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dignity over the group, had aught to account
for her pallor, save that wearing-out of the
physical system from which scarcely any Ameri-
can mother is exempt. But could he have be-
come intimately acquainted with the family, he
would have been struck by the fact, apparently
unaccountable, that this mother, so happily mar-
ried to the man of her choice, was strongly, al-
most bitterly opposed to marriage in the ab-
stract, and particularly to the marriage of any
of her own children. And so great was the
force of her character, the influence of her train-
ing, and the reverential awe in which she was
held by her sons and daughters, that the vio-
lence of her antipathy to matrimony scarcely
equaled the fear of that institution which had
mastered their young and plastic minds. With-
out well knowing why, they regarded marriage
as perhaps the very worst of human ills, a ca-
lamity to be shunned at all hazards, to be ac-
cepted only upon the plea of necessity—a plea,
it need scarcely be said, which can never be
urged by those who, like themseclves, were
placed beyond the provocation of * bettering
their condition.”

If, when his wifc first commenced to instill
this antipathy into the minds of his children, a
suspicion, as to its origin and nature, arose in
the heart of Judge Blondel, that suspicion was
never nursed into the hidecous form and life of
jealousy, but suffered, amidst the whirl of pro-
fessional duties, to sink into the catalogue of
“woman's whims,” unworthy to be seriously
combated or remembered. At length this
“whim” assumed to his eye the graver aspect
of a hobby, all the more ridiculous the graver
it became. He was fond of joking his wife in
company about it, and, so adroit was her tact,
she encouraged him to joke the more. The
Judge, now in his seventieth year, has as little
conception of the true meaning of this *“ hobby”
as he has of the atomie condition of the remot-
est stars. Well for him that it is so; for, ad-
vanced as he is, the heart within him is not so
callous but it would burst on the instant with
utter mortification and terror—terror because
never, after the discovery, could he trust any
of his sanses again. He would seem mad to
his own view, and to have lived mad and blind.

Frances Blondel, younger than she looks, at
the age of fifty-three, presents a spectacle and
a lesson that must bring grief and almost de-
spair to the heart of him who sees and interprets
them aright. The wife-life, the wife-love, the
wife-woman are dead (so far as the palsy of
entire inaction hath power to kill them) within
her, and have been dead years, long years ago.
Every other joy of earth, save only the great joy
of the wedded soul, she has known in boundless
abundance. Yet they have not sufficed to give
clasticity and strength to a frame, naturally
strong with the strength of exceeding organic
fineness, nor to remove the melancholy from a
mind originally possessed of that highest cheer-
fulness which comes of a serene temperament
and a clear perception of truth in the full wide-
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ness of its manifold relations. IHer vigorous
nind, in the vain attempt to escape the contem-
plation of what appears to it an ill-starred des-
tiny, has sought and obtained knowledge of mat-
ters most foreign to an ordinary and contented
woman's thoughts. It is painful to see with what
feverish pleasure and unfeminine boldness shc
will discuss the most recondite questions of poli-
tics, of constitutional and of international law.
A nice sense of duty to her daughters has ad-
vised her to intrust the greater portion of the
household cares to them, and it is the leisure
afforded by the removal of these cares which
must be filled, perforce, by the driest, the most
unprofitable studies.

This wasted old woman is a Christian in the
hest meaning of the term. She repines not;
but the dead corpse of a life which should have
been lived, of a system of intense emotions
which found not their normal activity, can not
be worn beside the throbbing heart without
producing disastrous and unconcealable effects
upon soul and body. Upon the one, doubt,
terrible half-faith; upon the other, miserable
nervous unsatisfaction. The cause of thesc ef-
feets may be, and happily in her case is, mis-
understood ; but the effects remain.

The evil of Frances Blondel’s unhappy mar-
riage to the man of her choice is confined to
the cousin who owns her untold secret. He it
is who returns from silent and piteous inter-
views with her, having in his inmost heart an
acute and irrepressible sense of injustice, which
wounds him because of its deadly impiety, yet
will not away. Worse than this sense of in-
justice is the vain and painful questioning of
his soul concerning the compensation possible
for her in the coming life, whose dread approach
marches fast upon himself and upon the wretch-
ed woman, who sinned not in choosing the man
of her choice. The soul of Frances can not
find a fitting sphere elsewhere than on high;
but in heaven there is neither marrying nor giv-
ing in marriage ; and in all the bright and end-
less cycles of eternity there must cleave in-
separably to her the sad remembrance of a part,
and perhaps the sweetest part, of human life,
lost, lost, lost!

THE VIRGINIANS.
BY W. M. THACKERAY.

CHAPTER XLI
RAKE'S PROGRESS.

PEOPLE were still very busy in Henry War-

rington’s time (uot that our young gentle-
man took much heed of the controversy) in de-
termining the relative literary merits of the an-
cients and the moderns; and the learned, and
the world with them, indeed, pretty generally
pronounced in favor of the former. The mod-
erns of that day are the ancients of ours, and
we speculate upon them in the present year of
grace, as our grandchildren, a hundred years
hence, will give their judgment about us. As
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for your book-learning, O respectable ancestors
(though, to be sure, you have the mighty Gib-
bon with you), I think you will own that you
are beaten, and could point to a couple of pro-
fessors at Cambridge and Glasgow who know
more Greek than was to be had in your time in
all the universities of Europe, including that of
Athens, if such an one existed. As for science,
you were scarce more advanced than those hea-
then to whom in literature you owned yourselves
inferior. And in public and private morality ?
Which is the better, this actual year 1858, or
its predecessor a century back? Gentlemen of
Mr. Disraeli’s House of Commons! has every
one of you his price, as in Walpole’s or Newcas-
tle’s time—or (and that is the delicate question)
have you almost all of you had it? TLadies, I
do not say that you are a society of Vestals—
but the chronicle of a hundred years since con-
tains such an amount of scandal, that you may
be thankful you did not live in such dangerous
times. No: on my conscience I believe that
men and women are both better; not only that
the Susannahs are more numerous, but that
the Elders are not nearly so wicked. Did you
ever hear of such books as *‘ Clarissa,” ¢ Tom
Jones,” *Roderick Random;” paintings by
contemporary artists, of the men and women,
the life and society, of their day? Suppose we
were to describe the doings of such a person as
Mr. Lovelace, or my Lady Bellaston, or that
wonderful ¢ Lady of Quality” who lent her me-
moirs to the author of ¢ Peregrine Pickle?”
How the pure and outraged Nineteenth Centu-
ry would blush, scream, run out of the room,
call away the young ladies, and order Mr. Mu-

die never to send ome of that odious
author’s books again! You are fifty-
eight years old, madam, and it may be
that you are too squeamish, that you
cry out before you are hurt, and when
nobody had any intention of offending
your ladyship. Also, it may be that
the novelist’s art is injured by the re-
straints put upon him, as many an hon-
est, harmless statue at St. Peter’s and
the Vatican is spoiled by the tin dra-
peries in which ecclesiastical old women
have swaddled the fair limbs of the mar-
ble. But in your prudery there is rea-
son. So there is in the state censor-
ship of the Press. The page may con-
tain matter dangerous to bonos mores.
Out with your scissors, censor, and clip
off the prurient paragraph! We have
nothing for it but to submit. Society,
the despot, has given his imperial de-
cree. We may think the statue had
been seen to greater advantage without
the tin drapery; we may plead that
the moral were better might we recite
the whole fable. Away with him—not
a word! I never saw the piano-fortes
in the United States with the frilled
muslin trowsers on their legs ; but, de-
pend on it, the muslin covered some
of the notes as well as the mahogany, muffled
the music, and stopped the player.

To what does this prelude introduce us? 1
am thinking of Harry Warrington, Esquire, in
his lodgings in Bond Street, London, and of
the life which he and many of the young bucks
of fashion led in those times, and how I can no
more take my fair young reader into them than
Lady Squeams can take her daughter to Cre-
morne Gardens on an ordinary evening. My
dear Miss Diana (Pshaw! Iknow you are eight-
and-thirty, although you are so wonderfully
shy, and want to make us believe you have just
left off school-room dinners and a pinafore),
when your grandfather was a young man abont
town, and a member of one of the Clubs at
White’s, and dined at Pontac’s oft the feasts pro-
vided by Braund and Lebeck, and rode to New-
market with March and Rockingham, and toast-
ed the best in England with Gilly Williams and
George Selwyn (and didn’t understand George’s
jokes, of which, indeed, the flavor has very
much evaporated since the bottling)—the old
gentleman led a life of which your noble aunt
(author of *Legends of the Squeamses; or,
Fair Fruits off a Family Tree,”) has not given
you the slightest idea.

It was before your grandmother adopted those
serious views for which she was distinguished
duaring her last long residence at Bath, and
after Colonel Tibbalt married Miss Lye, the
rich soap-boiler’s heiress, that her ladyship’s
wild oats were sown. When she was young,
she was as giddy as the rest of the genteel world.
At her hounse in Hill Street, she had ten card-
tables on Wednesdays and Sunday evenings,
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except for a short time when Ranelagh was open
on Sundays. Every night of her life she gam-
bled for eight, nine, ten hours. Lvery body
clse in society did the like. She lost; she won;
she cheated ; she pawned her jewels; who knows
what else she was not ready to pawn, so as to
find funds to supply her fury for play? What
was that after-supper duel at the Shakspeare’s
Head in Covent Garden, between your grand-
father and Colonel Tibbalt? where they drew
swords and engaged only in the presence of Sir
John Screwby, who was drunk under the table ?
They were interrupted by Mr. John Fielding’s
people, and your grandfather was carried home
to Hill Street, wounded, in a chair, I tell you
those gentlemen in powder and ruffles, who
turned out the toes of their buckled pumps so
delicately, were terrible fellows. Swords were
perpetnally being drawn; bottles after bottles
were drunk; oaths roared unceasingly in con-
versation ; tavern-drawers and watchmen were
pinked and maimed; chairmen belabored; cit-
izens insulted by reeling pleasure-hunters. You
have been to Cremorne with proper “vouchers”
of course? Do you remember our great thea-
tres thirty years ago? You were too good to
goto a play. Well, you have no idea what the
play-bouses were, or what the green boxes were,
when Garrick and Mrs. Prichard were playing
before them! And I, for my children’s sake,
thank that good Actor in his retirement who
was the first to banish that shame from the the-
atre. No, madam, you are mistaken; I do not
plume myself on my superior virtue. I do not
say you are naturally better than your ancestress
in her wild, rouged, gambling, flaring, tearing
days; or even than poor Polly Fogle, who is
just taken up for shop-lifting, and would have
been hung for it a hundred years ago. Only, I
am heartily thankful that my temptations are
less, having quite enough to do with those of
the present century.

So if Harry Warrington rides down to New-
market to the October meeting, and loses or
wins his money there; if he makes one of a
party at the Shakspeare or the Bedford Head ;
if he dines at White’s ordinary, and sits down
to Macco and lansquenet afterward ; if he boxes
the watch, and makes his appearance at the
Roundhouse ; if he turns out for a short space
a wild, dissipated, harum-scarum young Harry
‘Warrington ; I, knowing the weakness of human
nature, am not going to be surprised ; and, quite
aware of my own shortcomings, don’t intend to
be very savage at my neighbor’s. Mr. Sampson
was: in his chapel in Long Acre he whipped
Vice tremendously; gave Sin no quarter; out-
cursed Blasphemy with superior anathemas;
knocked Drunkenness down, and trampled on
the prostrate brate wallowing in the gutter ;
dragged out conjugal Infidelity, and pounded
her with endless stones of rhetoric—and, after
service, came to dinner at the Star and Garter,
made 2 bowl of punch for Harry and his friends
at the Bedford Head, or took a hand at whist at
Mr. Warrington’s lodgings, or my Lord March’s,

or wherever there was a supper and good com-
pany for him.

I often think, however, in respect of Mr.
Warrington’s doings at this period of his coming
to London, that I may have taken my usual de-
grading and uncharitable views of him—for, you
see, I have not uttered a single word of virtuous
indignation against his conduct, and, if it was
not reprehensible, have certainly judged him
most cruelly. O the Truthful, O the Beautiful,
O Modesty, O Benevolence, O Pudor, O Mores,
O Blushing Shame, O Namby Pamby—each
with your respective capital letters to your hon-
ored names! O Niminy, O Piminy! how shall
I dare for to go for to say that a young man ever
was a young man ?

No doubt, dear young lady, I am calumnia-
ting Mr. Warrington, according to my heartless
custom. As a proof, here is a letter out of the
Warrington collection, from Harry to his mo-
ther, in which there is not a single word that
would lead you to suppose he was leading a wild
life. And such a letter from an only son, to a
fond and exemplary parens, we know must be
true !

Boxp STREET, LoNDON, Oclober 25, 1756,

Honorp Mapam,—TI take up my pen to ac-
knowledge your honored favor of 10 July, per
Lively Virginia packet, which has duly come to
hand, forwarded by our Bristol agent, and re-
Jjoice to hear that the prospect of the crops is so
good. ’Tis Tully who says that agriculture is
the noblest pursuit; how delightful when that
pursuit is also prophetable!

Since my last, dated from Tunbridge Wells,
one or two insadence have occurred of which it
is nessasery* I should advise my honored Mo-
ther. Our party there broke up end of August:
the partridge shooting commencing. Baroness
Bernstein, whose kindness to me has been most
invariable, has been to Bath, her usunal winter
resort, and has made me a welcome present of
a fifty pound bill. I rode back with Rev. Mr.
Sampson, whose instruction I find most valluble,
and my cousin Lady Maria, to Castlewood.t 1
paid a flying visit on the way to my dear kind
friends Col. and Mrs. Lambert, Qakhurst House,
who send my honored mother their most affee-
tionate remembrances. ‘The youngest Miss
Lambert, I grieve to say, was dellicate ; and
her parents in some anxiety.

At Castlewood Ilament to state my stay was
short, owing to a quarrel with my cousin Will-
iam. He is a young man of violent passions,
and alas! addicted to liquor, when he has no
controul over them. In a trifiling dispute about
a horse, high words arose between us, and he
aymed a blow at me or its equivulent—which
my Grandfathers my honored mothers child
could not brook. I rejoyned, and feld him to
the ground, whents he was carried almost sence-

* This word has been much operated upon with the
penknife, but is left sic-——no doubt to the writer's satis-
faction.

1 Could Parson Sampson have been dictating the above
remarks to Mr. Warrington ?
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HARRY I8 PRESENTED TO A GRI;}AT PEESONAGE.
lis to bed. T sent to enquire after his health | amusing day—the jockeys, horses, ete., very

in the morning : but having no further news of
him, came away to London where I have been
ever since with brief intavles of absence.
Knowing you would wish me to see my dear
Grandfathers University of Cambridge, I rode
thither lately in company with some friends,
passing through part of Harts, and lying at the
famous bed of Ware. The October meeting
was just begun at Cambridge when I went. I
saw the students in tkeir gownds and capps, and
rode over tothe famous Newmarket Heath, where
there happened to be some races—my friend
Lord Marchs horse Marrowbones by Cleaver
coming off winner of a large steak. It was an

different to our poor races at home—the bet-
ting awful—the richest nobleman here mix with
the jox, and bett all round. Cambridge pleased
me: especially King's College Chapel, of a rich
but elegant Gothick.

I have been out into the world, and am made
member of the Club at White’s, where I meet
gentlemen of the first fashion. My lords Rock-
ingham, Carlisle, Orford, Bolingbroke, Coven-
try are of my friends, introduced to me by my
Lord March, of whom I have often wrote be-
fore. Lady Coventry is a fine woman, but thina.
Every lady paints here, old and young; so, if
you and Mountain and Fanny wish to be in
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fashion, I must send you ont wome rooge pots :
every body plays— eight, ten, card-tables at
every house on every receiving night. I am
sorry to say all do not play fair, and some do not
pay fair. T have been obliged to sit down, and
do as Rome does, and have actually seen ladies
whom I could name take my counters from be-
fore my face!

One day, his regiment the 20th, being pa-
raded in St. James’s Park, a friend of mine,
Mr. Wolfe, did me the honour to present me to
His Royal Highness the Captain General, who
was most gracious ; a fat jolly Prince, if I may
speak so without disrespect, reminding me in
his manner of that unhappy General Braddock,
whom we knew to our sorrow last year. When
he heard my name and how dearest George
had served and fallen in Braddock’s unfortu-
nate campaign, he talked a great deal with me;
asked why a young fellow like me did not serve
too ; why I did not go to the King of Prussia,
who was a great General, and see a campaign
or two; and whether that would not be better
than dawdling about at routs and card-parties
in London? I said, I would like to go with
all my heart, but was an only son now, on
leave from my mother, and belonged to our
estate in Virginia. His Royal Highness said,
Mr. Braddock had wrote home accounts of Mrs.
Esmond’s loyalty, and that he would gladly
serve me. Mr. Wolfe and I have waited on
him since, at His Royal Highness's house in
Pall Mall. The latter, who is still quite a
young man, made the Scots campaign with
His Highness, whom Mr. Dempster loves so
much at home. To be sure, he was too severe:
if any thing can be too severe against rebels in
arms,

Mr. Draper has had half the Stock, my late
Papa’s property, transferred to my name. Un-
til there can be no doubt of that painful loss in
our family which I would give my right hand
to replace, the remaining stock must remain in
the trustees’ name in behalf of him who inher-
ited it. Ah, dear mother! There is no day,
scarce any hour, when I don’t think of him. I
wish he were by me often. I feel like as if I
was better when I am thinking of him, and
would like, for the honour of my family, that he
was representing of it here instead of

Honored Madam,
Your dutiful and affectionate Son,
HEeNRY EsMoND W ARRINGTON.

P.S.—I am like your ser, who always, they
say, put their chief news in a poscrip. I had
something to tell you about a person to whom
my heart is engaged, 1 shall write more about
it, which there is no hurry. Safice she is a
nobleman’s daughter, & her family as good as
our own.

CrarG1s STrEE?, LONDON, October 23, 1756.
I think, my good sister, we have been all our
lives a little more than kin and less than kind,

to use the words of a poet whom your dear fa- !

ther loved dearly. When you were born in
our Western Principalitie, my mother was not
as old as Isaac’s; but even then I was much
more than old enough to be yours. And though
she gave you all she could leave or give, in-
cluding the little portion of love that ought to
have been my share, yet, if we can have good
will for one another, we may learn to do with-
out affection : and some little kindness you owe
me, for your son's sake as well as your father’s,
whom I loved and admired more than any man
I think ever I knew in this world: he was
greater than almost all, though he made no
noyse in it, I have seen very many who have,
and, believe me, have found but few with such
good heads and good harts as Mr. Esmond.

Had we been better acquainted, I might have
given you some advice regarding your young
gentleman’s introduction to Europe, which you
would have taken or not, as people do in this
world. At least you would have sed after-
ward, ‘“ What she counselled me was right, and
had Harry dore as Madam Beatrix wisht, it
had been better for him.” My good sister, it
was not for you to know, or for me to whom you
never wrote to tell you, but your boy in coming
to England and Castlewood found but ill friends
there ; except one, an old aunt, of whom all
kind of evil hath been spoken and sed these
fifty years past—and not without cawse too,
perhaps.

Now, I must tell Harry’s mother what will
doubtless scarce astonish her, that almost every
body who knows him loves him. He is prudent
of his tongue, generous of his money, as bold as
a lyon, with an imperious domineering way that
sets well upon him; you know whether he is
handsome or not: my dear, Ilike him none the
less for not being over witty or wise, and never
cared for your sett-the- Thames-afire gentlemen,
who are so much more clever than their neigh-
bours. Your father's great friend, Mr. Addison,
seemed to me but a supercillious prig, and his
follower, Sir Dick Steele, was not pleasant in
his cupps, nor ont of ’em. And (revenons a luy)
your Master Harry will certainly not burn /e
river up with his wits.  Of book learning he is
as ignorant as any lord in England, and for this
I hold him none the worse. If Heaven have
not given him a turn that way, ’tis of no nse
trying to bend him.

Considering the place he is to hold in his own
colony when he returns, and the'stock he comes
from, let me tell you, that he hath not means
enough allowed him to support his statipn, and
is likely to make the more dépence from the nar-
rowness of his income —from sheer despair
breaking out of all bounds, and becoming ex-
travagant, which is not his turn. But he likes
to live as well as the rest of his company, and,
between ourselves, has fell into some of the
finist and most rakish in England. He thinks
’tis for the honor of the family not to go back,
and many a time calls for ortolans and cham-
paign when he would as leaf dine with a stake
and 2 mugg of beer,  And in this kind of spirit
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I have no doubt from what he hath told me in
his talk (which is very naif, as the French say),
that his mamma hath encouraged him in his
high opinion of himself. We women like our
belongings to have it, however little we love to
pay the cost. Will you have your ladd make a
figar in London? Trebble his allowance at the
very least, and his Aunt Bernstein (with his
honored mamma’s permission) will add a little
more on to whatever summ you give him.
QOtherwise he will be spending the little capital
[ learn he has in this country, which, when a
ladd once begins to manger, there is very soon
an end to the loaf. Please God, I shall be able
to leave Henry Esmond’s grandson something
at my death ; but my savings are small, and the
pension with which my gracious Sovereign hath
endowed me dies with me. As for feu M. de
Bernstein, he left only debt at his decease : the
officers of his Majesty’s Electoral Court of Han-
nover are but scantily paid.

A lady who is at present very high in his
Majesty’s confidence hath taken a great phancy
to your ladd, and will take an early occasion to
bring him to the Sovereign’s favorable notice.
His Royal Highness the Duke he hath seen.
If live in America he must, why should not Mr.
Esmond Warrington return as Governor of Vir-
ginia, and with a title to his name? That is
what I hope for him.

Meanwhile, T must be candid with you, and
tell you I fear he hath entangled himself here
in a very silly engagement. Even to marry an
old woman for money is scarce pardonable—the
game ne valant guéres la chandelle—Mr. Bern-
stein, when alive, more than once assured me
of this fact, and I believe him, poor gentleman!
But to engage yourself to an old woman with-
out money, and to marry her merely because
you have promised her, this seems to me a follie
which only very young lads fall into, and I fear
Mr. Warrington is one. How, or for what con-
sideration, I know not, but my niece Maria
Esmond hath escamoté a promise from Harry,
He knows nothing of her antécédens, which I
do. She hath laid herself out for twenty hus-
bands these twenty years past. I care not how
she hath got the promise from him. ’Tisasiun
and a shame that a woman more than forty
years old should surprize the honour of a child
like that, and hold him to his word. She is
not the woman she pretends to be. A horse-
jockey (he saith) can not take him in—but a
woman !

I write this news to you advisedly, displeasant
ag it must be. Perhaps 'twill bring you to En-
gland: but I would be very cautious, above all,
very gentle, for the bitt will instantly make his
high spirit restive. I fear the property is en-
tailed, so that threats of cutting him off from
it will not move Maria. Otherwise I know her
to be so mercenary that (though she really hath
a great phancy for this handsome ladd) without
money she would not hear of him. AllI could,
and more than I ought, I have dgne to prevent
the match. What and more I will not say in

writing ; but that I am, for Henry Esmond’s
sake, his grandson’s sincerest friend, and, Mad-
am, your faithful sister and servant,
Bearrix BARONESS DE BERNSTEIN.
To Mrs. Esmond Warrington, of Castlewood, in Vir-
ginia.

On the back of this letter is written, in Mad-
am Esmond’s hand, ¢ My sister Bernstein’s let-
ter, received with Henry’s December 24: on
receipt of which it was determined my son
should instantly go home.”

e
CHAPTER XLIL
FORTUNATUS NIMIUM.

Tuouver Harry Warrington persisted in his
determination to keep that dismal promise
which his cousin had extracted from him, we
trust no benevolent reader will think so ill of
him as to suppose that the engagement was to
the young fellow’s taste, and that he would not
be heartily glad to be rid of it. Very likely the
beating administered to poor Will was to this
end ; and Harry may have thought, “ A boxing-
match between us is sure to bring on a quarrel
with the family; in the quarrel with the family,
Maria may take her brother’sside. I, of course,
will make no retraction or apology. Will, in
that case, may call me to account, when X know
which is the better man. In the midst of the
feud the agreement may come to an end, and
I may be a free man once more.”

So honest Harry laid his train, and fired it;
but, the explosion over, no harm was found to
be done, except that William Esmond’s nose
was swollen, and his eye black for a week. He
did not send a challenge to his cousin, Harry
Warrington ; and, in consequence, neither kill-
ed Harry nor was killed by him. Will was
knocked down, and he got up again. How
many men of sense would do the same, could
they get their little account settled in a private
place, with nobody to tell how the score was
paid! Maria by no means took her family’s
side in the quarrel, but declared for her cousin,
as did my lord, when advised of the disturbance.
Will had struck the first blow, Lord Castlewood
said, by the Chaplain’s showing. It was not
the first or the tenth time he had been found
quarreling in his cups. Mr. Warrington only
showed a proper spirit in resenting the injury,
and it was for Will, not for Harry, to ask par-
don.

Harry said he would accept no apology as
long as his horse was not returned or his bet
paid. This chronicler has not been able to find
out, from any of the papers which have come un-
der his view, how that affair of the bet was finally
arranged ; but 'tis certain the cousins presently
met in the houses of various friends, and with-
out mauling each other.

Maria’s elder brother had been at first quite
willing that his sister, who had remained un-
married for so many years, and on the train of
whose robe, in her long course over the path of
life, so many briers, so much mud, so many
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rents and stains had naturally gathered, should
marry with any bridegroom who presented him-
self, and if with a gentleman from Virginia so
much the better. She would retire to his wig-
wam in the forest, and there be disposed of. In
the natural course of things, Harry would sur-
vive his elderly bride, and might console him-
self or not, as he preferred, after her departure.

Talk of remorse! By all the fires
and furies, the remorse I have is for
things I haven't done and might
have done! Why did I spare Lu-
cretia? She hated me ever after,
and her hushand went the way for
which he was predestined. Why
have I let this lad off ?—that March
and the rest, who don't want him,
may pluck him! And I have a bad
repute ; and I am the man people
point at, and call the wicked lord,
i and against whom women warn
| theirsons! Pardi, I am nota pen-
ny worse, only a great deal more un-
lucky than my neighbors, and ’tis
- only my cursed weakness that has
been my greatest enemy!” Here
manifestly, in setting down a speech
which a gentleman only thought, a
chronicler overdraws his account
with the patient rcader, who has a
right not to accept this draft on his credulity.
But have not Livy, and Thucydides, and a score
more of historians, made speeches for their

_heroes, which we know the latter never thought

of delivering? How much more may we then,
knowing my Lord Castlewood’s character so
intimately as we do, declare what was passing

in his mind, and transcribe his thoughts on

But after an interview with Aunt Bernstein, | this paper ? What ? a whole pack of the wolves

which his lordship had on his coming to Lon- |
!'a meal of him presently, and one hungry old

don, he changed his opinion; and even went so
far as to try and dissuade Maria from the match;
and to profess a pity for the young fellow who
was to be made to undergo a life of misery on
account of a silly promise given at one-and-
twenty !

Misery, indeed! Maria was at a loss to know .

why he was to be miserable. Pity, forsooth!
My lord at Castlewood had thought it was no
pity at all. Maria knew what pity meant. Her
brother had been with Aunt Bernstein : Aunt
Bernstein had offered money to break this match
off. Shke understood what my lord meant, but
Mr. Warrington was a man of honor, and she
could trust him. Away, upon this, walks my
lord to White’s, or to whatever haunts he fre-
quented. It is probable that his sister had
guessed too accurately what the nature of his
conversation with Madame Bernstein had been.

¢ And so,” thinks he, “‘the end of my virtue
is likely to be that the Mohock will fall a prey
to others, and that there is no earthly use in
my sparing him. ¢ Quem Deus vult,” what was
the schoolmaster’s adage ? If I don’t have him,
somebody else will, that is clear. My brother
has had a glice ; my dear sister wants to swallow
the whole of him bodily. Here have I been at
home respecting his youth and innocence for-
sooth, declining to play beyond the value of a
sixpence, and acting guardian and Mentor to
him. Why, I am but a fool to fatten a goose
for other people to feed off! Not many a good
action have I done in this life, and here is this
one, that serves to benefit whom ?-—other folks.

are on the hunt after this lamb, and will make

hunter is to stand by, and not have a single
cutlet? Who has not admired that noble speech
of my Lord Clive, when reproached, on his re-
turn from India, with making rather too free
with jaghires, lakhs, gold mohurs, diamonds,
pearls, and what not: ‘“Upon my life,” said
the hero of Plassy, ‘‘ when I think of my oppor-
tunities, I am surprised I took so little !”

To tell disagreeable stories of a gentleman,
until one is in a manner forced to impart them,
is always painful to a feeling mind. Hence,
though I have known, before the very first page
of this history was written, what sort of a per-
son my Lord Castlewood was, and in what es-
teem he was held by his contemporaries, I have
kept back much that was unpleasant about him,
only allowing the candid reader to perceive that
he was a nobleman who ought not to be at all
of our liking. It is true that my Lord March,
and other gentlemen of whom he complained,
would have thought no more of betting with
Mr, Warrington for his last shilling, and taking
their winnings, than they would scruple to pick
the bones of a chicken; that they would take
any advantage of the game, or their superior
skill in it—of the race, and their private knowl-
edge of the horses engaged. In so far, they
followed the practice of all gentlemen; but
when they played, they played fair; and when
they lost, they paid.

Now Madame Bernstein was loth to tell her
Virginian nephew all she knew to his family’s

' discredity she was even touched by my lord's
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forbearance in regard to Harry on his first ar-
rival in Europe, and pleased with his lordship’s
compliance with her wishes in this particular.
But in the conversation which she had with her
nephew Castlewood regarding Maria’s designs
on Harry, he had spoken his mind out with his
usual cynicism, voted himself a fool for having
spared a lad whom no sparing would eventually
keep from ruin; pointed out Mr. Harry’s unde-
niable extravagaunces and spendthrift associates,
his nights at faro and hazard, and his rides to
Newmarket, and asked why he alone should
keep his hands from the young fellow? In
vain Madame Bernstein pleaded that Harry
was poor. Bah! he was heir to a principality
which ought to have been his (Castlewood’s),
and might have set up their rained family.
(Indeed Madame Bernstein thought Mr. War-
rington’s Virginia property much greater than
it was.) Were there not money-lenders in the
town who would give him money on post-obits
in plenty? Castlewood knew as much to his
cost: he had applied to them in his father’s
lifetime, and the cursed crew had eaten up two-
thirds of his miserable income. He spoke with
such desperate candor and ill-humor that Ma-
dame Bernstein began to be alarmed for her fa-
vorite, and determined to caution him at the
first opportunity.

That evening she began to pen a billet to Mr.
Warrington : but all her life long she was slow
with her pen, and disliked using it. ¢¢ I never
knew any good come of writing more than bon
Jjour or business,” she used to say. ¢ What is
the use of writing ill, when there are so many
clever people who can do it well? and even
then it were best left alone.” So she sent one
of her men to Mr. Harry’s lodging, bidding him
come and drink a dish of tea with her next day,
when she proposed to warn him.

But the next morning she was indisposed,
and could not receive Mr. Harry when he
came; and she kept her chamber for a couple
of days, and the next day there was a great en-
gagement; and the next day Mr. Harry was off
on some expedition of his own. In the whirl
of London life, what man sees his neighbor,
what brother his sister, what school-fellow his
old friend ? Ever so many days passed before
Mr. Warrington and his aunt had that confi-
dential counversation which the latter desired.

She began by scolding him mildly about his
extravagance and mad-cap frolics (though, in
truth, she was charmed with him for both).
He replied that young men will be young men,
and that it was in dutifully waiting in attend-
ance on his aunt he had made the acquaintance
with whom he mostly lived at present. She
then, with some prelude, began to warn him
regarding his cousin, Lord Castlewood; on
which he broke into a bitter laugh, and said
the good-natured world had told him plenty
about Lord Castlewood already. ** To say of
a man of his lordship’s rank, or of any gentle-
man, ‘Don’t play with him!’ is more than I
liks to do,” continued the lady; ¢ but—"

¢ Oh, you may say on, aunt!” said Harry,
with something like an imprecation on his lips.

“ And have you played with your cousin al-
ready ?” asked the young man’s worldly old
monitress.

¢“ And lost and won, madame!” answers
Harry, gallantly. ¢ It don’t become me to say
which. If we have a bout with a neighbor in
Virginia, a bottle, or a pack of cards, or a quar-
rel, we don’t go home and tell our mothers. 1
mean no offense, aunt!” And, blushing, the
handsome young fellow went up and kissed the
old Jady. He looked very brave and brilliant,
with his rich lace, his fair face and hair, his
fine new suit of velvet and gold. On taking
leave of his aunt he gave his usual sumptuous
benefactions to her servants, who crowded round
him. It was a rainy, winter day, and my gen-
tleman, to save his fine silk stockings, must
come in a chair. ¢ To White’s!” he called
out to the chairmen, and away they carried him
to the place where he passed a great deal of his
time.

Our Virginian’s friends might have wished
that he had been a less sedulous frequenter of
that house of entertainment! but so much may
be said in favor of Mr. Warrington that, hav-
ing engaged in play, he fought his battle like a
hero. He was not flustered by good luck, and
perfectly calm when the chances went against
him. If Fortune is proverbially fickle to men
at play, how many men are fickle to Fortune,
run away frightened from her advances; and
desart her, who perhaps had never thought of
leaving them but for their cowardice. “By
George, Mr. Warrington,” said Mr. Selwyn,
waking up in a rare fit of enthusiasm, *you
deserve to win! You treat your luck as a gen-
tleman should, and as long as she remains with
you, behave to her with the most perfect polite-
ness. St celeres quatit pennas—youn know the
rest—no? Well, you are not much the worse
off—you will call her ladyship’s coach, and make
her a bow at the step. Look at Lord Castle-
wood youder, passing the box. Did you ever
hear a fellow curse and swear so at losing five
or six pieces? She must be a jade indeed, if
she long give her favors to such a niggardly
canaille as that 1”

¢ We don’t consider our family canaille, Sir,”
says Mr. Warrington, ‘‘and my Lord Castle-
wood is one of them.”

“] forgot. I forgot, and ask your pardon!
And I make you my compliment upon my lord,
and Mr. Will Esmond, his brother,” says Har-
ry’s neighbor at the hazard-table.  ‘‘ The box
is with me. Five’s the main! Deuce Ace!
my usual luck.  Virtute mea me involvo !” and
he sinks back in his chair.

Whether it was upon this oceasion of taking
the box, that Mr. Harry threw the fifteen mains
mentioned in one of those other letters of Mr.
‘Walpole’s, which have not come into His present
learned editor’s hands, I know not ; but certain
it is, that on his first appearance at White’s
Harry had five or six evenings of prodigious



THE VIRGINIANS.

677

good luck, and scemed more than ever the For-
tunate Youth. The five hundred pounds with-
drawn from his patrimonial inheritance had
multiplied into thousands. e bought fine
clothes, purchased fine horses, gave grand cn-
tertainments, made handsome presents, lived as
if he had been as rich as Sir James Lowther,
or his Grace of Bedford, and yet the five thou-
sand pounds never seemed to diminish. No
wonder that he gave where giving was so easy ;
no wonder that he was generous with Fortuna-
tus’s purse in his pocket. I say no wonder that
he gave, for such was his nature. Other For-
tunati tie up the endless purse, drink small beer,
and go to bed with a tallow candle. .

During this vein of his luck, what must M.
Harry do but find out from Lady Maria what
her ladyship's debts were, and pay them off to
the last shilling. Her stepmother and half-
sister, who did not love her, he treated to all
sorts of magnificent presents. * Had you not
better get yourself arrested, Will?” my lord
sardonically said to his brother. ¢ Although
you bit him in that affair of the horse, the Mo-
hock will certainly take you out of pawn.” It
was then that Mr. William felt a true remorse,
though not of that humble kind which sent the
repentant Prodigal to his knees. ¢Confound
it,” he groaned, “to think that I have let this
fellow slip for such a little matter as forty pound !
Why, he was good for a thousand at least.”

As for Maria, that generous creature accepted
the good Fortune sent her with a grateful heart ;
and was ready to accept as much more as you
pleased.  Having paid off her debts to her
various milliners, tradesmen, and purveyors,
she forthwith proceeded to contract new ones.
Mrs. Betty, her ladyship’s maid, went round in-
forming the tradespeople that her mistress was
about to contract a matrimonial alliance with a
young gentleman of immense fortunc; so that
they might give my lady credit to any amount.
Having heard the same story twice or thrice
before, the tradesfolk might not give it entire
credit, but their bills were paid: even to Mrs.
Pincott, of Kensington, my lady showed no ran-
cor, and affably ordercd fresh supplies from her:
and when she drove about from the mercer to
the toy-shop, and from the toy-shop to the jew-
cler, in a coach, with her maid and Mr. War-
rington inside, they thought her a fortunate
woman indeed to have sccured the Fortunate

- Youth, though they might wonder at the taste
of this latter in having selected so elderly a
beauty., Mr. Sparks, of Tavistock Street, Cov-
ent Garden, took the liberty of waiting upon
Mr, Warrington at his lodgings in Bond Street,
with the pearl necklace and the gold etwee
which he had bought in Lady Maria’s company
the day before ; and asking whether he, Sparks,
should leave them at his honor’s lodging, or
send them to her ladyship with his honor’s
compliments? Harry added a ring out of the
stock which the jeweler happened to bring with
him, to the necklace and the etwee ; and sumpt-
uously bidding that individual to send him in

the bill, took a majestic leave of Mr. Sparks,
who retired, bowing even to Gumbo, as he quit-
ted his honor’s presence.

Nor did his bounties end here. Ere many
days the pleased young fellow drove up in his
phaeton to Mr. Sparks’s shop, and took a couple
of trinkets for two young ladies, whose parents
had been kind to him, and for whom he enter-
tained a sincere regard. ¢“Ah!” thought he,
“how I wish I had my poor George’s wit, and
genius for poetry ! T would send these presents
with pretty verses to Hetty and Theo. 1 am
sure, if good-will and real regard could make a
poet of me, I should have no difficulty in find-
ing rhymes.” And so he called in Parson
Sampson, and they concacted a billet together.

I
CHAPTER XLIII.
IN WHICII HARRY FLIES HIGH.

So Mr. Harry Warrington, of Virginia, had
his lodgings in Bond Street, London, England,
and lived upon the fat of the land, and drank
bumpers of the best wine thereof. His title of
Fortunate Youth was pretty generally recog-
nized. Being young, wealthy, good-looking,
and fortunate, the fashionable world took him
by the hand and made him welcome. And
don’t, my dear brethren, let us cry out too loud-
ly against the selfishness of the world for being
kind to the young, handsome, and fortunate,
and frowning upon you and me, who may be,
for argument’s sake, old, ugly, and the misera-
blest dogs under the sun. If I have a right to
choose my acquaintance, and—at the club, let
us say—prefer the company of a lively, hand-
some, well-dressed, gentleman-like young man.
who amuses me, to that of a slouching, ill-
washed, misanthropic H-murderer, a ceaselesx
prating coxcomb, or what not; has not society
—the aggregate you and I—a right to the same
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choice? Harry was liked because he was like-
able ; because he was rich, handsome, jovial,
well-born, well~bred, brave; because, with jol-
Iy topers, he liked a jolly song and a bottle;
because, with gentlemen sportsmen, he loved
any game that was a-foot or a-horseback; be-
cause, with ladies, he had a modest, blushing
timidity, which rendered the lad interesting;
because, to those humbler than himself in de-
gree he was always magnificently liberal, and
anxious to spare annoyance. QOur Virginian
wasg very grand, and high and mighty, to be
sure; but, in those times, when the distinetion
of ranks yet obtained, to be high and distant
with his inferiors brought no unpopularity to a
gentleman. Remember that, in those days, the
Secretary of State always knelt when he went
to the king with his dispatches of a morning;
and the Under-Secretary never dared to sit down
in his chief’s presence. If I were Secretary of
State (and such there have been among men
of letters since Addison's days) I should not
like to kneel when 1 went in to my audience
with my dispatch-box. If I were Under-Sec-
retary, I should not like to have to stand while
the Right Honorable Benjamin or the Right
Honorable Sir Edward looked over the papers.
But there is a modus in rebus: there are certain
lines which must be drawn: and I am only half
pleased, for my part, when Bob Bowstreet,
whose connection with letters is through Police-
men X and Y, and Tom Garbage, who is an
esteemed contributor to the Kennel Miscellany,
propose to join fellowship as brother literary
men, slap me on the back, and call me old boy,
or by my Christian name.

Asmuch pleasure as the town could give in the
winter season of 1756—°57, Mr. Warrington had
for the asking. There were operas for him, in
which he took but moderate delight. (A prodig~
ious deal of satire was brought to bear against
these Italian operas, and they were assailed for
being foolish, Popish, unmanly, unmeaning;

but people went, nevertheless.) There were the |

theatres, with Mr. Garrick and Mrs. Prichard at
one house, and Mrs. Clive at another. There
were masquerades and ridottos, frequented by
all the fine socicty ; there were their lordships’
and ladyships’ own private drums and assem-
blies, which began and ended with cards, and
which Mr. Warrington did not like so well as
White’s, because the play there was neither so
high nor so fair as at the club-table.

One day his kinsman, Lord Castlewood, took
him to court, and presented Harry to His Ma-
Jjesty, who was now come to town from Kensing-
ton. But that gracious sovereign either did not
like Harry’s introducer, or had other reasons for
being sulky. His Majesty only said, ¢“O! heard
of you from Lady Yarmouth. The Earl of Cas-
tlewood” (turning to his lordship, and speaking
in German) “shall tell him that he plays too
much?” And so saying, the Defender of the
Faith turned his royal back.

Lord Castlewood shrank back quite fright-
ened at this cold reception of his august master.

¢“ What does he say ?” asked Hary.

‘“His Majesty thinks they play teo high at
‘White’s, and is displeased,” whispered the no-
bleman.

¢“If he does not want us, we had better not
come again, that is all,” said Harry, simply.
“I never, somehow, considered that German
fellow a real king of England.”

‘“Hush! for Heaven's sake, hold your con-
founded colonial tongue!” cries out my lord.
¢ Don’t you see the walls here have ears ?”

¢“ And what then?” asks Mr. Warrington.
“ Why, look at the people! Hang me if it is
not guite a curiosity! They were all shaking
hands with me, and bowing to me, and flatter-
ing me, just now ; and at present they avoid me
as if I were the plague!”

‘¢ Shake hands, nephew,” said a broad-faced,
broad-shouldered gentleman in a scarlet-laced
waistcoat, and a great old-fashioned wig. “I
heard what you said. I have ears like the wall,
look you. And, now, if other people show you
the cold shoulder, I'll give you my hand ;" and,
so saying, the gentleman put out a great brown
hand, with which he grasped Harry’s. ¢ Some-
thing of my brother about your eyes and face.
Though, I suppose, in your island you grow
more wiry and thin like. I am thine uncle,
child. My name is Sir Miles Warrington. My
lord knows me well enough.”

My lord looked very frightened and yellow.
“Yes, my dear Harry. This is your paternal
uncle, Sir Miles Warrington.”

¢¢ Might as well have come to see us in Nor-
folk, as dangle about playing the fool at Tun-
bridge Wells, Mr. Warrington, or Mr. Esmond,
which do you call yourself?” said the Baronet.
“The old lady calls herself Madam Esmond,
don’t she 2”

“ My mother is not ashamed of her father’s
name, nor am I, uncle,” said Mr. Harry, rather
proudly.

¢ 'Well said, lad! Come home and eat a bit
of mutton with Lady Warrington, at three, in
Hill Street—that is, if you can do without your
‘White’s kickshaws. You need not look fright-
ened, my Lord Castlewood! I shall tell no
tales out of school.”

¢¢I—I am sure Sir Miles Warrington will act
as a gentleman !” says my lord, in much per-
turbation.

¢“Belike, he will,” growled the Baronet,
turning on his heel. ¢ And thou wilt come,
young man, at three; and mind, good roast
mutton waits for nobody. Thou hast a great
look of thy father. ILord bless us, how we used
to beat each other! He was smaller than me,
and in course younger; but many a time he
had the best of it. Take it he was henpecked,
when he married, and Madam Esmond took the
spirit out of him when she got him in her island,
Virginia is an island.  Ain’t it an island ?”

Harry laughed, and said ““No!” And the
Jjolly Baronet, going off, said, ¢‘ Well, island or
not, thou must come and tell all about it to my
lady. She'll know whether tis an island or not.”



THE VIRGINIANS.

679

My dear Mr. Warrington,” said my lord,
with an appealing look, ‘‘I need not tell you
that, in this great city, every man has enemies,
and that there is a great, great deal of detrac-
tion and scandal. I never spoke to you about
Sir Miles Warrington, precisely because I did
know him, and because we have had differences
together. Should he permit himself remarks to
my disparagement, you will receive them cum
grano, and remember that it is from an enemy
they come.” And the pair walked out of the
King’s apartments and into Saint James’s Street.
Harry found the news of his cold reception at
court had already preceded him to White’s. The
King had turned his back upon him. The King
was jealous of Harry’s favor with the favorite.
Harry was aw mieuxr with Lady Yarmouth. A
score of gentlemen wished him a compliment
upon his conquest. Before night it was a settled
matter that this was among the other victories
of the Fortunate Youth.

Sir Miles told his wife ard Harry as much,
when the young man appeared at the appointed
hour at the Baronet’s dinner-table, and he rallied
Harry in his simple rustic fashion. The lady, at
first, a grand and stately personage, told Harry,
on their further acquaintance, that the reputation
which the world had made for him was so bad,
that at first she had given him but a frigid wel-
come. With the young ladies, Sir Miles’s daugh-
ters, it was, ‘‘How d’ye do, cousin ?” and *‘ No,
thank you, cousin,” and a number of prim courte-
sies to the Virginian, as they greeted him and
took leave of him. The little boy, the heir of
the house, dined at table under the care of his
governor; and, having his glass of port by papa
after dinner, gave a loose to his innocent tongue,
and asked many questions of his cousin. At
last the innocent youth said, after looking hard
in Harry’s face, ** Are you wicked, cousin Har-
ry? You don’t look very wicked!”

¢« My dear Master Miles!” expostulates the
tutor, turning very red.

“But you know you said he was wicked !”
cried the child.

‘“We are all miserable sinners, Miley,” ex-
plains papa. ‘ Haven’t you heard the clergy-
man say so every Sunday ?”

¢“Yes, but not so very wicked as cousin Har-
ry. Is it true that you gamble, cousin, and
drink all night with wicked men, and frequent
the company of wicked women? You know
you said so, Mr. Walker—and mamma said so
too, that Lady Yarmouth was a wicked wo-
man.”

¢ And you are a little pitcher,” cries papa;
‘“and my wife, nephew Harry, is a stanch Jac-
obite—you won’t like her the worse for that.
Take Miles to his sisters, Mr. Walker, and
Topsham shall give thee a ride in the park,
child, on thy little horse.” The idea of the
little horse consoled Master Miles; for when his
father ordered him away to his sisters, he had
begun to ery bitterly, bawling out ‘‘that he
would far rather stay with his wicked cousin.”

¢“They have made you a sad reputation

among ’em, nephew!” says the jolly Baronet.
“My wife, you must know, of late years, and
since the death of my poeor eldest son, has taken
to—to, hum !-——to Tottenham Court Road and
Mr. Whitfield’s preaching: and we have had
one Ward about the house, a friend of Mxr
Walker’s yonder, who has recounted sad stories
about you and your brother at home.”

¢« About me, Sir Miles, as much as he pleases,”
cries Harry, warm with port: ‘“but I'll break
any man’s bones who dares say a word against
my brother! Why, Sir, that fellow was not fit
to buckle my dear George's shoe; and if I find
him repeating at home what he dared to say in
our house in Virginia, I promise him a second
caning.”

“You seem to stand up for your friends,
nephew Hanry,” says the Baronet. ‘‘Fill thy
glass, lad. Thou art not as bad as thou hast
been painted. I always told my lady so. I
drink Madam Esmond Warrington’s health, of
Virginia, and will have a full bumper for that
toast.”

Harry, as in duty bound, emptied his glass,
filled again, and drank Lady Warrington and
Master Miles.

¢Thou wouldst be heir to four thousand
acres in Norfolk, did he die, though,” said the
Baronet.

¢ God forbid, Sir, and be praised that T have
acres enough in Virginia of my own!” says Mr.
Warrington. He went up presently and took a
dish of coffee with Lady Warrington: he talked
to the young ladies of the house. He was quite
easy, pleasant, and natural. There was one
of them somewhat like Fanny Mountain, and
this young lady became his special favorite.
When he went away, they all agreed their
wicked cousin was not near so wicked as they
had imagined him to be: at any rate, my lady
had strong hopes of reseuing him from the pit.
She sent him a good book that evening, while
Mr. Harry was at White’s; with a pretty note,
praying that ¢ Law’s Call” might be of service
to him: and, this dispatched, she and her
daughters went off to & rout at the house of a
minister’s lady. But Harry, before he went to
‘White’s, had driven to his friend Mr. Sparks,
in Tavistock Street, and purchascd more trinkets
for his female cousins—*‘from their aunt in
Virginia,” he said. You see, he was full of
kindness: he kindled and warmed with pros-
perity. There are men on whom wealth hath
no such fortunate influence. It hardens base
hearts: it makes those who were mean and
servile, mean and proud. If it should please
the gods to try me with ten thousand a year, I
will, of course, meekly submit mysclf to their
decrees, but I will pray them to give me strength
enough to bear the trial. All the girls in Hill
Street were delighted at getting the presents
from Aunt Warrington in Virginia, and ad-
dressed a collective note, which must have as-
tonished that good lady when she received it in
spring time, when she and Mountain and Fanny
were on a visit to grim, deserted Castlewood,
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when the snows had cleared away, and a thou-
sand peach-trees flushed with blossoms. ¢ Poor
boy !”” the mother thought. ¢¢This is some pres-
ent he gave his cousins in my name, in the
time of his prosperity—nay, of his extravagance
and folly. How quickly his wealth has passed
away! DBut he ever had a kind heart for the
poor, Mountain, and we must not forget him
in his need. It behooves us to be more than
ever careful of our own expenses, my good peo-
ple!” And so I dare say they warmed them-
selves by one log, and ate of one dish, and
worked by one candle. And the widow’s serv-
ants, whom the good soul began to pinch more
and more, I fear, lied, stole, and cheated more
and more; and what was saved in one way was
stole in another.

One afternoon Mr. Harry sate in his Bond
Strect lodgings, arrayed in his dressing-gown,
sipping his chocolate, surrounded by luxury,
incased in satin, and yet enveloped in care.
A few wecks previously, when the luck was
with him, and he was scattering his benefac-
tions to and fro, he had royally told Parson
Sampson to get together a list of his debts,
which he, Mr. Warrington, would pay. Ac-
cordingly, Sampson had gone to work, and had
got together a list, not of all his debts—mno man
ever does set down all—but such a catalogue as
he thought sufficient to bring in to Mr. War-
rington, at whose breakfast-table the divine had
humbly waited until his Honor should choose to
attend it.

Harry appeared at length, very pale and Jan-
guid, in curl-papers, had scarce any appetite
for his breakfast; and the Chaplain, fumbling
with his schedule in his pocket, humbly asked
if his patron had had a bad night? Yes, his
Honor had had a very bad night. Ie had
been brought home from White’s by two chair-
men at five o’clock in the morning ; had caught
a confounded cold, for one of the windows of
the chair would not shut, and the rain and snow
came in; finally, was in such a bad humor,
that all poor Sampson’s quirks and jokes could
scarcely extort a smile from him.

At last, to be sure, Mr. Warrington burst
into a loud laugh. It was when the poor Chap-
lain, after a sufficient discussion of muffins,
eggs, tea, the news, the theatres, and so forth,
pulled a paper out of his pocket, and in a piteous
tone said, * Here is that schedule of debts which
your Honor asked for—two hundred and forty-

three pounds—cvery shilling I owe in the world,

thank Heaven !—that is—ahem !—every shilling
of which the payment will in the least inconven-
ience me—and I need not tell my dearest pa-
tron that I shall consider him my saviour and
benefactor!”

It was then that Harry, taking the paper and
eying the Chaplain with rather a wicked look,
burst into a laugh, which was, however, any
thing but jovial. Wicked execrations, more-
over, accompanied this outbreak of humor, and
the luckless Chaplain felt that his petition had
come at the wrong moment.

¢ Confound it, why didn’t you bring it on
Monday ?” Harry asked.

¢ Confound me, why did I not bring it on
Monday ?” echoed the Chaplain’s timid soul.
“It is my luck—my usnal luck. Have the
cards been against you, Mr. Warrington ?”

“Yes: a plague on them. Monday night,
and last night, have both gone against me.
Don’t be frightened, Chaplain, there’s money
enough in the locker yet. But I must go into
the City and get some.”

¢“YWhat, sell out, Sir?” asks his Reverence,
with a voice that was reassured, though it in-
tended to be alarmed.

¢ Sell out, Sir? Yes! I borrowed a hun-
dred of Mackreth in counters last might, and
must pay him at dinner time. I will do your
business for you nevertheless, and never fear,
my good Mr. Sampson. Come to breakfast to-
morrow, and we will see and deliver your Rev-
erence from the Philistines.” But though he
laughed in Sampson’s presence, and strove to
put a good face upon the matter, Harry’s head
sank down on his chest when the parson quit-
ted him, and he sate over the fire, beating the
coals about with the poker, and giving utter-
ance to many naughty disjointed words, which
showed, but did not relieve, the agitation of his
spirit.

In this mood the young fellow was interrupt-
ed by the appearance of a friend, who on any
other day—even on that one when his con-
science was so uneasy—was welcome to Mr.
Warrington. This was no other than Mr. Lam-
bert, in his military dress, but with a cloak over
him, who had come from the country, had been
to the Captain-General’s levee that morning,
and had come thence to visit his young friend
in Bond Street.

Harry may have thought Lambert’s grecting
rather cold; but being occupied with his own
affairs, he put away that notion. How were
the ladies of Oakhurst, and Miss Hetty, who
was ailing when he passed through in the au-
tamn?  Purely? Mr. Warrington was very
glad. They were come to stay a while in Lon-
don with their friend Lord Wrotham? Mr.
Harry was delighted—-though it must be con-
fessed his face did not exhibit any peculiar
signs of pleasure when he heard the news.

¢ And so you live at White’s, and with the
great folks; and you fare sumptuously every
day, and you pay your court at St. James’s,
and make one at my Lady Yarmouth’s routs,
and at all the card-parties in the court end of
the town ?”* asks the Colonel. .

¢“My dear Colonel, I do what other folks
do,” says Harry, with rather & high manner.

¢ Qther folks are richer folks than some folks,
my dear lad.”

¢ 8ir!” says Mr. Warrington, *‘I would thank
you to believe that I owe nothing for which I
can not pay !”

¢t T should never have spoken about your af-
fairs,” said the other, not noticing the young

'man’s haughty tone, ‘‘but that you yourself
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confided them to me. I hear all sorts of sto-
vies about the Forturate Youth. Ounly at his
Royal Highness's even to-day, they were saying
how rich you were already, and I did not un-
deceive them—"

< Colonel Lambert, I can’t help the world$
gossiping about me!” cries Mr. Warrington,
more and more impatient.

¢«¢—And what prodigious sums you had won.
Fighteen hundred one night—two thousand an-
other—six or eight thousand inall! Oh! there
were gentlemen from White’s at the levee too,
I can assure you, and the army can fling a main
as well as you civilians!”

1 wish they would meddle with their own
affairs,” says Harry, scowling at his old friend.

“ And I, too, you look as if you were going
to say. Well, my boy, it is my affair, and you
must let Theo’s father, and Hetty’s father, and
Harry Warrington’s father’s old friend say how
it is my affair.” Here the Colonel drew a pack-
et out of his pocket, whereof the lappets and the
coat-tails and the general pocket accommoda-
tions were much more ample than in the scant
military garments of present warriors. ‘¢ Look
you, Harry. These trinkets which you sent
with the kindest heart in the world to people
who love you, and would cut off their little
hands to spare you needless pain, could never
be bought by a young fellow with two or three
hundred a year. Why, a nobleman might buy
these things, or a rich City banker, and send
them to his—to his daughters, let us say.”

¢t 8ir, as you say, I meant only kindness,”
says Harry, blushing burning-red.

“ But you must not give them to my girls,
my boy. Hester and Theodosia Lambert must
not be dressed up with the winnings off the

gaming-table, saving your presence. It goes
to my heart to bring back the trinkets. Mrs.

Lambert will keep her present, which is of
small value, and sends you her love and a God
bless you—and so say X, Harry Warrington,
with all my heart.” Here the good Colonel’s
voice was much moved, and his face grew very
red, and he passed his hand over his eyes ere
he held it out.

But the spirit of rebellion was strong in M.
Warrington. 1le rose up from his seat, never
offering to take the hand which his senior held
out to him. ‘‘Give me leave to tell Colonel
Lambert,” he said, *‘that I have had somewhat
too much advice from him. You are forever
volunteering it, Sir, and when I don’t ask it.
You make it your business to inquire about iy
gains at play, and about the company I keep.
‘What right have you to control my amusements
or my companions? I strive to show my sense
of your former kindness by little presents to your
family, and you fling—you bring them back.”

“I can’t do otherwise, Mr. Warrington,” says
the Colonel, with a very sad face.

¢ Such a slight may mean nothing here, Sir,
but in our country it means war, Sir!” cries Mr.
Warrington, ““God forbid I should talk of

drawing a sword against the father of ladies

who have been as mother and sister to me; but
you have wounded my heart, Colonel Lambert
—you have, I won't say insulted, but humilia-
ted me, and this is a treatment I will bear from
no man alive! My servants will attend you to
the door, Sir!” Saying which, and rustling in
his brocade dressing-gown, Mr. Warrington,
with much state, walked off to his bedroom.

—_—————

CHAPTER XLIV.
CONTAINS WHAT MIGHT, PERHAPS, HAVE BEEN
EXPECTED.

O~ the rejection of his peace-offerings our
warlike young American chief chose to be in
great wrath, not only against Colonel Lambert,
but the whole of that gentleman’s family. “He
has humiliated me before the girls!” thought
the young man. ¢ He and Mr. Wolfe, who
were forever preaching morality to me, and giv-
ing themselves airs of superiority and protection,
have again been holding me up to the family as
a scapegrace and prodigal. They are so virtu-
ous that they won’t shake me by the hand, for-
sooth ; and when I want to show them a little
common gratitude, they fling my presents in my
face!”

¢“Why, Sir, the things must be worth s little
fortune !” says Parson Sampson, casting an eye
of covetousness on the two morocco boxes, in
which, on their white satin cushions, reposed
Mr. Sparks’s golden gewgaws.

“They cost some money, Sampson,” says
the young man. ¢ Not that I would grudge
ten times the amount to people who have been
kind to me.”

¢ No, faith, Sir, not if 7 know your honor!”
interjects Sampson, who never lost a chance of
praising his young patron to his face.

¢“The repeater, they told me, was a great
bargain, and worth a hundred pounds at Paris.
Little Miss Iletty I remember saying that she
longed to have a repeating watch.”

¢ Oh, what a love!” crics the Chaplain, “with
a little circle of pearls on the back, and a dia-
mond knob for the handle! Why, "twould win
any woman’s heart, Sir!”

¢“There passes an apple-woman with a bask-
et, L have a mind to fling the thing out to her!”
cries Mr. Warrington, fiercely.

‘When Harry went out upon business, which
took him to the city and the Temple, his para-
site did not follow him very far into the Strand;
but turned away, owning that he had a terror
of Chancery Lane, its inhabitants, and precincts.
Mr. Warrington went then to his broker, and
they walked to the Bank together, where they
did some little business, at the end of which,
and after the signing of a trifling signature or
two, Harry departed with a certain number of
crisp bank-notes in his pocket. The broker
took Mr. Warrington to one of the great dining-
houses for which the city was famous then as
now; and afterward showed Mr. Warrington
the Virginia walk upon 'Change, through which.
Harry passed rather shamefacedly, What would
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a certain lady in Virginia say, he thought, if she
knew that he was carrying off in that bottomless
gambler’s pocket a great portion of his father’s
patrimony ? Those are all Virginia merchants,
thinks he, and they are all talking to one an-
other about me, and all saying, *“That is young
Esmond, of Castlewood, on the Potomac, Mad-
am Esmond’s son; and he has been losing his
money at play, and he has been selling out so
much, and so much, and so much.”

His spirits did not rise until he had passed
under the traitors’ heads of Temple Bar, and
was fairly out of the city. From the Strand
Mr. Harry walked home, looking in at St.
James’s Street by the way; but there was no-
body there as yet, the company not coming to
the chocolate-house till a later hour.

Arrived at home, Mr. Harry pulls out his
bundle of bank-notes; puts three of them into
a sheet of paper, which he seals carefully, hav-
ing previously written within the sheet the
words, ‘ Much good may they do you, H. E.
W.,” and this packet he directs to the Reverend
Mr. Sampson—Ileaving it on the chimney glass,
with directions to his servants to give it to that
divine when he should come in.

And now his honor’s phaeton is bronght to
the door, and he steps in, thinking to drive
round the park; but the rain coming on, or the
east wind blowing, or some other reason aris-
ing, his honor turns his horse’s head down St.
James’s Street, and is back at White’s at about
three o’clock. Scarce any body has come in
yet. It is the hour when folks are at dinner.
There, however, is my consin Castlewood, loung-
ing over the Public Advertiser, having just come
off from his duty at Court hard by.

Lord Castlewood is yawning over the Public
Advertiser.  What shall they do? Shall they
have a little picquet? Harry has no objection

to a little picquet. ‘¢ Just for an
hour,” says Lord Castlewood.
“] dine at Arlington Street at
four.” ¢ Just for an hour,” says
Mr. Warrington ; and they call
for cards.

¢Or shall we have ’em in up
stairs ?” says my lord. ¢ Out
of the noise ?” ¢ Certainly out
of the noise,” says Harry.

At five o’clock half a dozen of
gentlemen have come in after
their dinner, and are at cards, or
coffee, or talk, The folks from
the ordinary have not left the
table yet. There the gentle-
men of White’s will often sit till
past midnight.

One tooth-pick points over
the coffce-house blinds into the
street. * Whose phaeton ?” asks
Tooth-pick 1 of Tooth-pick 2.

¢ The Fortunate Youth’s,” says
No. 2.

“Not so fortunate the last
three nights. Luck confound-
edly against him. Lost, last night, thirteen
hundred to the table. Mr. Warrington been
here to-day, John ?”

¢ Mr, Warrington is in the house now, Sir.
In the little tea-room with Lord Castlewood
since three o’clock. They are playing at pic-
quet,” says John.

“ What fun for Castlewood,” says No. 1, with
a shrug.

The second gentleman growls out an execra-
tion. ‘¢ Curse the fellow !” he says. ‘‘He has
no right to be in this club at all. He doesn’t.
pay if he loses. Gentlemen ought not to play
with him. Sir Miles Warrington told me at
court the other day that Castlewood has owed
him money on & bet these three years.”

¢ Castlewood,” says No. 1, **don’t lose if he
plays alone. A large company flurries him,
you see—that’s why he doesn’t come to the ta-
ble.”” And the facetious gentleman grins, and
shows all his teeth, polished perfectly clean.

“Let’s go up and stop ‘em,” growls No. 2.

“Why?” asks the other. ‘Much better
look out a window. Lamplighter going up the
ladder—famous sport. Look at that old putt in
the chair; did you ever see such an old quiz?”

‘ Who is that just gone out of the house ?
As I live, it’s Fortunatus! He seems to have
forgotten that his phaeton has been here, wait-
ing all the time. I bet you two to one he has
been losing to Castlewood.”

“Jack, do you take me to be a fool?” asks
the one gentleman of the other, ¢ Pretty pair
of horses the youth has got. How he is flog-
ging ’em!” And they see Mr. Warrington gal-
loping up the street, and scared coachmen and
chairmen clearing before him; presently my
Lord Castlewcod is seen to enter a chair, and
go his way.

Harry drives up to his own door. It was
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but a few yards, and those poor horses have
been beating the pavement all this while in the
rain. Mr. Gumbo is engaged at the door in
conversation with a countryfied-looking lass,
who trips off with a courtesy. Mr. Gumbo is
always engaged with some pretty maid or other.

¢“ Gumbo, has Mr. Sampson heen here?”
asks Gumbo’s master from his driving-seat.

¢“No, Sar. Mr. Sampson have not been
here!” answers Mr. Warrington’s gentleman.
Harry bids him to go up stairs and bring down
a letter addressed to Mr. Sampson.

¢t Addressed to Mr. Sampson? O yes, Sir,”
says Mr. Gumbo, who can’t read.

‘A sealed letter, stupid! on the mantle-
piece, in the glass!” says Harry; and Gumbo
leisurcly retires to fetch that document. As
soon as Harry has it, he turns his horses’ heads
toward St. James's Street, and the two gentle-
men, still yawning out of the window at White’s,
behold the Fortunate Youth in an instant back
again.

As they passed out of the little fea-room
where he and Lord Castlewood had had their
picquet together, Mr. Warrington had seen that
several gentlemen had entered the play-room,
and that there was a bank there. Some were
already steadily at work, and had their gaming
jackets on: they kept such coats at the club,
which they put on when they had a mind to sit
down to a regular night’s play.

Mr. Warrington goes to the clerk’s desk, pays
his account of the previous night, and, sitting
down at the table, calls for fresh counters.
This has been decidedly an unlucky week with
the Fortunate Youth, and to-night is no more
fortunate than previous nights have been. He
calls for more counters, and more presently.
He is a little pale and silent, though very easy
and polite when talked to. But he can not win.

At last he gets up. “Hang it! stay and
mend your luck!” says Lord March, who is sit-
ting by his side with a heap of counters before
him, green and white. ¢ Take a hundred of
mine, and go on!”

I have had enough for to-night, my lord,”
says Harry, and rises and goes away, and eats
a broiled bone in the coffee-room, and walks
back to his lodgings some time about midnight.
A man after a great catastrophe commonly
sleeps pretty well. Itis the waking in the morn-
ing which is sometimes queer and unpleasant.
Last night you proposed to Miss Brown: you
quarrcled over your cups with Captain Jones,
and valorously pulled his nose: you played at
cards with Colonel Robinson, and gave him, O
how many I O U’s! These thoughts, with a
fine headache, assail you in the morning watch-
es. What a dreary, dreary gulf between to-day
and yesterday! It seems as if you are years
older. Can’t you leap back over that chasm
again, and is it not possible that Yesterday is
but a dream ? There you are, in bed., No day-
light in at the windows yet. Pull your night-
cap over your eyes, the blankets over your nose,
and sleep away Yesterday. Dshaw, man, it was

but a dream! O mno, no! The sleep won't
come. The watchman bawls some hour—what
hour? Harry minds him that he has got the
repeating watch under his pillow which he had
bought for Hester. Ting, ting, ting! the re-
peating watch sings out six times in the dark-
ness, with a little supplementary performance
indicating the half hour. Poor dear little Hes-
ter !—so bright, so gay, so innocent! he would
have liked her to have that watch. What will
Maria say? (Oh, that old Maria! what a bore
she is beginning to be! he thinks.) What will
Madam Esmond at home say when she hears
that he has lost every shilling of his ready mon-
ey—of his patrimony? All his winnings, and
five thousand pounds besides, in three nights!
Castlewood could not have played him false ?
No. My Lord knows picquet better than Har-
ry does, but he would not deal unfairly with his
own flesh and blood. No, no. Harry is glad
his kinsman, who wanted the money, has got it.
And for not one more shilling than he possess-
ed would he play. It was when he counted up
his losses at the gaming-table, and found they
would cover all the remainder of his patrimony,
that he passed the box and left the table. But,
O cursed bad company! O extravagance and
folly! O humiliation and remorse! ¢ Will
my mother at home forgive me?” thinks the
young prodigal. O that I were there, and
had never left it!”

The dreary London dawn peeps at length
through shutters and curtains, The house-
maid enters to light his Honor’s fire and admit
the dun morning into his windows. Her Mr.
Gumbo presently follows, who warms his mas-
ter's dressing-gown and sets out his shaving-
plate and linen. Then arrives the hair-dresser
to cur] and powder his Honor, while he reads
his morning’s letters; and at breakfast time
comes that inevitable Parson Sampson, with
eager looks and servile smiles, to wait on his
patron. The Parson would have returned yes-
terday according to mutual agreement, but some
jolly fellows kept him to dinner at the St. Al-
ban’s, and, faith, they made a night of it,

¢Q Parson!” groaned Harry, ‘“’twas the
worst night you ever made in your life! Look
here, Sir!”

‘¢ Here is a broken envelope with the words,
‘Much good may it do you,” written within,”
says the Chaplain, glancing at the paper.

¢t Look on the outside, Sir!” cries Mr. War-
rington. ¢ The paper was directed to you.”
The poor Chaplain’s countenance exhibited
great alarm. * Has some one broke it open,
Sir ?” he asks.

‘“Some one, yes. I broke it open, Samp-
son. Had you come here as you proposed yes-
terday afternoon, yon would have found that
envelope full of bank-notes. As it is, they
were all dropped at the infernal Macco table
last night.”

“What! all ?” says Sampson.

¢ Yes, all, with all the money I brought away
from the city, and all the ready money I have
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left in the world. In the afternoon I played
picquet with my cous—with a gentleman at
White’s—and he eased me of all the money I
had about me. Remembering that there was
still some money left here, unless you had
fetched it, T came home and carried it back,
and left it at the Macco table, with every shil-
ling besides that belongs to me—and —great
Heaven, Sampson, what's the matter, man ?”

“It’s my luck—it’s my usual luck!” cries
out the unfortunate Chaplain, and fairly bursts
into tears.

‘“What! You are not whimpering like a
baby at the loss of a loan of a couple of hun-
dred pounds ?” cries out Mr. Warrington, very
fierce and angry. ¢ Leave the room, Gumbo!
Confound you! why are you always poking
your woolly head in at that door ?”

¢ Some one below wants to see Master with
a little bill,” says Mr. Gumbo.

*Tell him to go to Jericho !” roars out Mr.
Warrington. ¢“Let me see ncbody! I am
not at home, Sir, at this hour of the morn-
ing1”

A murmur or two, a scuffle is heard on the
landing-place, and silence finally ensues. Mr.
Warrington’s scorn and anger are not dimin-
ished by this altercation. He turns round sav-
agely upon unhappy Sampson, who sits with his
head buried in his breast.

‘ Hadn’t you better take a bumper of brandy
to keep your spirits up, Mr. Sampson ?”” he asks.
¢ Haung it, man! don’t be sniveling like a wo-
man !”

¢“Oh! it’s not me,” says Sampson, tossing
his head. “I am used to it, Sir.”
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“Not you! Who then? Are you crying
because somebody else is hurt, pray #” asks Mr.
‘Warrington.

«Yes, Sir!” says the Chaplain, with some
spirit; ‘‘becanse somebody else is hurt, and
through my fault. I have lodged for many
years in London with a boot-maker, a very hon-
est man; and, a few days since, having a per-
foct reliance npon—upon a friend who had
promised to accommodate me with a Joan, I
borrowed sixty pounds from my landlord which
he was about to pay to his own. I can’t get
the money. My poor landlord’s goods will be
seized for rent; his wife and deur young chil-
dren will be turned into the street; and this
honest family will be ruined through my fault.
But, as you say, Mr. Warrington, I ought not
to snivel like a woman. T will remember that
you helped me once, and will bid you farewell,
Sir.”

And taking his broad-leafed hat, Mr. Chap-
lain walked out of the room.

An execration and a savage laugh, T am sor-
ry to say, burst out of Harry’s lips at this snd-
den movement of the Chaplain’s. e was in
such a passion with himself, with circumstances,
with all people round about him, that he scarce
knew where to turn, or what he said. Samp-
son heard the savage.launghter, and then the
voice of Harry calling from the stairs, ¢ Samp-
son, Sampson! hang you! come back! It'sa
mistake ! I beg your pardon!” But the Chap-
lain was cut to the soul, and walked on. Har-
ry heard the door of the strect as the parson
slammed it. It thumped on his own breast.
He entered his room, and sank back on his lux-
arious chair there. He was Prodigal, among
the swine—his foul remorses; they had tripped
him wp, and were wallowing over him. Gam-
bling, extravagance, debauchery, dissolute life,
reckless companions, dangerous women — they
were all upon Lim in a herd, and were tramp-
ling vpon the prostrate young sinner.

Prodigal was not, however, yet ntterly over-
come, and had some fight left in him. Dash-
ing the filthy, importunate brutes aside, and, as
it were, kicking his ugly remembrances away
from him, Mr., Warrington seized a great glass
of that fire-water which he had rccommended
to poor, humiliated Parson Sampson, and, fling-
ing off his fine damask robe, rang for the trem-
bling Gumbo, and ordered his coat. ¢ Not
that !” roars he, as Gumbo brings him a fine
green coat with plated buttons and a gold cord.
¢ A plain suit—the plainer the better! The
black clothes.” And Gumbo brings the mourn-
ing coat which his master had discarded for
some months past.

Mr. Harry then takes: 1, his fine new gold
watch; 2, his repeater (that which he had
bought for Hetty), which he puts into his other
fob; 3, his necklace, which he had purchased for
Theo; 4, his rings, of which my gentleman must
have half a dozen at least (with the exception
of his grandfather’s old seal-ring, which he kisses
and lays down on the pin-cushion again); 5, his
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three gold snuff-boxes; and 6, his purse knit-
ted by his mother, and containing three shil-
lings and sixpence and & pocket-piece brought
from Virginia; and, putting on his hat, issues
from his door.

At the landing he is met by Mr. Ruff, his
landlord, who bows and cringes and puts” into
his honor’s hand a strip of paper a yard Jong.
¢ Much obliged if Mr. Warrington will settle.
Mrs. Ruff has a large account to make up to-
day.” Mrs. Ruff is a milliner. Mr. Ruff is
one of the head-waiters and aides-de-camp of
Mr. Mackreth, the proprietor of White’s Club.
The sight of the lundlord does not add to the
lodger’s good-humor.

¢ Perhaps his honor will have the kindness
to settle the little account ?” asks Mr. Ruff.

“Of course I will settle the account,” says
Harry, glumly looking down over Mr. Ruft’s
head from the stair above him.

“Perhaps Mr. Warrington will scttle it
now ?”

¢¢No, Sir, I will not settle it now !” says Mr.
Warrington, bullying forward.

“T'm very—very much in want of money,
Sir,” pleads the voice under him. ¢ Mrs. Ruff
is—="

“Iang you, Sir, get out of the way !” cries
Mr. Warrington, ferociously, and driving Mr.
Ruff backward to the wall, sending him almost
topsy-turvy down his own landing, he tramps
down the stair, and walks forth into Bond
Strect.

The Guards were at exercise at the King's
Mews, at Charing Cross, as Harry passed, and
he heard their drums and fifes, and looked in
at the gate, and saw them at drill. I can
shoulder a musket at any rate,” thought he to
himself, gloomily, as he strode on. He crossed
St. Martin’s Lane (where he transacted some
business), and so made his way into Long Acre,
and to the bootmaker’s house where friend Samp-
son lodged. 'The woman of the house said Mr.
Sampson was not at home, but had promised to be
at home at one; and, as she knew Mr. Warring-
ton, showed him up to the parson’s apartments,
where he sate down, and, for want of occupa-
tion, tried to read an unfinished sermon of the
Chaplain’s. The subject was the Prodigal Son.
Mr., Harry did not take very accurate cogni-
zance of the sermon.

Presently he heard the landlady’s shrill voice
on the stair, pursuing somebody who ascended,
and Sampson rushed into the room, followed by
the sobbing woman.

At seeing Harry, Sampson started, and the
landlady stopped. Absorbed in her own do-
mestic cares, she had doubtless forgot that a
visitor was awaiting her lodger. “There's
only thirteen pound in the house, and he will
be here at one, I tell you!” she was bawling
out, as she pursued her vietim.

¢ Hush, hush! my good creature!” cries the
gasping Chaplain, pointing to Harry, who rose
from the window-seat. ‘“Don’t you see Mr.
Warrington? I've business with him-—most



s

686 - HARPER'S NEW MONTHLY MAGAZINE,

important business. It will be all right, I tell
you!” And he soothed and coaxed Mrs. Land-
1ady out of the room, with the crowd of anxious
little ones hanging at her coats.

¢Sampson, I have come to ask your pardon
again,” says Mr. Warrington, rising up. ¢ What
I said to-day to you was very cruel and unjust
and unlike a gentleman.”

¢ Not a word more, Sir,” says the other, cold-
Iy and sadly, bowing and scarcely pressing the
hand which Harry offered him.

I see you are still angry with me,” Harry
continues.

¢ Nay, Sir, an apology is an apology. A man
of my station can ask for no more from one of
yours. No doubt you did not mean to give me
pain. And what if you did? And you are
not the only one of the family who has,” he
said, as he looked piteously round the room.
“T wish I had never known the name of Es-
mond or Castlewood,” he continues, *‘or that
place yonder of which the picture hangs over
my fire-place, and where I have buried myself
these long, long years. My lord, your cousin,
took a fancy to me, said he would make my
fortune, has kept me as his dependent till for-
tune has passed by me, and now refuses me my
due.”

‘““How do you mean your due, Mr. Samp-
son ?” asks Harry,

“I mean three years’ salary which he owes
me as Chaplain of Castlewood. Seeing you
could give me no money, I went to his lordship
this morning, and asked him. I fell on my
knees, and asked him, Sir. But his lordship
liad none, He gave me civil words, at least
(saving your presence, Mr. Warrington), but no
money—that is five guineas, which he declared
was all he had, and which I took. But what
are five guineas among so many? Obh, those
poor little children! those poor little chil-
dren!”

“Lord Castlewood said he had no money ?”
cries out Harry. < He won eleven hundred
pounds, yesterday, of me at picguet—which I
paid him out of this pocket-book.”

«I dare say, Sir; I dare say, Sir. One
can’t believe a word his lordship says, Sir,”
says Mr. Sampson; ‘“but I am thinking of exc-
cution in this house and ruin upon these poor
folks to-morrow.”

“That need not happen,” says Mr. Warring-
ton. ‘‘Here are eighty guineas, Sampson. As
far as they go, God help you! Tis all I have
to give you. I wish to my heart I could give
more as I promised ; but you did not come at
the right time, and I am a poor devil now until
T get my remittances from Virginia.”

The Chaplain gave a wild look of surprise,
and turned guite white. He flung himself down
on his knees and seized Harry’s hand.

“Great Powers, Sir!” says he, ‘‘are you a
guardian angel that Heaven hath sent me?
You quarreled with my tears this morning, Mr.
Warrington. I can’t help them now. They
burst, Sir, from a grateful heart. A rock of

stone would pour them forth, Sir, before such
goodness as yours! May Heaven eternally
bless you, and give you prosperity! May my
unworthy prayers be heard in your behalf, my
friend, my best benefactor! May —”

¢ Nay, nay! get up, friend—get up, Samp-
son!” says Harry, whom the Chaplain’s adala-
tion and fine phrases rather annoyed. ¢TI am
glad to have been able to do you a service—
sincerely glad, There—there! Don’t be on
your knees to me!”

“To Hecaven who sent you to me, Sir!” cries
the Chaplain. “Mrs. Weston! Mrs. Weston!”

““What is it, Sir?” says the landlady, instant-
1y, who, indeed, had been at the door the whole
time. ‘We are saved, Mrs. Weston! We
are saved !” cries the Chaplain. ¢‘Kneel, kneel,
woman, and thank our benefactor! Raise your
innocent voices, children, and bless him!” A
universal whimper arose round Harry, which the
Chaplain led off, while the young Virginian
stood, simpering and well-pleased, in the midst
of this congregation. They would worship, do
what he might. One of the children not un-
derstanding the kneeling order, and standing
up, the mother fetched her a slap on the ear,
crying, ‘‘Drat it, Jane, kneel down, and bless
the gentleman, I tell’ec!” . . . We leave them
performing this sweet benedictory service. Mr.
Harry walks off from Long Acre, forgetting
almost the griefs of the former four or five days,
and tingling with the consciousness of having
done a good action.

The young woman with whom Gumbo had
been conversing on that evening when Harry
drove up from White's to his lodging, was Mrs.
Molly, from Oakhurst, the attendant of the la-
dies there. Wherever that fascinating Gumbo
went, he left friends and admirers in the serv-
ants’ hall. T think we said it was on a Wednes-
day evening, he and Mrs. Molly had fetched a
walk together, and they were performing the
amiable courtesies incident upon parting, when
Gumbo's master came up, and put an end to
their twilight whisperings and what not.

For many hours on Wednesday, on Thursday,
on Friday, a pale little maiden sate at a window
in Lord Wrotham’s house, in Hill Street, her
mother and sister wistfully watching her. She
would not go out. They knew whom she was
expeeting. He passed the door once, and she
might have thought he was coming, but he did
not. Ile wentinto a neighboring house. Papa
had never told the girls of the presents which
Harry had sent, and only whispered a word or
two to their mother regarding his quarrel with
the young Virginian,

On Saturday night there was an Opera of
Mr. Handel's, and papa brought home tickets
for the gallery. Hetty went this evening. The
change would do her good, Theo thought, and
—and, perhaps there might be Somebhody among
the fine company ; but Somebody was not there;
and Mr. Handel's fine music fell blank upon the
poor child, It might have been Signor Bonon-
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cini’s, and she would have scarce known the dif-
ference.

As the children arc undressing, and taking
off those smart new satin sacks in which they
appeared at the Opera, looking so fresh and so
pretty among all the tawdry rouged folk, Theo
remarks how very sad and woe-begone Mrs.
Molly their maid appears.  Theo is always anx-
jous when other people seem in trouble; not
so Hetty, now, who is suffering, poor thing!
from one of the most selfish maladies which
ever visits mortals. Have you ever been among
insane people, and remarked how they never,
never think of any but themselves ?

¢ What is the matter, Molly?” asks kind
Theo: and, indeed, Molly has been longing
to tell her young ladies. ¢ Oh, Miss Theo!
Oh, Miss Hetty!” she says; ‘how ever can I
tell you? Mr. Gumbo have been here, Mr.
Warrington’s colored gentleman, miss; and
he says Mr. Warrington have been took
by two bailiffs this evening, as he comes out
of Sir Miles Warrington’s house, three doors
Oﬁ‘.”

¢ Silence I” cries Theo, quite sternly. Who
is it that gives those three shrieks? It is Mrs.
Molly, who chooses to scream, because Miss
Hetty has fallen fainting from her chair.

“IT MIGHT HAVE BEEN.”
ITH heavy head bent on her yielding hand,
And half-flushed cheek, bathed in a fevered light—
With restless lips, and most unquiet cyes,
A maiden sits, and looks out on the night.
The darkness presses close against the pane,
And silence lieth on the elm-tree old,
Through whose .wide branches steals the white-faced moon
In fitful gleams, as though ’twere over bold.

She hears the wind upon the pavement fall,
And lifts her head, as if to listen there;
Then wearily she taps against the pane,
Or folds more close the ripples of her hair;
She sings unto herself an idle strain,

And through its music all her thoughts are seen;

bl

For all the burden of the song she sings
Is, “O my God! it might have been !”

Alas! that words like these should have the power
To crush the roses of her early youth—

That on her altar of remembrance sleeps

Some hope, dismantled of its love and truth——
That *mid the shadows of her memory lies

Some grave, moss-covered, where she loves to lean,
And sadly sing unto the form therein,

“It might have been—O God! it might have been!”

We all have in our hearts some hidden place—
Some secret chamber where a cold corpse lies—
The drapery of whose couch we dress anew,
Fach day, beneath the pale glare of its eyes;
We go from its still presence to the sun,
To seek the pathways where it once was seen,
And strive to still the throbbing of our hearts
With this wild cry, “ QO God! it might have been !”



