

TIk'T '" ?"«*" " «*»« "ound oJ her rippling laughter.
1 tJunk nothing show* more conduiiyely that Mr. Vernon

was in love with MIm Courteen than his indifference to
her ridicule.

" Sweetest," he said, " Pm ignorant of the best things
ike flowers," and forthwith began to tell Phyllida of his
life in London, so that when presently they stood again
upon the bridge, he was raising hu voice in order to describe
ius tirst impressions of rustick Marybone, to which he added
a very mce account of the view of the Hampstead Hills.
Under the mflutnce of this narrative, the scene lost some

of Its grandeur. An air of grottoes, of stone embellishments
arbours, and cunning recesses shed itself over the landskip!
One heard comparisons with this or that famous haunt of

being English, felt their late raptures were unbecoming
and lunang excused a lapse into sensibiUty by the frieht
they had wffered, proceeded to declare that the chasm,
far from being Titanick, would make a mighty fine site
for an excursion of pleasure. At least Vernon clothed the
opimon m words, PhyUida was too much fatigued to do
more tnan murmur a weary assent.
They found the chariot just as they had left it and the

four horsM browsing upon the grass. He handed her into
the vehicle, mj.de her comfortable with what rugs and
cloaks he could collea and left her to rest with the assurance
he would remain close at hand. She gave his hand a dred
clasp and almost immediately fell fast asleep. Vernon
3*^
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him with it. roar when Lt £ K ^'J*-''"''
'^' ^"'««d

like a gentle iXb^ ^* ^'"^ "• "°^ 'o^thed him

6e would havf„°a^i theT."?" "^^ ^"^'^ "^^^^ i^-

to the onlooker irtheir„Ur«
""'" P'**'"* them.elve.

You and I are toi niar to tS«V'5f?''i°'" '° '^* •"«*'y-
to believe in the ro^awkk dU^.- '«\^ °^ ^"""° WeU.
of no more impLtan "^^^^^^^ ^H"" *W '^med
green tongue.^o S^l mn^'d ^?°l*^," ^"°« ^°^« th«'
rocb. VeSonXd4fet^lli°"°Y^ ^^°"^ j»««*^
hat pre..ed over hi. em ^.1^^^ °i.

?' '^'«' ^"^^
chinf might weU haTrb^en rb.lYfi?V'i^«^ " ^'«

having flunt himwlfTnt^ Sf"
„^«l«««d herdsman who,

the loTcn had fMid i?^'"«'«."°« <"> ""d over the hiU

.word in the Ja^h, lay fheTf ^ *"' '?»"' «'' '

landakip began to w°n I„ff ,).^° ""^
'f?'"™ °' *=

rock, iat were »m™S^„ r """ °°"'""' ""^ae the

appeared withTcoW-n "V?' ""»
"f"'" >' "ght

^^
Very wan in the morning twilight, Mr. Charles Lovdy

and
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and Mr. Anthony Qar« dattcred down Um deep Uin« tkat

led to the TaUejr. Tlieir hona' fltnb glutencd with the

sweat of hard trard and the riden roie hardlf to the jerking

downhill motion.

Just at the roae-ti^ped fingen of Aurora plucked the

lavender from the ibei, Charles and Tony caught sight

of the chariot and just as they pulled their horses to a sund-
still, Mr. Vernon woke up. It m charaderistick of the

latter's new-found consideration that his first action was

to warn them with a gesture of Phyllida's presence fast

uleep inside. Charles tapped his holsters m redly and

pointed up the opposite slope. Vernon rose to follow his

pursuers with a backward giance in the direction of the

chariot.

When they were over the bridge and out of Phyllida's

hearing Chanes reined in his walking horse and inquired if

Vernon was willing to give him satisfaction.

" For what ? " said the latter with a sneer.
" For insulting my Muse," said Charles, determined if

possible not to make Phyllida the subject of the quarrel.

" Your muse ? " echoed Vernon, witb the faintest intona-

tion of surprize, " but I promised you satisfaction for that

a month hence."

Vernon was equally determined that Phyllida should be

the dire^ occasion of the duel, if duel there must be.

The rosy heavens became a sheet of vivid scarlet inter-

sected with the golden bars of the fast rising sun. Up
he came in a blaze and dazzle of glory, lustrous and in-

vigorating ; still the colour was not quite effaced, and on
the three men that scarlet dawn made an invincible im-

pression of disaster and woe. A red sky is a warning to

shepherds and sailors, no doubt it was ominous to lovers.

The summit of the hill was reached and involuntarily

the three paused in their wrangling to marvel at the extensive

landskip sufiEused with the amber haze of earliest morn.
The homesteads in sight seemed untenanted : there was
not a single column of curling smoke to mark the presence

of humanity.

330 Where
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w^^^^y \ r**t ""t^ «^ ^«^«» '^"d. On the left

TslSSTZnl ^"Iff "^T"' " J'** »o crimen plumi.

liE tS/S!« r*.p**«»» ^•- It •«eme3 indeed more
S!i?i^'^'^^"^®°^J'^«»>«« f««« tdd the tree

i5
*?* t*^" • yottthfulneo. Up here on the too of t^!world the three men draik in the fi^rof^e ?n?y^*

m±7L^"etlT.';fr^^^^
their 'orison., tu^eT^:

" T «,!r-.^ T °^* Wo«<*7 encounter.

m««ti.CT » ' '^*'"**^ "«« yo» ''liwe you would in •
"???

;^< "P«*ted Vernon obttinttefy.
*

" I fcli/n!, *° "'•y?" "*»'^»" repUed Charle..

»w 32 "® °"* to aa for me."
Mr. dare wiU aa for both of ui."«Tk.* Jr •

-»« *v* uuui 01 MM.

M^I cJl^l^?! f^' « '^'^ " «^' " '» b=".>. of

"^^^~T~° y®"»" •"<* Vernon, routed by his enemv'.
u^^puon^of^guardianahip. "And what 'if^^/SJ

•tanH^.V^iJ?'"?.'^
buaybodies don't appear to under-

age," tJSd Cu"e**°
" '''**

'''^''
"""*""• ^^* " ""^^ °^

70U r'**
''"' ^**^ **° ^°" P'^'P*^ *® °'*^* ^^' accompany

./*Why,in this way," interrupted Charles, «hakin« offhu friend's arm, "in this way. Mr. Vernin. If%ou

^.S'^^^wirmy^c^ot"
'"°'' '' ""— ''" ^''"' '°"

Vernon's hands twitched for a moment, but he had"
learned
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iMrned a new reitnunt, gained a new dignitj ffom the

wondroui ride and with acarcdT a perceptible quiver in

hi« voice begged to point out to nis fnend Kfr. Lovdy that

if he ihot hun, he ihould not icruple to ihoot Mr. Qare
were the latter to itand !n hit war.

" But what if jrou're ihot. Sir ) " cried Charlei, betraying

in hit eagerneu the true reason for his desire to force an
instant encounter, "as by G you deserve to be for

murdering the poor little Major."
Vernon was perplexed.
" The Major ? Is he dead \ I had nothing to do with

his death." The simplicity of the denial almost convinced

his listeners that he was speaking the truth.
" Come, Sirrah, will you meet me ? " said Charles,

lifting his crop.
" Listen, you pair of puppies," said Vernon between his

teeth. " I could have put a bullet into either of you at

anv time during the last five minutes, and by heavens,

I don't know why I kept my finger from the trigger. Yes,

I do," he shouted. " I've got a chance of happiness and
I'm not going to throw it away by having your blood on
my head. You're an interfering pair of fods, but I cheated

one of you at cards and I played a low game over the book,

and by G , I believe my father was a gentleman. I'll

meet vou, Mr. Lovely, now."
Witn these words he flung down on the grass at Charles'

feet the two pistols which uie skirtt of his riding-coat had
concealed.
" I'll step fifteen paces," said Mr. Qare, hiding his emo-

tion with a piece of prafBcal utility. And, as he began
to measure the ground, away down in the broken chariot

Phyllida woke with a start. She was surprized by the day-
light and called to her lover. Onlv birdsong answered her
voice. In sudden dismay, presentiment hanging over her
like the aftermath of an evil dream, she jumped from the
chariot. Intuition, perhaps the remembrance of last

night's fear, made her look towards the summit of the slope.

In silhouette against the golden sky, she saw three figures.
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t^^tz: «'-»^^- ^-4rf -i:
^^' Oh, God

!
» ,he icreamed. "He', dead. Oh! Oh!

leaJ^USltV^eT^^^^^^^^^^ ^^P" ^^^ -X

« H«era'^h°'^ **?" °?^'' ^"^°'» °P«^«*1 ^ dark eye.

And 80 with thoughts of flowers, Mr. Francis Vem^n
"^ru f"^ ^''

J^* •"^•^^^^ be his ipitaph
"''''

t^harles, watchin« the maid stare into the sun ivith evetwhose hght seemelfled with the swift-flying soiTof Th^dead man wished passionately-wildlylthat he weret^«g«»«bodv there in the dewy grass.

" What a mistake it has been."
TTiey waited away with cautious steps and spoke in^^ « »f they were afraid.

^ P °

"?^S foV5.e resi""'"^
'"^^^° ^°^-

^

"

a^l'rdinhrth'e^U!!^? * '~^ ^^^^ °^ '^'X

"To-day is the first of AprU," said Clare, seeking witha^wmmonpUce to reUeye the tensio. of Charles's distraded

"I«it? What an April fool fortune has made of me "
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Chapter the Thirty-seventh

APRIL FOOLS
HE Ust ejaculation o£ Chapter XXXVI wiU lerve

as an admirable summary of the poMtioni in which

jfc a number of our charaaen found themselves

on April the First, in the year whose annals include this

small history.
, . . «. v c .

There is a peculiar happiness of choice m mabng tne ttrst

day of that treacherous and feminine month coincide wUh

the humiliation of a large number of worthy people. We

plunge into April with a prodigious expe tion of jollity :

we delight in the sound of her name, liquid as the song of a

thrush; we strut in the sunshine, fling off our "urtouts,

recline on banks where the painted adder lurks and the East

wind cuts down from the high pastures, and altogether be-

have in a very foolish fasMon. The heavens have taken a

deeper blue ; so among the cowslips we contemplate their

azure untU a black squall blows along, stings our raah necks

with perilous hailstones and drives us headlong to the shelter

of the pale green hedgerows. There on the drifted leaves

of dead Oftobers, we are scratched by the crimson thorns of

briers and, slowly acquiring an extensive rheumatism, wwh

very sincerely we had never stirred from the hearth where the

wise pages of Montaigne or La Rochefoucauld lie dog-eared

through our precipitate adventure.

Yet, after all, it is better to be a fool in April than a wise

man in November. Pit and boxes hear the ranngs of the

mad Ophelia with the sense of superiority secured by plush,

but the most of them would be better men and women for

having gathered that nosegay of columbines and rue.

So drop a tear for PhyUida. She was the heroine of the

334
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piece, the gendest, tenderest maid. Sorrow has laid hit
grev fingers upon her heart and, though she may grow old
and wue and wed a squire with weU-tiUed acres and spacious
iiaU, to the end of her life a poignant experience, on which
you have been the privileged intruder, will modulate her
lightest laugh with a deeper harmony.

« V?* ^'^^^'^ "^ ^"" ^^*'® "^^'^ ^f"^ 'oo^» that day.

D- , « tT"*.* "P.^" "'"^^ ^'^^ ^d »o good." »aid Mr.
Ripple. I hesitated, and was in no better case. What is
one to do ?

"

Sir George Repington was quite broken up by the affair.
Years ago he had built a bower in AprU which was destroyed
in a morning. In old age, Spring fooled him again.

Like the heay footnote of a tragedy, Mr. Moon, lately
arnved by the WeUs waggon, employed himself with praaicid
suggestions. Mr. Lovelv must retire over the water for a

«rH?.'/^*
'^'^^' '^* •'*^"*'- Mrs. Courteen and Miss

PhyUida must return to Hampshire. He would make post-
ing arrangements ; their baggage must be sent after them.
Tarry must be buned in the parish church at home ; he could
not allow a neighbour to lie in a strange churchyard. For
once in his life, Mr. Moon was of real use to a situation and
in the protracted discussions of expedients for hushing the
matter up and conveying the principals safely into seclusion,
the gnef of many hearts was temporarily allayed.
" You must come back with me to Curtain Wells, George,"

decided Mr. Ripple, "we must not allow the worid to
invent any more explanations of the affair. I doubt the
wildest rumours are flying round. In a month or two,
Charies can return if he will ; meanwhile you and I, George,
will give ourselves the pleasure of paying his debts."
In the dusk of to-morrow's dawn, the vivid yellow chaise

of Beau Ripple rattled over the cobbles of Curtain Wells,
and drew up before the Great House. A dexterous and
hurried toilet was performed with Mr. Mink's assistance and
the watchers from the windows, ignorant whether the Great
little Man was returned, were immensely gratified to see him
emerge from his front door, goblet in hand, and wearing a
335 new
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new bu£E suit of unparagoned cut with very full trimming

round the skirts.

The Exquisite Mob buzzed around the Beau's pedestal

with a scarcely contained curiosity. Mr. Oboe, the Physi-

cian, was almost more subservient than usual, and not a

single person inquired after his neighbour's health or ex-

patiated upon hu own. Gog and Magog exposed their

ivory teeth in a permanent smile of wdcome, and in the

kitchen of the Great House, Mrs. Binn, the Beau's inteUi-

gent cook, prepared a breakfast of the most savoury ch^ra^er.

His ascent to the rostrum produced an expedant silence.

" My lords, ladies and gentlemen," he began, " I owe

you a profound apology. You will, of course, understand

that in my capacity as Master of the Ceremonies of Curuin

Wells, I am under no obligation to any one, but as Horace

Ripple, I feel that my conduft in deserting you yesterday

morning without any notice of my intention deserves an

explanation. When I inform vou that a domestick difficulty

not entirely unconneSed with my censorious office called

for hasty adjustment, you will, I am sure, pardon me for not

divulging the details of a very unfortunate affair. If I may

trespass to such an extent upon your good nature, I should

like to make my late adventure the subjeft of a short admoni-

tion. As you are aware, I am not accustomed to mingle

with the pra£tical politicb of my matutinal oration any

allusion to your moral welfare : I should esteem it highly

impertinent on my part, were I to usurp in such a way the

prerogative of our friend the Redor. Nevertheless I am
mcUned to make an exception to my rule this morning, the

more so as I feel it my duty to inform you of my impending

resignation."

The Beau raised his monocle in order to regard the con-

stenution of the Exquisite Mob.
" That event may not occur yet a while ; at any rate I shall

remain in my present position during this season. Next

Oftober, however, I hope to present you with a younger, I

will not say worthier, successor. Naturally I shall still spend

the greater part of my time in Curtain Wells, but with the

036 advance
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adTtnce

- - W — »' "^M*

more no£hinutl gaieties
gatify were I .tiU to hold the reint of retponiibl
However, this ia not an oration ' ' "^ - -

to be excused from many of
That desire I could not

eness.

notI
' T"r ~r' "" w-Muu ui farewell, so i will

longer emphasize the melancholy topick of mutabUitv.
i he advice I would offer vou this morning is, next to the

ite^i^ if
"«^? '?"' of cLdvbeate, the mos't important

ne^.^^57'' ?yP*?*"- ^"f ^°'^'» ^*^»« "d genSemen,

colrl^ .1 t"^^"^
°'\" P*¥*'' *'»^°«~ ^^«« it happens toconcern the heart or the soufof a human creature. ^60 not.

because you are older or because you have read more widel^or because you have traveUed across Europe or because yoJhave dined with a Minister, or because you suffer from Jny
of the numerous delusions of superiority, do not be too sure
that ywi are competent to interfere with somebody who has

t?rj^«°° wir *^*'* «cdd«ntal advantages. Admonish

Jh! mli-*'^ *
warn the Impetuous young woman, chide

the libertine, reproach the gamester, set an example of
continence to dl the worid, but abstain from direalnter-
terence

;
and if an unpleasant doom overwhelms the obiea

of your interest, pray do not suppose that you would have
been able to avert it. My lord8,ladies and gentlemen, you
axe one and all the genteelest of companions, but so far as my
theology has taken me, you are none of you gods or goddesses
except in the hyperbole ofpoetick dedications.

You have ^eady heard the announcement of your forth-
coming entertainments ; let me add to their number with ayej cordial mutation to ^e Great House, next Tuesday
week. FmaUy, let me add that during my tenure of office. I
shdl hope to make these personal encounten a very frequent
deUght to your obhged humble servant Horace Ripple. Oh
and pra^ letme assure you that my absence yestercUy morn-
ing was m no way due to any desire on my part to celebrate
the festival of the Pint of April. My lords, ladies and
gentlemen, your very obedient.^'
With these words the Great little Man descended from

nis pedestal, and was presently in affable conversation with a
number of men and women of rank and fashion.
337 Y You
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Yob wSl remambtr dut ivImii, it t«eiii« n age tgo, wc
fint ttw Beau Ripvle and tlic Esraiilte Mols we dio net
Mr. Vernon and Mhi Phj^da Conrteen. For mj own
part, I feel that the Pomp Roen on this morning lacked

yitalitr for all iti glitter and tdr of ele«ukt moremeat. I

BUM uie fwansdown nraff and ^e Unuung, ca^er face of

nijrllida. I aundioaelitde notes that dxoi^>ed like fea^en
froin the wingi of Lore. I miM the ingennoM artifice and
•weet ttratagcim of Phyllida and Bettj and for all it would
neaii7 break wj heart to tee her qiiierf, I would fain be

walking behind them awaf down in tome budding Hamp-
•htre lane. Thejr are stfll in a poatchaiie, however, and the

musty odour it wringing her heart with an agonr of regret.

In what a world of memoriei will the lire mt tummer
through. The cudKm will aUk in die green wood aiul the

nightUigale thrill tho mocodiine wi^ her parfonate long,

but Phyllida will itare into die tan.

In a dip of the billowy downs, the herebdlt ware from
their fragile ttemt and ladiet* tHppen glow with red and
orange flames. Far bdow you can tee the flashing wings
of kestreb and hear the lapwing^ desolate cry. The beech

trees rustle and in die long d^ grass the wbd s^^ con-

tinually. There she wUl «t hoar after hour in die rammer
heat, until she can forget.

And yet, litde heroine of a tad tal«, I wonder whedio: yon
would not hare drooped in London and tpent long lonely

eveningt whfle dw twQi^t ttde in from the mnrmuroos
streets of the city. I wonder whether after iSL yen were not
happier with a flock of rosy diildren, a portrait by Mr.
Romney, and the most cmnfortaUe comam the great Hall

pew. Upon my soul, I am not competent to gite an ofnaion.

Phyllids's mother certainly thou^t that everything was
for die best. In her case optimirai brought its reward, and
she secured Courteen Grange as a dower house, where die

continued for many years to be very ipritdy company for all

the dowagers and many of the ola Mchdots in the ndgh-
bourhood. It is perhaps strange she did not marry Mr. Moon,
Imt to confess the truth, the death of Maj(»r Tany destrcqred

338 some
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doubt in the d^^UT^X^J^^^l "^T '^»*^«»»- Nb
Codicil to SqSa«rteen?^l^'^ri^'"^ »P«» ^«
Ciuimwiriun the SSSJeS^M ^/?;?i«» to the
thing more trivill tS^C^^^R^of^^^^l? '° •"^"
judge of hit aualitie. K» *i!r^?f^ K«nown. If we can
ihe^hurS^ 2e uidttdYateSn ^h'

*^* ^**^^ ^« «'
the .event; of Di«o thriSS^ *^/^T*"> «' Solon.

domination of Aaror'lfc„!^rjL^*«^*»»» *°** thi
Peace, but ^^my^^l?^^^.^ «^'' ^7 on
wa. now the Pe^eT^pJl??Pi%T^T*3^ 'T^ked, *^Hi.

pre.umably theP^&l^L'i^fj;^^^^'
a •uperfluou. tribute. One p^SS KS>ri!i^**°to Air. Moon. He wa. ntrJi^SZ A^rlTf^ ^??the qmet tea-tables of V-»rt.«« /^j P'" *°**** And if

die p«M, beneatodV « Clllft.^'*^ ?'''''

But.TentheiiioMimDnLIf™^£2!f .J" ««'««gation.

-^

1
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BEAU LOVELY
CHARLES wa$ perfedly right when he said Fortune

had made an April fool of him. He should have

accepted the ill omen of Valentine morning, for it

was certainly very unlucky to mock the God of Love with a

false pledge of affe^Hon. He was never intended for

Phyllida. As Betty rightly pointed out, they were too much
alike. Pray do not suppose that he was not an utterly

miserable man for a long time. He was ; but, in compen-

sation for being born a poet, he possessed the latter's faculty

for enshrining a reality in a sentiment. Phyllida came in

time to stand for the symbol of elusive youth. During his

retreat abroad he suddenly discovered, that what he sus-

pected was true, he had grown old. His father had enjoyed

a perennial inducement to commit foolish a£tions in the

quiet disapproval of his wife. Charles, however, in receipt

of a handsome allowance from his uncle found he no longer

had the slightest inclination to j>lav. Wine had never at-

tracted him save in moments of high excitement and he was

willing to let his love for Phyllida occupy for ever the sacred

inmost shrine of his heart.

Clare remained with him as long as he thought Charles

needed his company, but word arriving that his cousin had

died, he returned to Devonshire, and in the following year

you might have read in the Gentleman't Magazine * Sir

Anthony Clare of Clare Court, Devon, to Miss Arabella

Hopley wiA ;^io,ooo.*

To the end of his days he always said that if he lived his

youth over again, he should not have aded otherwise than

he did upon the first of April 17—. But Tony Clare was

j^o obstinate
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S W^of^i??' "^ " ^ '^•'«» »«-« •Emitted

.%:«;•? V.
^""*«*.?*d recdved a letter from Beau RioDle

"'T^^* ^°».««
'«^.l?

once more at Curtain Wdk '^'^^

That u impottiUe." laid Tony stiffly.
I aupDoae it ia." ' ^

"You forget that fooUih latire."

of the wluS.^'
^^^^"^ ^"'"""^ "*• '** •"*^**«^^ «• King

imJSble?"''"'*'^'"
°^ ^•^'-*'' '^^^^ ^*- »ade that

* I don't know. It might incline them to respeft me »
Charie. wa. very lonely in ParU after Tonyhad gone andwhen war broke out again, he decided to go back to Enriand

J^t^before he .tartecf he received a .ecoid epiJtSeuTt
Tai Gmat Home,

in aJa^- ^^^^"9^ »^on torn Ay^;„ap<^au

a^otnmint and vtry anxious to consult toitb youasto^tbiadvuabUntss of sMing tbi ProUrty. I agree Z^bimin

of arusttek Squtre, so tbat you toiU oblige bim h retuminp^England and Utting bim kiw your feelfngs t^ZM^^I cannot see you can do betUr than take uiyoTr ter-manentrestdence in Curtain WeUs. Idonottoisft^umZu
tntoa contemplative Existence too prematurely, but^a^n
of your temperament the opportunities of ohserving buZlCharacter must makean^erious appeal^^bfselZl

fasbtanabU ^orU Tou need not fret yourself Jtb any^X
'ifSZ'"^' ^*7 *^T'^ ''"^ ^^^'^' - rJmantickln^Jt

11X33'0^//r^'^y A,.V^..i to your succeTin
t6e splendid Office I bave long wisbed you to fulfil. Tou toiUhave the benefit of my Advice tobicb I hope LutoiUm 7nd
tooobtrustve. Come, tobat do you say/ TberTis Zapi^^

bouse
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rtsipt tbt GfiM
U Curui% GsrdiM, 1 ftsr J cawmt y4t

.„.. Hmg. Tom UncU is wUHh u kwf Ais

isOffir, i» ibis b^ b4 is mdiMlh f»i»^

h

itmtbmtid
HoKACt RSVFU.

Clurlet hetiuted no longer and hurried u auiekly u
poMible to Repinffton Hall. The canary-coloured footmen

received him vriui extreme deference, and he found the

wide polithed ataircaie quite eaiy to climb. He had been a

little afraid of hit unde'i sentimental reminiscence, but a«

it turned out his fears were groundless. Nothing was said

about the past and the conversation was almost entirdy of a

financial charafler. He spent the remaindtf of the summer

with Sir George Repington at Scarborough, returning early

in the autumn to form ue establishment of bis new residence.

Dragon Lodge.

He bought a monocle of such thickness that the human
countenance seen through itsg^ was reduced to the merest

pin-point. He procured two Chinese mutes—Heaven

knows how or where—but their names were Ho and No.

His eccentricities would exhaust another volume of descrip-

tion. He was the famous Beau who appeared on the fint

of the month in a light-edioured suit that gradually deepened

until, on the last day of the month, it always achieved black-

ness. When uHud by somebody the reascm of this mode he

replied that 1m was mourning the flight of time : when
aued farther why he was not perpetually funereal in his

costume he refjied that the first day ol the month always re-

vived his hopes of immortality. It was observed, however,

that in AprU his dress did not alter and those who rashly

inquired tne reason for this ezcepti<»iwere severely relmked

for their curiosity. His library was one of the finest in

England, although it did not contain a single copy of Curtain

Polls. The Great Dr. Jt^mson on one occasion complimented

him upon the sele^on of his authors, the decorousness of

his bindings, and the rigidity of his ladders.
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to recount mSS. JdJ^S^JS*?*"?.*!"^*' inpottible

noneof thelKuxSthrJi; 1^° * '«P«t»tion wcond to

ritoinS'lnlS? t?l£ 1??^'r'
"•"'"7. rou.. a,

find the I,ttM«JIS i- . ^^'U ^' ""^^ "»«U7

ExruciT




