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but, still, below these rents and gashes, layers of decomposing posters showed
themselves, as if they were interminable. I thought the building could never even
be pulled down, but in one adhesive heap of rottenness and poster. As to getting
in—1 don’t believe that if the Sleeping Beauty and her Court had been so billed
up, the young Prince could have done it. et : !

Knowing all the posters that were yet legible, intimately, and pondering on their
ubiquitous nature, I was led into the reflections with which I began this paper, by
considering what an awful thing it would be, ever to have wronged—say M.
JULLIEN for example—and to have his avenging name in characters of fire inces-
santly before my eyes. Or to have injured MADAME TUSSAUD, and undergo a
gimilar retribution. Has any man a self-reproachful thought associated with pills,
or ointment? What an avenging. spirit to that man is PROFESSOR HOLLOWAY !
Have I sinned in 0il ? CABBURN pursues me. Have I a dark remembrance asso-
ciated with any gentlemanly garments, bespoke or ready made? MOSES and SoN
are on my track. Did T ever aim a blow at a defenceless fellow-creature’s head ?
That head eternally being measured for a wig, or that worse head which was bald
before it used the balsam, and hirsute afterwards—enforcing the benevolent moral,
«t Better to be bald as a Dutch cheese than come to this,”—undoes me. Have 1
no sore places in my mind which Mecti touches—which NicoLL probes—which
no registered article whatever lacerates? Does no discordant note within me thrill
responsive to mysterious watchwords, as * Revalenta Arabica,” or * Number Ong
Gt. Paul's Churchyard " ? Then may I enjoy life, and be happy.

Lifting up my eyes, as I was musing to this effect, I beheld advancing towards
me (I was then on Cornhill, near to the Royal Exchange), a solemn procession of
three advertising vans, of first-class dimensions, each drawn by a very little horse.
As the cavalcade approached, I was at a loss to reconcile the careless deportment
of the drivers of these vehicles, with the terrific announcements they conducted
throngh the city, which being a summary of the contents of a Sunday newspaper,
were of the most thrilling kind. Robbery, fire, murder, and the ruin of the
United Kingdom—each discharged in a line by itself, like a separate broadside of
red-hot shot—were among the least of the warnings addressed to an unthinking
people.  Yet, the Ministers of Fate who drove the aw ful cars, leaned forward with
their arms upon their knees in a state of extreme lassitude, for want of any subject
of interest, The first man, whose hair I might naturally have expected to see
standing on end, scratched his head—one of the smoothest 1 ever beheld—with
profound indifference, The second whistled. The third yawned,

Pausing to dwell upon this apathy, it appeared to me, as the fatal cars came by
me, that 1 descried in the second car, through the portal in which the charioteer
was seated, a figure stretched upon the floor. At the same time, I thought I smelt
tobaceo. The latter impression passed quickly from me ; the former remained.
Curions to know whether this prostrate figure was the one impressible man of the
whole capital who had been stricken insensible by the terrors revealed to him, and
whose form had been placed in the car by the charioteer, from motives of
humanity, I followed the procession. It turned into Leadenhall-market, and
halted at a public-house. Each driver dismounted. I then distinctly heard,
proceeding from the second car, where I had dimly seen the prostrate form, the
words :

“ And a pipe !"

The driver entering the public-house with his fellows, apparently for purposes of
refreshment, I could not refrain from mounting on the <haft of the second vehicle,
and looking in at the portal, I then beheld, reclining on his back upon the floor,
on a kind of mattrass or divan, a little man in a shooting-coat, The exclamation
s Dear me” which irresistibly escaped my lips cansed him to sit upright, an
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Readily-complying with the invitation, T squeezed myself in at the small apers
ture. His Majesty, graciously handing me a little three-legged stool on which [
took my seat in a corner, inquired if I smoked.

1 do ;—that is, I can,” I answered.

% Pipe and a screw | ” said His Majesty ro the attendant charioteer. *“ Do you
prefer a dry smoke, or do you moisten it?” p

As unmitigated tobaceo produces most disturbing effects upon my system {indeed,
if I had perfect moral courage, T doubt if I should smoke at all, under any circums
stances), I advocated moisture, and begged the Sovereign of the Bill-Stickers to
name his ustal liquor, and to concede to me the privilege of paying for it. After
some delicate reluctance on his part, we were provided, through the instrumen-
tality of the attendant charioteer, with a can of cold rum-and-water, flavoured with
sugar and lemon, We were also furnished with a tumbler, and I was provided
with a pipe. His Majesty, then observing that we might combine business with
conversation, gave the word for the car to proceed ; and, to my great delight, we
jogged away at a foot pace. ‘

1 say to my great delight, because T am very fond of novelty, and it was a new
sensation to be jolting through the tumult of the city in that secluded Temple,
partly open to the sky, surrounded by the roar without, and seeing nothing but
the clouds. Occasionally, blows from whips fell heavily on the Temple's walls,
when by stopping up the road longer than usual, we irritated carters and coach-
men to madness ; but, they fell harmless upon us within and disturbed not the
serenity of our peaceful retreat. As I looked upward, Ifelt, I should imagine,
like the Astronomer Royal. Iwas enchanted by the contrast between the freezing
nature of our external mission on the blood of the populace, and the perfect com-
posure reigning within those sacred precincts : where His Majesty, reclining easily
on his left arm, smoked his pipe and drank his rum-and-water from his own side
of the tumbler, which stood impartially between us. As I looked down from the
clouds and canght his royal eye, he understood my reflections, *T have an idea,”
he observed, with an upward glance, “of training scarlet runners across in the
season, —making a arbor of it,—and sometimes taking tea in the same, according
to the song.”

I nodded approval.

¢ And here you repose and think ?” said 1.

¢ And think,” said he, “of posters—walls—and hoardings.”

We were both silent, contemplating the vastness of the subject. I remembered

a surprising fancy of dear THoMAs Hoop's, and wondered whether this monarch =

ever sighed to repair to the great wall of China, and stick bills all over it.

 And so,” said he, rousing himself, “it’s facts as you collect?”

“ Facts,” said I

¢ The facts of bill-sticking,” pursued His Majesty, in a benignant manner, *‘as
known to myself, air as following. When my father was Engineer, Beadle, and
Bill-Sticker to the parish of St. Andrew’s, Holborn, he employed women to pest
bills for him. Fle employed women to post bills at the time of the riots of Londons
He died at the age of seventy-five year, and was buried by the murdered Eliza
Grimwood, over in the Waterloo-road.”

As this was somewhat in the nature of a royal speech, I listened with deference’™
and silenfly. His Majesty, taking a scroll from his pocket, proceeded, with greats

distinctness, to pour out the following flood of information :—

¢ ¢The bills being at that period mostly proclamations and declarations, and
which were oniy a demy size, the manner of posting the bills (as they did not use
brushes) was by means of a piece of wood which they called a ‘dabber.” Thus

things continued till such time as the State Lottery was passed, and then the =« 2
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printers began to print larger bills, and men were employed instead of women, as
the State Loitery Commissioners then began to send men all over England to post
bills, and would keep them out for six or eight months at a time, and they were
called by the London bill-stickers: ‘#rampers,’ their wages at the time being ten
shillings per day, besides expenses. They used sometimes to be stationed in large
towns for five or six months together, distributing the schemes to all the houses in
the town. And then there were more caricature wood-block engravings for
posting-bills than there are at ‘the present time, the principal printers, at that time,
of posting-bills being Messrs. Evans and Ruffy, of Budge-row ; Thoroughgood and
Whiting, of the present day; and Messrs. Gye and Balne; Gracechurch Street,
City, The largest bills printed at that period were a two-sheet double crown;
and when they commenced printing four-sheet bills, two  bill-stickers would work
together. They had no settled wages per week, but had a fixed price for their
work, and the London bill-stickers, during a lottery week, have been known to
earn, each, eight or nine pounds per weck, till the day of drawing; likewise the
men who carried boards in the street used to have one pound per week, and the
bill-stickers at that time would not allow any one to wilfully cover or destroy their
bills, as they had a society amongst themselves, and very frequently dined together
at some public-house where they used to go of an evening to have their work
delivered out untoe ‘em,””

All this His Majesty delivered in a gallant manner ; posting it, as it were,
before me, in a great proclamation. I took advantage of the pause he now made,
to inquire what a *two-sheet double crown ” might express?

*A two-sheet double crown,” replied the King, *“is a bill thirty-nine inches
wide by thirty inches high.”

*Is it possible,” said I, my mind reverting to the gigantic admonitions we were
then displayimg to the multitude—which were as infants to some of the posting
bills on the rotten old warehouse—¢ that some few years ago the largest bill was
10 larger than that ?”

* The fact,” returned the King, **is undoubtedlyso.” Here he instantly rushed
again into the scroll.

¢t Since the abolishing of the State Lottery all that good feeling has gone, and

nothing but jealousy exists, through the rivalry of each other.  Several billsticking

companies have started, but have failed, The first party that started a company
was twelve year ago; but what was left of the old school and their dependants
joined together and opposed them.  And for some time we were quiet again, till a
printer of Hatton Garden formed a company by hiring the sides of houses ; but he
was not supported by the public, and he left his wooden frames fixed up for rent.
The last company that started, took advantage of the New Police Act, and hired
of Messts, Grissell and Peto the hoarding of Trafalgar Square, and established a
b}ll-st}ckmg office in Cursitor-street, Chancery-lane, and engaged some of the new
bill-stlc.kers to do their work, and for a time got the half of all our work, and with
such spirit did they carry on their opposition towards us, that they used to give us
in charge before the magistrate, and get us fined ; but they found it so expensive,
that they could not keep it up, for they were always employing a lot of ruffians
from the Seven Dials to come and fight us; and ‘on one occasion the old bill-
stickers went to Trafalgar Square to attempt to post bills, when they were given in
custody by the watchman in their employ, and fined at Queen Square five pounds,
as they would not allow any of us to speak in the office ; but when they were gone,
we had an interview with the magistrate, who mitigated the fine to fifteen shillings.
During the time the men were waiting for the fine, this company started off to a
public-house that we were in the habit of using, and waited for us coming hack,
where a fighting scene took place that beggars description. Shortly after this, the
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principal one day came and shook hands with us, and acknowledged that he had
broken up the company, and that he himself had lost five hundred pound in trying
to overthrow us. 'We then took possession of the hoarding in Trafalgar Square ;
but Messrs. Grissell and Peto would not allow us to post our bills on the said
hoarding without paying them—and from first to last we paid upwards of two
hundred pounds for that hoarding, and likewise the hoarding of the Reform Club-
house, Pall Mall.””

His Majesty, being now completely out of breath, laid down his screll (which he
appeared to have finished), puffed at his pipe, and took some rum-and-water. I
embraced the opportunity of asking how many divisions the art and mystery of
bill-sticking comprised? He replied, three—auctioneers’ bill-sticking, theatrical
bill-sticking, general bill-sticking.

“The auctioneers’ porters,” said the King, ““who do their bill-sticking, are
mostly respectable and intelligent, and generally well paid for their work, whether
in town or country. The price paid by the principal auctioneers for country work
is nine shillings per day ; that is, seven shillings for day’s work, one shilling for
lodging, and one for paste. Town work is five shillings a day, including paste.”

*“Town work must be rather hot-work,” said I, ““if there be many of those
fighting scenes that beggar description, among the bill-stickers 7

“Well,” replied the King, ““Ian’t a stranger, I assure you, to black eyes; a
bill-sticker ought to know how to handle his fists a bit. As to that row I have
mentioned,, that grew out of competition, conducted in an wncompromising spirit.
Besides a man in a horse-and-shay continually following us about, the company had
a watchman on duty, night and day, to prevent us sticking bills upon the hoarding
itz Trafalgar Square. 'We went there, early one morning, to stick bills and to
black-wash their bills if we were interfered with. We zwere interfered with, and I
gave the word for laying on the wash. It was laid on—pretty brisk—and we were
all taken to Queen Square : but they couldn’t fine me. [ knew that,”—with a
bright smile—**I'd only give directions—I was only the General.”

Charmed with this monarch’s affability, T inquired if he had ever hired a hoarding
himself,

““‘Hired a large one,” he replied, “opposite the Lyceum Theatre, when the
buildings was there. Paid thirty pound for it ; let out places on it, and called it
‘The External Paper Hanging Station.” But it didn’t answer. Ah!” said His
Majesty thoughtfully, as he filled the glass, *“ Bill-stickers have a deal to contend
with, The bill-sticking clause was got into the Police Act by 2 member of Par-
liament that employed me at his election. The clause is pretty stiff respecting
where bills go ; but Z¢ didn’t mind where /Zis bills went. It was all right enough,
so long as they was /%is bills !

Fearful that T observed a shadow of misanthropy on the King's cheertul face, T
asked whose ingenious invention that was, which I greatly admired, of sticking bills
under the arches of the bridges.

“Mine !” said His Majesty. ‘I was the first that ever stuck a bill under a
bridge! TImitators soon rose up, of course.—When don’t they? But they stuck
‘'em at low-water, and the tide came and swept the bills clean away, 7 knew
that!” The King Jaughed.

* What may be the name of that insirament, like an immense fishing-rod,” I
inquired, “‘with which bills are posted on high places?”

* The joints,” returned His Majesty. ‘‘ Now, we use the joints where formerly
we used ladders—as they do still in country places. Once, when Madame™
(Vestris, understood) *‘was playing in Liverpool, another bill-sticker and me were
at it together on the wall outside the Clarence Dock—me with the joints—him on
a ladder. Lord! Ihad my bill up, right over his head, yards above him, iadder
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and all, while he was crawling to his work. The people going in and out of the
docks, stood and laughed t—1It's about thirty years since the joints come m. "

‘ Are there any bill-stickers who can’t read ?” 1 took the liberty of inquiring.

““Some,” said the King, ““But they know which is the right side up’ards of
their work, They keep it as it’s given out to 'em. I have seen a bill or so stuck
wrong side up’ards. But it’s very rare.”

Qur discourse sustained some interruption at this point, by the procession of
ears occasioning a stoppage of about three quarters of a mile in length, as nearly
as [ could judge. His Majesty, however, entreating me not to be discomposed by
the contingent uproar, smoked with great placidity, and surveyed the firmament.

When we were again in motion, I begged to be informed what was the largest
poster His Majesty had ever seen. The King replied, *“ A thirty-six sheet poster.”
I gathered, also, that there were about a hundred and fifty bill-stickers in London,
and that His Majesty considered an average hand equal to the posting of one hun-
dred bills (single sheets) in a day. The King was of opinion, that, although posters
had much increased in size, they had not increased in number ; as the abolition
of the State Lotteries had occasioned a great falling off, especially in the country.
Over and above which change, I bethought myself that the custom of advertising in
newspapers had greatly increased. ' The completion of many London improve-
ments, as Trafalgar Square (I particularly observed the singularity of His Majesty’s
calling #%af an improvement), the Royal Exchange, &c., had of late years reduced
the number of advantageous posting-places,  Bill-Stickers at present rather confine
themselves to districts, than to particular descriptions of work. One man would
strike over Whitechapel, another would take round Houndsditch, Shoreditch, and
the City Road ; one (the King said) wonld stick to the Surrey side ; another would
make a beat of the West-end.

ITis Majesty remarked, with some approach to severity, on the neglect of
delicacy and taste, gradually introduced into the trade by the new school : a
profligate and inferior race of impostors who took jobs at almost any price, to the
detriment of the old school, and the confusion of their own misguided employers,
He considered that the trade was overdone with competition, and observed speak-
ing of his subjects, * There are too many of em.” He believed, still, that things
were a little better than they had been; adducing, as a proof, the fact that
particular posting places were now reserved, by common consent; for particular
posters; those places, however, must be regularly occupied by those posters, or,
they lapsed and fell into other hands. It was of no use giving 7 maa a Drury Lane
bill this week and not next. Whers was it to go? He was of opinion that going
to the expense of putting up your own board on which your sticker could display
your own bills, was the only cowplete way of pesting yourself at the present time ;
but, even to effect this, on payment of a shilling a week to the keepers of steam-
boat piers and other such places, you must be able, besides, to give orders for
theatres and public exhibitions, or you would be sure to be cut out by somebody.
His Majesty regarded the passion for orders, as one of the most unappeasable
appetites of human nature, If there were a building, or if there were repairs, going
on, anywhere, you could generally stand something and make it right with the
foreman of the works ; but, orders would be expected from you, and the man who
could give the most orders was the man who would come off best. There was this
other objectionable point, in orders, that workmen sold them for drink, and often
sold them to persons who were likewise troubled with the weakness of thirst :
which led (His Majesty said) to the presentation of your orders at Theatre doors,
by individuals who were “‘too shakery” to derive intellectual profit from the
entertainments, and who brought a scandal on you. Finally, His Majesty said that
you could hardly put too litle in a poster ; what you wanted, was, two or three
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good catch-lines for the eye to rest on—then, leave it alone—and there you
were |

These are the minutes of my conversation with His Majesty, as I noted them
down shortly afterwards. T am not aware that I have been betrayed into any
alteration or suppression. The manner of the King was frank in the extreme ; and
he seemed to me to avoid, at once that slight tendency to repetition which may
have been observed in the conversation of His Majesty King George the Third, and
that slight under-current of egotism which the curious observer may perhaps detect
in the conversation of Napoleon Bonaparte.

I must do the King the justice to say that it was I, and not he, who closed the
dialogue. At this juncture, I became the subject of a remarkable optical delusion ;
the legs of my stool appeared to me to double up; the car to spin round and
round with great violence ; and a mist to arise hetween myself and His Majesty.
In addition to these sensations, I felt extremely unwell. T refer these unpleasant
effects, either to the paste with which the posters were affixed to the van : which
may have contained some small portion of arsenic; or, to the printer’s ink, which
may have contained some equally deleterious ingredient. Of this, I cannot be
sure. I am only sure that I was not affected, either by the smoke, or the rum-and-
water, I was assisted out of the vehicle, in a state of mind which I have only
experienced in two other places—T allude to the Pier at Dover, and to the corre-
sponding portion of the town of Calais—and sat upon a door-step until I recover_ed.
The procession had then disappeared. I have since looked anxiously for the King
in several other cars, but I have not yet had the happiness of seeing His Majesty.

“BIRTHS. MRS. MEEK, OF A SON.

——

My name is Meek, I am,in fact, Mr. Meck, That son is mine and Mrs.
Meek's. When I saw the announcement in the Times, I dropped the paper, I
bad put it in, myself, and paid for it, but it looked so noble that it overpowered
ne.

As soon as I could compose my feelings, I took the paper up to Mrs. Meck’s
bedside. ** Maria Jane,” said I (I allude to Mrs. Meek), “ you are now a public
character.” We read the review of our child, several times, with feelings of the
strongest emotion ; and I sent the boy who cleans the boots and shoes, to the office
for fifteen copies. No reduction was made on taking that quantity,

It is scarcely necessary for me to say, that our child had been expected. In
fact, it had been expected, with comparative confidence, for some months, Mrs,
Meek’s mother, who resides with us—of the name of Bigby—had made every
preparation for its admission to our circle.

I hope and believe I am a quiet man. I will go farther. T Jnow T am a quiet
man. My constitution is tremulous, my voice was never loud, and, in point of
stature, I have been from infancy, small. I have the greatest respect for Maria
Jane’s Mama.  She is a most remarkable woman, 1 honour Maria Jane’s Mama.
In my opinion she would storm a town, single-handed, with a hearth-broom, and
carry it. 1 have never known her to yield any point whatever, to mortal man.
She i§ caleulated to terrify the stoutest heatt,

Still—but T will not anticipate. +

The first intimation I had, of any preparations being in progress, on the part of
Maria Jane’s Mama, was one afternoon, several months ago, I came home earlier
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than usual from the office, and, proceeding into the dining-room, found an
obstruction hehind the door, which prevented it from opening freely. It was an
obstruction of a soft nature, On looking in, I found it to be a female,

The female in question stood in the corner behind the door, consuming Sherry
Wine, From the nuity smell of that beverage pervading the apartment, I have no
doubt she was consuming a second glassful. She wore a black bonnet of large
dimensions, and was copious in figure. The expression of her countenance was
severe and discontented. The words to which she gave utterance on seeing me,
were these, *“ Oh git along with you, Sir, if you please; me and Mis. Bigby don't
want no male parties here | ” it

That female was Mrs. Prodgit.

I immediately withdrew, of course. I was rather hurt, but T made no remark,
Whether it was that T showed a lowness of spirits after dinner, in consequence of
feeling that T seemed to intrude, I cannot say. But, Maria Jane’s Mama said to
me on her retiring for the night: in a low distinct voice, and with a look of
reproach that completely subdued me: *George Meek, Mrs. Prodgit is your
wife’s nurse |

I bear no ill-will towards Mrs. Prodgit. Ts it likely that T, writing this with
tears in my eyes, should be capable of deliberate animosity towards a female, so
essential to the welfare of Maria Jane ? Iam willing to admit that Fate may have
been to blame, and not Mrs. Prodgit ; but, it is undeniably true, that the latter
female brought desolation and devastation into my lowly dwelling.

We weve happy after her first appearance ; we were sometimes exceedingly so.
But, whenever the parlor door was opened, and * Mrs. Prodgit ! " announced
{and she was very often announeed), misery ensued. I could not bear Mrs,
Prodgit’s look. I 'felt that I was far from wanted, and had no business to exist in
Mrs, Prodgit’s presence. Between Maria Jane’s Mama, and Mys. Prodgit, there
was a dreadful, secret, understanding—a dark mystery and conspiracy, pointing me
out as a being to be shunned. I appeared to have done something that was evil,
Wheneyer Mys. Prodgit called, after dinner, I retired to my dressing-room—where
the temperature is very low, indeed, in the wintry time of the year—and ‘sat
looking at my frosty breath as it rose before me, and at my rack of boots; a
serviceable article of furniture, but never, in my opinion, an exhilarating object,
The length of the councils that were held ‘with Mrs, Prodgit, under these
Circumstances, I will not attempt to describe. I will merely remark, that Mys,
Prodgit always consumed Sherry Wine while the deliberations were in progress ;
that they always ended in Maria Jane’s being in wretched spirits on the sofa ; and
that Maria Jane’s Mama always received me, when I was recalled, with a look of
desolate triumph that too plainly said, * Now, George Meek! Vou see my child,
Maria Jane, a ruin, and I hope you are satisfied !

I pass, generally, over the périod that intervened between the day when Mrs,
Prodgit entered heér protest against male parties, and the ever-memorable midnight
when I brought her to my unobtrusive home in a cab, with an extremely large box
on the roof, and a bundle, a bandbox, and a basket, between the driver's iégs. 1
have no objection to Mrs. Prodgit (aided and abetted by Mrs. Bighy, who I never
can forget is the parent of Maria Jane) taking entire possession of my unassuming
establishment, In'the recesses of my own breast, the thought may linger that a
man in possession cannot be so dreadful as a woman, and that woman Mrs,
Prodgit ; but, I ought to bear a good deal, and I hope I can, and do. Huffing
and snubbing, prey upon my feelings ; but, I can bear them without complaint,
They may tell in’ the long run; I may be hustled about, from post to pillar,
}_Jeyt_)lnd my strength ; nevertheless, I wish to avoid giving rise to words in the
2mily,
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The voice of Nature, however, cries aloud in he]ml_f t?l' Augustus George, my
infant son. It is for him that I wish to utter a few plaintive household words. 1
am not at all angry ; I am mild—but miserable. _

I wish to know why, when my child, Augustus George, was expected in our
circle, a provision of pins was n':m?c, as if lhlc Ial!_lc stranger were a ¢riminal \;-ho
was to be put to the torture immediately on his arrival, instead of' a holy babe ? I
wish to know why haste was made to stick those pins all over his innocent form,
in every direction? I wish to be informed why light and air are excluded from
Augustus George, like poisons? Why, I ask, is my unoffending infant so hedged
into a basket-bedstead, with dimity and calico, with miniature sheets and |)|unkgls,
that I can only hear him snuffle (and no wonder !) deep down under the pink
hood of a little bathing-machine, and can never peruse even so much of his

aments as his nose.
‘m‘?;l'zsellcxpeciutl to be the father of a French Roll, that the brushes of A}l
Nations were laid in, to rasp Augustus George? Am I to be told that his
sensitive skin was ever intended by Nature to have rashes brought out upon it, by
the premature and incessant use of those formidable little J!Hlm’mcn!s? o

Is my son a Nutmeg, that he is to be grated on the stiff edges of sharp frills ?
Am I the parent of a Muslin boy, that his yielding surface is to be crimped and
small plaited ?  Or is my child composed of Paper or of Linen, that impressions of
the finer getting-up art, practised by the lanndress, are to be printed off, all over
his soft arms and legs, as I constantly observe them ? The starch enters his soul ;
who can wonder that he cries? ! :

Was Augustus George intended to have limbs, or to be bomn a Torso? 1T
presume that limbs were the intention, as they are the usnal practice. 1 hen, why
are my poor child's limbs fettered and tied up ? Am I to be told that there is any
analogy between Augustus George Meek and Jack Sheppard ?

Analyse Castor Oil at any Institution of Chemistry that may be agreed upon,
and inform me what resemblance, in taste, it bears to that natural provision which
it is at once the pride and duty of Maria Jane, to administer to Augustus (':ec'lrglc !
Vet, I charge Mrs. Prodgit (aided and abetted by Mrs. Bighy) with systematically
forcing Castor Oil on my innocent son, from the first hour of his birth. When
that medicine, in its efficient action, causes internal (hslurl_mn(te to Augustus
George, I charge Mrs. Prodgit (aided and abetted by Mrs. Bigby) with insanely
and inconsistently administering opium to allay the storm she has raised ! What
is the meaning of this ? ! :

If the days of Egyptian Mummies are past, how dare Mrs. Prodgit require, for
the use of my son, an amount of flannel and linen that would carpet my humble
roof ? Do I wonder that she requires it? No! This l]lOI'Ilil]g,.“‘llhlll an hour,
I beheld this agonising sight. I beheld my son—Augustus George—ir: Mrs,
Prodgit’s hands, and -on Mrs. Prodgit's knee, being dressed. He was at the
moment, comparatively speaking, in a state of nature ; having nothing on, but an
extremely short shirt, remarkably disproportionate to the length of his usual outer
garments. Trailing from Mrs. Prodgit’s lap, on the floor, was a long narrow
roller or bandage—I should say of several yards in extent. In this, I saw Mrs.
Prodgit tightly roll the bady of my unoffending infant, turning him over and overy
now presenting his unconscious face upwards, now the back of his bald head, untii
the unnatural fzat was accomplished, and the bandage secured by a pin, \\'}_nchl'
have every reason to believe entered the body of my only child. 1In lh_is tourniquet,
he passes the present phase of his existence. Can I know it, and smile !

I fear 1 have been betrayed into expressing myself warmly, but T feel deep?;‘-
Not for myself ; for Augustus George, 1 dare not interfere. Wil anyone? W 3ll
any publication? Any doctor? Any parent? Any body? I do not complain
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that Mrs. Prodgit (aided and abetted by Mrs. Bigby) entirely alienates Maria
Jane's affections from me, and interposes an impassable barrier between us, [ do
not complain of being made of no account. I do not want to be of any account,
But, Augustus George is a production of Nature (I cannot think otherwise), and I
claim that he should be treated with some remote reference tc Nature. In my
apinion, Mrs. Prodgit is, from first to last, a convention and a superstition. Are
all the faculty afraid of Mrs. Prodgit? 1If not, why don't they take her i hand
and improve her ?

P.S. Maria Jane's Mama boasts of her own knowledge of the subject, and says
she brought up seven children besides Maria Jane. But how do 7 know that she
might not have brought them up much betier? Maria Jane herself is far from
strong, and is subject to headaches, and nervous indigestion. ssides which, I
learn from the statistical tables that one child in five
its life ; and one child in three, within the fifth,
never improve in these particulars, I think !

P.P.S. Augustus George is in convulsions.

dies within the first year of
That don't look as if we could

LYING AWAKE.

—_—

“My uncle lay with his eyes half closed, and his nightcap drawn almost down
to his nose. His fancy was already wandering, and began to mingle up the
present scene with the crater of Vesuvius, the French Opera, the Coliseum at

ome, Dolly’s Chop-house in London, and all the farrago of noted places with
which the brain of a traveller is crammed ; in a word, he was just falling asleep.”

Thus, that delightful writer, WASHINGTON IRVING, in his Tales of a Traveller.
But, it happened to me the other night to be lying : not with my eyes half closed,
but with my eyes wide open ; not with my nightcap drawn almost down to my
nose, for on sanitary principles I never wear a nightcap : but with my hair pitch-
forked and touzled all over the pillow ; not just falling asleep by any means, but
glaringly, persistently, and obstinately, broad awake. Perhaps, with no scientific
intention or invention, 1 was illustrating the theory of the Duality of the Brain;
perhaps one part of my brain, being wakeful, sat up to watch the other part which
Was sleepy. Be that as it may, something in me was as desirous to go to sleep as
it possibly could be, but something else in me wowld not go to sleep, and was as
obstinate as George the Third.

Thinking of George the Third—for T devote this paper to my train of thoughts
as I lay awake : most people lying awake sometimes, and having some nterest in
the subject—put me in mind of BENJAMIN FRANKLIN, and so Benjamin
Franklin's paper on the art of procuring pleasant dreams, which would seem
necessarily o include the art of going to sleep, came into my head. Now, as I
often used to read that paper when I was a very small boy, and as I recollect
everything I read then, as perfectly as 1 forget everything I read now, I quoted
“Get out of bed, beat up and turn your pillow, shake the bed-clothes well with at
least twenty shakes, then throw the bed open and leave it to cool ; in the mean-
while, continuing undrest, walk about your chamber. When you begin to feel
the cold air unpleasant, then return to your bed, and you will soon fall asleep, an
your sleep will be sweet and pleasant.” Not a bitofit! I performed the whole
ceremony, and if it were possible for me to be more saucer-eyed than I was before,
that was the only result that came of it.
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Except Niagara, The two quotations from Washington Irving and Benjamin
Franklin may have put it in my head by an American association of ideas; but
there T was, and the Horse-shoe Fall was thundering and tumbling in my eyes
and ears, and the very rainbows that I left upon the spray when I really did last
look upon it, were beautiful to see. The night-light being quite as plain, however,
and sleep seeming to be many thousand miles further off than Niagara, I made up
my mind to think a little about Sleep ; which I no sooner did than I whirled off
in spite of myself to Drury Lane Theatre, and there saw a great actor and dear
friend of mine (whom I had been thinking of in the day) playing Macbeth, and
heard him apostrophising ““the death of each day’s life,” as I have heard him
many a time, in the days that are gone.

But, Sleep, I wsl think about Sleep. I am determined to think (this is the
way 1 went on) about Sleep. 1 must hold the word Sleep, tight and fast, or T
shall be off at a tangent in half a second. I feel myself unaccountably straying,
already, into Clare Market. Sleep. It would be curious, as illustrating the
equality of sleep, to inquire how many of its phenomena are common to all classes,
to all degrees of wealth and poverty, to every grade of education and ignorance.
Here, for example, is her Majesty Queen Victoria in her palace, this present
blessed night, and here is Winking Charley, a sturdy vagrant, in one of her
Majesty’s jails. Her Majesty has fallen, many thousands of times, from that same
Tower, which 7 claim a right to tumble off now and then. So has Winking
Charley. Her Majesty in her sleep has opened or prorogued Parliament, or has
held a Drawing Room, atfired in some very scanty dress, the deficiencies and im-
proprieties of which have caused her great uneasiness. I, in my degree, have
suffered unspeakable agitation of mind from taking the chair at a public dinner at
the London Tavern in my night-clothes, which not all the courtesy of my kind
friend and host MR. BATHE could persuade me were quite adapted to the occasion.
Winking Charley has been repeatedly tried in a worse condition. Her Majesty
is no stranger to a vault or firmament, of a sort of floorcloth, with an indistinct
pattern distantly resembling eyes, which occasionally obtrudes itself on her repose.
Neither am I Neither is Winking Charley. It is quite common to all three
-of us to skim along with airy strides a little above the ground ; also to hold, with
the deepest interest, dialogues with various peovle, all represented by ourselves ;
and to be at our wit's end to know what they are going to tell us; and to be
indescribably astonished by the secrets they disclose. It is probable that we have
all three committed murders'and hidden bodies. It is pretty cerlain that we have
all desperately wanted to cry out, and have had no voice; that we have all gone
to the play and not been able to get in; that we have all dreamed much more of
our youth than of our later lives ; that—I have lost it! The thread’s broken.

And up I go. I, lying here with the night-licht before me, up 1 go, for no
reason on earth that T can find out, and drawn by no links that are visible to me,
up the Great Saint Bernard ! 1 have lived in Switzerland, and rambled among the
mountains; but, why I should go there now, and why up the Great Saint Bernard
in preference to any other mountain, I have no idea. As I lie here broad awake,
and with every sense so sharpened that I can distinctly hear distant noises
inaudible to me at another time, T make that journey, as I really did, on the same
summer day, with the same happy party—ah ! two since dead, I grieve to think—and
there is the same track, with the same black wooden arms to point the way, and
there are the same storm-refuges here and there ; and there is the same snow
falling at the top, and there are the same frosty mists, and there is the same
intensely cold convent with its ménagerie smell, and the same breed of dogs fast
dying out, and the same breed of jolly young monks whom I mourn to know as
humbugs, and the same convent parlour with its piano and the sitting round the
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fire, and the same supper, and the same lone night in a cell, and the same bright
fresh morning when going out into the highly rarefied air was like a plunge into an
icy bath. Now, see here what comes along ; and why does this thing stalk into
my mind on the top of a Swiss mountain !

It is a figure that T once saw, just after datk, chalked upon a door in a little back
lane near a country church—my first church. How young a child I may have been
at the time I don't know, but it horrified me so intensely—in connexion with the
churchyard, I suppose, for it smokes a pipe, and has a big hat with each of its ears
sticking out in a horizontal line under the brim, and is not in itself more
oppressive than a mouth from ear to ear, a pair of goggle eyes, and hands like two
bunches of carrots, five in each, can make it—that it is still vaguely alarming to
me to recall (as T have often done before, lying awake) the running home, the
looking behind, the horror, of its following me; though whether disconnected
from the door, or door and all, T can't say, and perhaps never could. It lays a
disagrecable train. I must resolve to think of something on the voluntary
principle,

The balloon ascents of this last season, They will do to think about, while I
lie awake, as well as anything else. 1 must hold them tight though, for T feel
them sliding away, and in their stead are the Mannings, hushand and wife,
hanging on the top of Horsemonger Lane Jail. In connexion with which dismal
spectacle, I recall this curious fantasy of the mind. That, having beheld that
execution, and having left those two forms dangling on the top of the entrance
gateway—the man’s, a limp, loose suit of clothes as if the man had gone out
of them ; the woman's, a fine shape, so elaborately corseted and artfully dressed,
that it was quite unchanged in its trim appearance as it slowly swung from side
to side—I never could, by my uttermost efforts, for some weeks, present the
outside of that prison to myself (which the terriblé impression I had received
continually obliged me to do) without presenting it with the two figures still
hanging in the morning air, Until, strolling past the gloomy place one night,
when the street was deserted and quiet, and actually seeing that the bodies were
not there, my fancy was persuaded, as it were, to take them down and bury them
within the precincts of the jail, where they have lain ever since.

The balloon ascents of last season, Let'me reckon them up. Thers were the
horse, the bull, the parachute, and the tumbler hanging on—chiefly by his toes, I
believe—below the car. Very wrong, indeed, and decidedly to be stopped. But,
in connexion with these and similar dangerous exhibitions, 1t strikes me that that
portion of the public whom they entertain, is unjustly reproached. Their pleasure
is in the difficulty overcome. They are a public of great faith, and are quite
confident that the gentleman will not fall off the horse, or the lady off the bull or
out of the parachute, and that the tumbler has a firm hold with his toes. They do
116t go to see the adventurer vanquished, bit triumphant. There is no parallel in
public combats between men and heasts, because nobody can answer for the
particular beast—unless it were always the same beast, in which case it would be
a mere stage-show, which the same public would go in the same state of mind to
see, entirely believing in the brute being beforehand safely subdued by the man,
That they are not accustomed to calculate hazards and dangers with any nicety,
Wwe may know from their rash exposure of themselves in overcrowded steamboats,
and unsafe conveyances and places of all kinds, And I cannot help thinking that
Instead. of railing, and attributing savage motives to a people naturally well
disposed and humane, it is better to teach them, and lead them argumentatively
and reasonably—for they are very reasonable, if you will discuss a matter with
them.u-to more considerate and wise conclusions, :

This is a disagreeable intmusion! Here is a3 man with his throat cut; dashing
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towards me as I lie awake! A recollection of an old story of a kinsman of mine,
who, going home one foggy winter night to Hampstead, when London was much
smaller and the road lonesome, suddenly encountered such a figure rushing past
him; and presently two keepers from a madhouse in pursuit, A very unpleasant
creature indeed, to come into my mind unbidden, as I lie awake.

—The balloon ascents of last season. I must return to the balloons. Why
did the bleeding man start out of them? Never mind ; if I inquire, he will be
back again. The balloons. This particular public have inherently a great
pleasure in the contemplation of physical difficulties overcome; mainly, as I'take
it, because the lives of a large majority of them are exceedingly monotonous and
real, and further, are a struggle against continual difficulties, and further still,
hecause anything in the form of accidental injury, or any kind of illness or
disability is so very serious in their own sphere. I will explain this seeming
paradox of mine. Take the case of a Christmas Pantomime. Surely nobody
supposes that the young mether in the pit who falls into fits of langhter when the
baby is boiled or sat upon, would be at all diverted by such an occurrence off the
stage. Nor is the decent workman in the gallery, who is transported heyond the
ignorant present by the delight with which he sees a stout gentleman pushed out
of a two pairof stairs window, to be slandered by the suspicion that he would be
in the least entertained by such a spectacle in any street in London, Paris, or New
York. It always appears to me that the secret of this enjoyment lies in the
temporary superiority to the common hazards and mischances of life ; in seeing
casualties, attended when they really occur with bodily and mental suffering, tears,
and poverty, happen through a very rough sort of poetry without the least harm
being done to any one—the pretence of distress in a pantomime being so broadly
humorous as to be no pretence atall. Much as in the comic fiction I can under-
stand the mother with a very vulnerable baby at home, greatly relishing the
invulnerable baby on the stage, so in the Cremorne reality I can understand the
mason who is always liable to fall off a scaffold in his working jacket and to be
earried to the hospital, having an infinite admiration of the radiant personage in
spangles who goes into the clouds upon a bull, or upside down, and who, he takes
it for granted—not reflecting upon the thing—has, by uncommon skill and
dexterity, conquered such mischances as those to which he and his acquaintance
are continually exposed,

I wish the Morgue in Paris would not come here as I lie awake, with its ghastly
beds, and the swollen saturated clothes hanging up, and the water dripping,
dripping all day long, upen that other swollen saturated something in the corner,
like a heap of crushed over-ripe figs that I have seen in Italy! And this detest-
able Morgue comes back agam at the head of a procession of forgotten ghost
stories. This will never do. I must think of something else as I lie awake; or,
like that sagacious animal in the United States who recognised the colonel wheo was
such a dead shot, 1 am a gone ’Coon. What shall I think of? The late brutal
assaults,. Very good subject. The late brutal assaults.

(Though whether, supposing I should see, here before me as I lic awake, the
awful phantom described in one of those ghost stories, who, with a head-dress of
shroud, was always seen looking in through a certain glass door at a certain dead
hour—whether, in such a case it would be the least consolation to me to know on
philosophical grounds that it was merely my imagination, is a question I can’t help
asking myself by the way.)

The late brutal assaults. T strongly question the expediency of advocating the
revival of whipping for those erimes, It is a natural and generous impulse to be
indignant at the perpetration of inconceivable brutality, but I doubt the whipping
panacea gravely, ~Not in the least regard or pity for the criminal, whom I hold in
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far lower estimation than a mad wolf, but in consideration for the general tone and
feeling, which is verymuch improvedsince the whippingtimes. It is bad for a people
to be familiarised with such punishments. When the whip went out of Bridewell,
and ceased to be flourished at the cart’s tail and at the whipping-post, it began to
fade out of madhouses, and workhouses, and schools and families, and to give place
to a better system everywhere, than eruel driving, It would be hasty, because a
few brutes may be inadequately punished, to revive, in any aspect, what, in so many
aspects, society is hardly yet happily rid of ~ The whip is a very contagious kind of
thing, and difficult to confine within one set of bounds. Utterly abolish punish-
ment by fine—a barbarous device, quite as much out of date as wager by battle, but
particularly connected in the vulgar mind with this class of offence—at least quad-
ruple the term of imprisonment for aggravated assaults—and above all let us, in
such cases, have no Pet Prisoning, vain glorifying, strong soup, and roasted meats,
bat hard work, and one unchanging and uncompromising dietary of bread and
water, well or ill ; and we shall do much better than by going down into the dark
to grope for the whip among the rusty fragments of the rack, and the branding iron,
and the chainsand gibbet from the public roads, and the weights that pressed men
to death in the cells of Newgate.

I had proceeded thus far, when I found I had been lying awake so long that the
very dead began to wake too, and to crowd inte my thoughts most sorrowfully.
Therefore; I resolved to lie awake no more, but fo get up and go out for a night
walk—which resolution was an acceptable relicf to me, as T dare say it may prove
now to a great many more,

THE POOR RELATION’S STORY.

e

HE was very reluctant to take precedence of so many respected members of the
family, by beginning the round of stories they were to relate as they sat in a goodly
circle by the Christmas fire; and he modestly suggested that it would be more
correct if ““ John our esteemed host” (whose health he begged to drink) would
hiave the kindness to begin. For as to himself, he said, he was so little used to
lead the way that reall—— But as they all cried out here, that he must begin,
and agreed with one voice that he might, could, would, and should begin, he left
gﬁ’ rubbing his hands, and tock his legs out from under his arm-chair, and did

egin. )

I have no doubt (said the poor relation) that I shall surprise the assembled
members of our family, and particularly John our esteemed host to whom we are
50 much indebted for the great hospitality with which he has this day entertained
us, by the confession I am going to make. But, if you do me the honor to be
surprised at anything that falls from a person so unimportant in the family as I am,
I can only say that I shall be scrupulously accurate in all I relate.

I am not what I am supposed to be. T am quite another thing. Perhaps before
I go further, I had better glance at what Tam supposed to be,

It is supposed, unless I mistake—the assembled members of our family will
correet me if I do, which is very likely (here the poor relation looked mildly about
him for contradiction) ; that Iam nobody’s enemy but my own. That I never
met with any particular success in anything. That I failed in business because T
was unbusiness-like and credulous—in not being prepared for the interested designs
of my partner, ‘That I failed in love, becanse 1 was ridicylously trustful=—in thinks
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ing it impossible that Christiana could deceive me. That I failed in my expectations
from my uncle Chill, on account of not being as sharp as he could have wished in
worldly mattets. - That; throughlife, I have been rather put upon and .chsappou?ted
ina general way. That I am at presenta bachelor of between fifty-nine and sixty
years of age, living on a limited income in the form of a quarterly allowance, to
which T sec that John our esteemed host wishes me to make no further allusion.

The supposition as to my present pursuits and habits is to the following effect.

1live in a lodging in the Clapham Road—a very clean back room, in a very
respectable house—where I am expected not to be at home in the day-time, unless
poorly ; and which I usually leave in the morning at nine o'clock, on pretence of
going to business, I take my breakfast—my roll and butter, and my half-pint of
coffes—at the old established coffee-shop near Westminster Bridge ; and then 1
go into the City—I don’t know why—and sit in Garraway’s Coffee Hose, and on
'Change, and walk about, and look into a few offices and counting-houses where
some of my relations or acquaintance are s0 good as to tolerate me, and where .I
stand by the fire if the weather happens to be cold. T get through the day in this
way until five o’clock, and then I dine: at a cost, on the average, of one and
threepence. Having still a litttle money to spend on my evening’s entertainment,
I look into the old-established cofice-shop as I go home, and take my cup of tea,
and perhaps my bit of toast.  So, asthe large hand of the clock makes its way round
to the morning hour again, T make my way round to the Clapham Road again, and
go to bed when I get to my lodging—fire being expensive, and being objected to by
the family on account of its giving trouble and making a dirt.

Sometimes, one of my relations or acquaintances is so obliging as to ask me to
dinner. Those are holiday occasions, and then I generally walk in the Park, 1
am a solitary man, and seldom walk with anybody. Not that T am avoided
because I am shabby ; for T am not at all shabby, having always a very good suit
of black on (or rather Oxford mixture, which has the appearance of black and
wears much better) ; but I have got into a habit of speaking low, and being
rather silent, and my spirits are not high, and I amsensible that 1 am notan attrac-
tive companion.

The only exception to this general rule is the child of my first cousin, Little Frank,
1 have a particular affection for that child, and he takes very kindly to me, He is
a diffident boy by nature ; and in a crowd he is soon run over, as I maysay, and
forgotten. He and I, however, get on exceedingly well. Ihave a fancy that the
poor child will in time succeed to my peculiar position in the family. We talk but
little ; still, we understand each other. We walk about, hand in hand ; and with-
out much speaking he knows what I mean, and I know whathe means. When he
was very little indeed, I used to take him to the windows of the toy-shops, and
show him the toys inside; It is surprising how soon he found out that I would
have made him a great many presents if I had been in circumstances to do it.

Little Frank and I go and look at the outside of the Monument—he isvery fond
of the Monument—and at the Bridges, and at all the sights that are free.  On two
of my birthdays, we have dined on &-la-mode beef, and gone at half-price to the
play, and been deeply interested. I was once walking with him in Lombard Street,
which we often visit on account of my having mentioned to himn that there are
great riches there—he is very fond of Lombard Street—when a gentleman said to
me ashe passed by, *Sir, your little son has dropped his glove.” Iassure you, if
you will excuse my remarking on so trivial a circumstance, this accidental mention
of the child as mine, quite touched my heart and brought the foolish tears into
my eyes.

When little Frank is sent to school in the country, T shall be very much at a loss
what to do with myself, but I have the intention of walking down there once a
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month and seeing him on a half holiday. I am'teld he wifi then be at play upon
the Heath ; and if my visits should be objected to, as unsetiling the child, I can
see him from a distance without his seeing me, and walk back again. His mother
comes of a highly genteel family, and rather disapproves, I am aware, of our being
too much together. I know that I am not calculated to improve his retiring dis-
position ; but I think he would miss me bevond the feeling of the moment if we
were wholly separated.

When 1 die in the Clapham Road, T shall not leave much more in this world
than I shall take out of it ; but, I happen to have a miniature of a bright-faced
boy, with a curling head, and an open shirt-frill waving down his bosom (my
mother had it taken for me, but I can't believe that it was ever like), which will
be worth nething to sell, and which I shall beg may be given to Frank. I have
written my dear boy a little letter with it, in which I have told him that T felt very
sorry to part from him, though bound to confess that T knew no reason why I
should remain here. I have given him some short advice, the best in my power,
to take warning of the consequences of being nobody’s enemy bat his own ; and I
have endeavoured to comfort him for what I fear he will consider a bereavement,
by pointing out to him, that T was only a superfluous something to évery one but
him ; and that having by some means failed to find a place in this great assembly,
I'am better out of it.

Buch (said the poor relation; clearing his throat and beginning to speak a little

louder) is the general impression about me, Now, it is a remarkable circumstance
which forms the aim and purpose of my story, that this is all wrong, This is not
my life, and these are not my habits. I do not even live in the Clapham Road.
Comparatively speaking, I am very seldom there. T reside, mostly, in a—I am
almost ashamed to say the word, it sounds so full of pretension—in a Castle. 1
do not mean that it is an old baronial habitation, but still it is a building always -
known to every one by the name of a Castle. Init, I preserve the particulars of
my history ; they run thus : '
It was when 1 first took John Spatter (who had been my clerk) into partnership,
and when I was §till a young man of not more than five-and-twenty, residing in
the house of my uncle Chill, from whom I had considerable expectations, that 1
ventured to propose to Christiana, - I had loved Christiana a long time.  She was
vety beautiful, and very winning in all respects, I rather mistrusted her widowed
mother, who I feared was of a plotting and mercenary turn of mind ; but, T thought
as well of her as T could, for Christiana’s sake, T never had loved any one but
Christiana, and she had been all the world, and O far more than all the werld, to
me, from our childhood !

Christiana_accepted mie with her mother’s consent, and T was rendered very
happy indeed. My life at my Uncle Chill's was of a spare dull kind, and my
gariet chamber was as dull, and bare, and cold, as an upper prison room in some
stern northern fortress. But, having Christiana’s love, I wanted nothing upon
earth. I would not have changed my lot with any human being.

Avarice was, unhappily, my Uncle Chill's master-vice. ~Though he was rich,
he pinched, and seraped, and clutchied, and lived miserably. As Christiana had
no fortune, T was for some time a little fearful of confessing our engagement to
him ; but, at length I wrote him a letter, saying how it all truly was. I put it
into his hand one night, on going to bed.,

. AsT came down stairs next morning, shivering in the cold December air ; colder
I my uncle’s unwarmed house than in the street, where the winter sun did some-
times shine, and which was at all events enlivened by cheerful faces and voices
Ppassing along ; T carried a heavy heart towards the long, low breakfast-room in
which my uncle sat, It was a large room with a small fire; and there was a great
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bay window in it which the rain had marked in the night as if with tl{e tearf o{
houseless people. It stared upon a raw yard, with a cracked stone p:;ve:.;ené. h-n:e
some rusted iron railings half uprooted, whence an ugly out-building tha 1{:3 dm_':]u
been a dissecting-room (in the time of the great surgeon who had mortgaged the

use to my uncle), stared at it,
hoW?: rcc,>se );o enrlgr’ always, that at that time of the year we brenk(asteld by ﬁﬂld]e{i
Iight. When I went info the room, my uncle was so contracted by the co c; an
so huddled together in his chai;i behind the one dim candle, that I did not sce

i il T was close to the table. T
lmRsu?theld out my hand to him, he caught up his stick (being infirm, he ::tli_w?ys
walked about the house with a stick), and made a blow at me, and said, *“You
fool 1 y

“Uncle,” I returned, T didn't exliect you t]ccnl be so angry as this.” Nor had T
sted it, though he was a hard and angry old man. ; :

ex{‘)‘e(i(tzﬁ :]idn’t ezpect 17" said he ; ““when did you ever expect? When did you
ever caleulate, or look forward, you contemptible dog?

“ These are hard words, uncle ! ” 3 b sigE 42

Hard words? Feathers, to pelt such an idiot as you with,” said he. ““Here!
Betsy Snap! Look at him !” :

Betsy Snap was a withered, hard-favoured, yellow oifl woman—our 0;“:-’_’
domestic—always employed, at this time of the morning, in rubbing my unc €5
legs.  Asmy uncle adjured her to look at me, he put his lean grip on the crown
of her head, she kneeling beside him, and turned her face towards me. A,,n
involuntary thought connecting them both with the Dissecting Room, as it must
often have been in the surgeon’s tine, passed across my mind in the midst of my
anxiety,

"eL)crmk at the snivelling milksop!” said my uncle. * Look at the baby!
This is the gentleman who, people say, is nobody’s enemy but his own. This i
the gentleman who can’t say no. This is the gentleman who, was ma]cmg‘sys._h
large profits in his business that he must needs take a partner, t'other day. I.il‘lS is
the gentleman who is going to marry a wife without a penny, and who falls into
the hands of Jezabels who are speculating on my death !” . f

I knew, now, how great my uncle’s rage was ; for nothing short of his bemg
almost beside himself would have induced him to utter 1ilat_concludmg wor_d,
which he held in such repugnance that it was never spoken or hinted at before him
on any account, ; ‘ y 71

“On my death,” he repeated, as if he were defying me by S{nyu}g his_own
abhorrence of the word. “On my death—death—Death! But I'll spoil the
speculation. Eat your last under this roof, you feeble wretch, and may it choke
you ! 5 H ki 5,

You may suppose that T had not much appetite for the breakfast to which T was
bidden in these terms; but, I took my accustomed seat. I saw that I was
repudiated henceforth by my uncle ; still I could bear that very well, possessing
Christiana's heart. ; :

He emptied his basin of bread and milk as usual, only that he toak it on his
knees with his chair turned away from the table where I sat. When he had done,
he carefully snuffed out the candle ; and the cold, slate-coloured, miserable day
looked in upon us. .

“ Now, Mr. Michael,” said he, * before we part, I should like to have a word
with these ladies in your presence.”

“As you will, sir,” I returned ; ““but you deceive )’011:'_3121!', and wrong us,
cruelly, if you suppose that there is any feeling at stake in this contract but pure,
disinterested, faithful love.”
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To this, he only replied, * You lie!” and not one other ward.

We went, through half-thawed snow and half-frozen rain, to the house where
Christiana and her mother lived. © My uncle knew ‘them very well. They were
sitting at their breakfast, and were surprised to see us at that hour.

* Your servant, ma’am,” said my uncle to the mother. ¢ You divine the pur-
pose of my visit, I dare say, ma'am, I understand there is 2 world of pure,
disinterested, faithful love cooped up here, Iam happy to bring it all it wants, to
make it complete. 1 bring you your son-in-law, ma’am—and you, your husband,
miss. The gentleman is a perfect stranger to me, but I wish him joy of his wise
bargain.” :

He snarled at me as he went out, and I never saw him again,

It is altogether a mistake (continued the poor relation) to suppose that my
dear Christiana, over-persuaded and influenced by her mother, married a rich man,
the dirt from whose carriage wheels is often, in these changed times, thrown upon
me as she rides by. No, no. She married me.

The way we came to be married rather sooner than we intended, was this, 1
took a frugal lodging and was saving and planning for her sake, when, one day,
she spoke to me with great earnestness, and said :

““My dear Michael, I have given you my heart. T have said that I loved you,
and 1 have pledged myself to be your wife, I am as much yours through all
changes of good and evil as if we had been married on the day when such words
passed between us. I know you well, and know that if we should be separated
and our union broken off, your whole life would be shadowed, and all that might,
even now, be stronger in your character for the conflict with the world would then
be weakened to the shadow of what it is!”

* God help me, Christiana !” said 1. * You speak the truth.”

*“Michael I said she, putting her hand in mine, in all maidenly devotion, “*let
us keep apart no longer, It is but for me to say that I can live contented upon
such means as you have, and I well know you are happy, I say so from my heart.
Strive no more alone ; let us strive together. My dear Michael, it is not right that
L should keep secret from you what you do not suspect, but what distresses my
whole life. My mother: without considering that what you have lost, you have
lost for me, and on the assurance of my faith: sets her heart on riches, and urges
another suit upon me, to my misery. I cannot bear this, for to bear it is to be
untrue to you. I would rather share your struggles than look on. I want no
better home than you can give me. I know that you will aspire and labor with a
higher courage if T am wholly yours, and let it be so when you will 17

I was blest indeed, that day, and a new world opened to me. We were
married in a very little while, and I took my wife to our happy home.  That was
the beginning of the residence I have spoken of; the Castle we have ever since
inhabited together, dates from that time. All our children have been born in it.
Our first child—now married—was a little girl, whom we called Christiana, Her
son is so like Little Frank, that I hardly know which is which,

The current impression as to my partner’s dealings with me is also quite
erroneous.  He did not begin to treat me coldly, as a poor simpleton, when my
uncle and I so fatally quarrelled ; nor did he afterwards gradually possess himself
of our business and edge me out. On the contrary, he behaved to me with the
utmost good faith and honor,

Matters between us took this turn:—On the day of my separation from my
uncle, and even before the arrival at our counting-house of my trunks (which he
sent after me, not carriage paid), T went down o our room of business, on our
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bitle wharf, overlooking the river; and there I told John Spatter what had
happened.  John did not say, in reply, that rich old relatives were palpable facts,
and that love and sentiment were moonshine and fiction. He addressed me
thus :

¢ Michael,” said John, “we were at school together, and I generally had the
knack of getting on better than you, and making a higher reputation.”

“You had, John,” I returned.

¢ Although,” said John, I borrowed your books and lost them ;_borrowerl your
pocket-money, and never repaid it ; got you to buy my damaged knives at a higher
price than I had given for them new ; and to own to the windows that T had

broken.”

¢ A1l not worth mentioning, John Spatter,” said I, ‘“but certainly true.”

“When you were first established in this infant business, which promises to
thrive so well,” pursued John, ““I came to you, in my search for almost any
employment, and you made me your clerk.”

% Still not worth mentioning, my dear John Spatter,” said T “still, equally
true.”

¢ And finding that T had a good head for business, and that T was really useful
#o the business, you did not like to retain me in that capacity, and thought it an act
of justice soon to make me your partner,”

% Still less worth mentioning than any of those other little circumstances you
have recalled, John Spatter,” said I ; *for I was, and am, sensible of your merits
and my deficiencies.”

¢ Now, my good friend,” said John, drawing my arm through his, as he had
had a habit ot doing at school; while two vessels outside the windows of our
counting-house—which were shaped like the stern windows of a ship—went
lightly down the river with the tide, as John and T might then be sailing away in
company, and in trust and confidence, on our voyage of life; “let there, under
these friendly circumstances, be a right understanding between us. You are too
easy, Michael. You are nobody’s enemy but your own. If T were to give you
that damaging character among our connexion, with a shrug, and a shake of the
head, and a sigh ; and if I were further to abuse the trust you place in me—"

% But you never will abuse it at all, John,” I observed,

¢ Never !” said he; *“but I am putfing a case—I say, and if I were further to
abuse that trust by keeping this piece of our common affairs in the dark, and this
other piece in the light, and again this other piece in the twilight, and so on, I
should strengthen my strength, and weaken your weakness, day by day, until at
last T found myself on the high road to fortune, and you left behind on some bare
common, a hopeless number of miles out of the way, #

¢ Exactly so,” said L.

“To prevent this, Michael,” said John Spatter, “‘or the remotest chance of this,
there must be perfect openness between us,  Nothing must be concealed, and we
must have but one interest.”

“My dear John Spatter,” I assured him, “‘ that is precisely what 1 mean.”

% And when you are too easy,” pursued John, his face glowing with friendship,
¢¢you must allow me to prevent that imperfection in your nature from being taken
advantage of, by any one ; you must not expect me to humour it—-"

¢ 7y dear John Spatter,” I interrupted, ** I doz’¢ expect you to humour it. T
want to correct it.”

“ And 1, too,"” said John.

“ Txactly so!” cried 1. “We both have the same end in view ; and, honorably
seeking it, and fully trusting one another, and having but one interest, ours will
be a prosperous and happy partnership.”
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“I am sure of it!” retwned John Spatter. And we shook hands most
affectionately.

Itook John home to my Castle, ana we had a very happy day.  Our partnership
throve well, My friend and partner supplied what T wanted, as I had foreseen
that he would ; and by improving both the business and .myself, amply ackncw-
ledged any little rise in life to which I had helped him.

I am not (said the poor relation, looking at the fire as he slowly rubbed his
hands), very rich, for I never cared to be that ; but I have enough, and am above
all moderate wants and anxieties. My Castle is not a splendid- place, but it is
;}ery comfortable, and it has a warm and cheerful air, and is quite a picture of

ome.

Qur eldest girl, who is very like her mother, married John Spatter’s eldest son.
Our two families are closely united in other ties of attachment. It is very
pleasant of an evening, when we are all assembled together—which frequently
happens—and when John and T talk over old times, and the one interest there has
always been between us,

I really L_h] not know, in my Castle, what loneliness is.  Some of our children
or grandchildren are always about it, and the young voices of my descendants are
delightful—0, how delightful !—to me to hear. My dearest and most devoted
wife, ever faithful, ever loving, ever helpful and sustaining and consoling, is the
priceless blessing of my house ; from whom all'its other blessings spring, “We are
rather a musical family, and when Christiana sees me, at any time, a little wear
or depressed, she steals to the piano and sings a gentle air she used to sing when wi
were first betrothed. So weak a man am I, that T cannot bear to hear it from any
other source. They played it once, at the Theatre, when I was there with little
Frank ; and the child said wondering, ** Cousin Michael, whose liot tears are these
that have fallen on my hand ! ” :

Such is my Castle, and such are the real particulars of my life therein preserved
I often take Little Frank home there. He is very welcome to my gmndc}iiidren.
and they play together. At this time of the year—the Christmas and New Year
time—] am seldom out of my Castle. For, the associations of the season seem to

3;)1{1 me there, and the precepts of the season seem to teach me that it is well to be
ere,

:: And the Castle is & " observed a grave, kind voice among the company.
Yes. M‘{ Castle,” said the poor relation, shaking his head as he still looked
at the fire, *“ is in the Air. John our esteemed host suggests its situation

accurately. My Castle is i i d yill y
passlzi Ee s?tory.”y Castle is in the Air! T have done, Wil you be so good as to




THE CHILD'S STORY.

——

ONCE upon a time, a good many years ago, there was a traveller, and he set out
upon a journey. It was a magic journey, and was to seem very long when he
began it, and very short when he got half way lhrough.i . - :

He travelled along a rather dark path for some llltle. time, wlzthout meeting
anything, until at Jast he came to a beautiful child, So he said to the child,
% What do you dohere 7 And the child said, I am alwaysatplay. Come and
play with me ! :

So, he played with that child, the whole day long, and they were very merry.
The sky was so blue, the sun was so bright, the water was so sparkling, the leaves
were so green, the flowers were so lovely, and they heard such singing-birds and
saw so many butterflies, that everything was beautiful.  This was in fine weather.
When it rained, they loved to watch the falling drops, and to smell the fresh scents.
When it blew, it was delightful to listen to the wind, and fancy what it said, as it
came rushing from its home—where was that, they wondered !—whistling and
howling, driving the clouds before it, bending the trees, rambling in the chimneys,
shaking the house, and making the sea roar in fury. But, when it sn()}ved, that
was best of all ; for, they liked nothing so well as to look up at the white flakes
falling fast and thick, like down from the breasts of millions of white birds; and
to see how smooth and deep the drift was; and to listen to the hush upon the
paths and roads. il

They had plenty of the finest toys in the world, and the most astonishing
picture-books : all about scimitars and slippers and turbans, and dwarfs and giants
and genii and fairies, and blue-beards and bean-stalks and riches and caverns and
forests and Valentines and Orsons : and all new and all true,

But, one day, of a sudden, the traveller lost the child. He called to him over
and over again, but got no answer. So, he went upon his road, and went on fora
little while without meeting anything, until at last he came to a handsome boy.
So, he said to the boy, ““What do you do here ?” And the boy said, “I am
always learning. Come and learn with me.”

So he learned with that boy about Jupiter and Juno, and the Greeks and the
Romans, and I don’t know what, and leamed more than I could tell—or he either,
for he soon forgot a great deal of it.  But, they were not always learning ; they
had the merriest games that ever were played. They rowed upon the river in
summer, and skated on the ice in winter ; they were active afoot, and active on
horseback ; at cricket, and all games at ball ; at prisoners’ base, hare and hounds,
follow my leader, and more sports than I can think of ; nobody could beat them.
They had holidays too, and Twelfth cakes, and parties where they danced till
midnight, and real Theatres where they saw palaces of real gold and silver rise out
of the real earth, and saw all the wonders of the world at once. As to friends,
they had such dear friends and so many of them, that I want the time to reckon
them up. They were all young, like the handsome boy, and were never to be
strange to one another all their lives through.

Still, one day, in the midst of all these pleasures, the traveller lost the boy as he
had lost the child, and, after calling to him in vain, went on upon his journey. S0
he went oo for a little while without seeing anything, until at last he came to a
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young man. So, he said to the young man, *“ What do you do here?™  And the
young man said, ‘I am always in love, Come and love with me.”

So, he went away with that young man, and presently they came to one of
the prettiest girls that ever was seen—just like Fanny in the corner there —and she
had eyes like Fanny, and hair like Fanny, and dimples like Fanny's, and she
laughed and coloured just as Fanny does while I am talking about her. So, the
young man fell in love directly—just as Somebody I won't mention, the first time
he came here, did with Fanny, Well! he was teased sometimes—just as Some-
body used to be by Fanny ; and they quarrelled sometimes—just as Somebody and
Fanny used to quarrel; and they made it up, and sat in the dark, and wrote
letters every day, and never were happy asunder, and were always looking out for
one another and pretending not to, and were engaged at Christmas time, and sat
close to one another by the fire, and were going to be marvied very soon—all
exactly like Somebody I won’t mention, and Fanny !

But, the traveller lost them one day, as he had lost the rest of his friends, and,
after calling to them to come back, which they never did, went on upon his jowrney.
So, he went on for a little while without seeing anything, until at last he came to
a middle-aged gentleman. So, he said to the gentleman, * What are you doing
here?” And his answer was, *“I am always busy. Come and be busy with
me !

So, he began to be very busy with that gentleman, and they went on through
the wood together. The whole journey was through a wood, only it had been
open and green at first, like a wood in spring ; and now began to be thick and
dark, like a wood in summer ; some of the little trees that had come out earliest,
were even turning brown. The gentleman was not alone, but had a lady of about
the same age with him, who was his Wife ; and they had children, who were with
them too. So, they all went on together through the wood, cutting down the
trees, and making a path through the branches and the fallen leaves, and carrying
burdens, and working hard.

Sometimes, they came to a long green avenue that opened into deeper woods.
Then they would heara very little distant voice crying, * Father, father, I am
another child ! Stop for me !” And presently they would see a very little figure,
growing larger as it came along, running to join them. When it came up, they
all crowded round it, and kissed and welcomed it ; and then they all went on
together.

Sometimes, they came to several avenues at once, and then they all stood still,
and one of the children said, *“Father, 1 am going to sea,” and another said,
*“Father, I am going to India,” and another, *‘Father, I am going to seek my
fortune where I can,” and another, * Father, I am going to Heaven " So, with
many tears at parting, they went, solitary, down those avenues, each child upon
s way ; and the child who went to Heaven, rose into the golden air and
vanished.

Whenever these partings happened, the traveller looked at the gentleman, and
saw him glance up at the sky above the trees, where the day was beginning to
decline, and the sunset to come on. He saw, too, that his hair was turning grey,
But, they never could rest long, for they had their journey to perform, and it was
necessary for them to be always busy.

At last, there had been so many partings that there were no children left, and
only the traveller, the gentleman, and the lady, went upon their way in company.
And now the wood was yellow ; and now brown; and the leaves, even of the
forest trees, began to fall,

_ S0, they came to an avenue that was darker than the rest, and were pressing
farward on their journey without looking down it when the lady stopped. i
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“ My husband,” said the lady. “I am called.”

They listened, and they heard a voice a long way down the avenue, say,
¢ Mother, mother ! ”

It was the voice of the first child who had said, *“ I am going to Heaven !” and
the father said, ** I pray not yet. The sunset is very near. I pray not yet!”

But, the voice cried, *“Mother, mother!” without minding him, though his
hair was now quite white, and tears were on his face.

Then, the mother, who was already drawn into the shade of the dark avenue
and moving away with her arms still round his neck, kissed him, and said, “My
dearest, I am summoned, and Igo!” And shewas gone. And the traveller and
he were left alone together.

And they went on and on together, until they came to very near the end of the
wood : so near, that they could see the sunset shining red before them - through
the trees.

Yet, once more, while he broke his way among the branches, the traveller lost
his friend, He called and called, but there was no reply, and when he passed out
of the wood, and saw the peaceful sun going down upon a wide purple prospect,
he came to an old man sitting on a fallen tree. So, he said to the old man,
“What do you do here?” And the old man said with a calm smile, “I am
always remembering. Come and remember with me !

So the traveller sat down by the side of that old man, face to face with the
serene sunset ; and all his friends came softly back and stood around him, The
beautiful child, the handsome boy, the young man in love, the father, mother, and
children : every one of them was there, and he had lost nothing. So, he loved
them all, and was kind ard forbearing with them all, and was always pleased to
watch them all, and they all honored and loved him. And I think the traveller
must be yourself, dear Grandfather, because this is what you do to us, and what
we do to you,

THE SCHOOLBOY’'S STORY.

—

BEING rather young at present—I am getting on in years, but still T am rather
young—I have no particular adventures of my own to fall back upon. It wouldnt
much interest anybody here, I suppose, to know what a screw the Reverend is, or
what a griffin ¢ke is, or how they do stick it into parents—particularly hair-cutting,
and medical attendance. One of our fellows was charged in his half’s account
twelve and sixpence for two pills—tolerably profitable at six and threepence a-piece,
I should think—and he never took them either, but put them up the sleeve of his
jacket. 1

As to the beef, it's shameful. It's mof beef. Regular beef isn’t veins. You can
chew regular beef, Besides which, there’s gravy to regular beef, and you never
see a drop to ours, Another of our fellows went home ill, and heard the family
doctor tell his father that he couldn't account for his complaint unless it was the
beer, Of course it was the beer, and well it might be!

However, beefl and Old Che¢seman are two different things, So is beer. Tt
was Old Cheeseman I meant to tell about; not the manner in which our fellows
get their constitutions destroyed for the sake of profit. ;

Why, leok at the pie-crust alone, There's no flakiness init, It's solid—like

m Old Cheeseman,

tamp lead, Then our fellows get nightmares, and are bolstered for calling out
and waking other fellows, Who can wonder ! =

Old Cheeseman one night walked in his sleep, put his hat on over his night-cap,
got hold of a fishing-rod and a cricket-bat, and went down into the |:s.r1mt" where
they maturally thought from his appearance he was a Ghost. Why, he never
would have done that if his meals had been wholesome, When we all begin to
walk in our sleeps, I suppose they'll be sorry for it.

Old (,'bccswn:m wasn't second Latin Master then ; he was a fellow himself,
He was first brought there, very small, in a post-chaise, by a woman who was
always taking snuff and shaking him—and that was the most he remembered about
it. He never went home for the holidays, His accounts (he never learnt any
extras) were sent to a Bank, and the Bank paid them ; and he had a brown suit
twice a-year, and went into boots at twelve, They were always too big for him
loo' Bl - £=1 L]

In the Midsummer holidays, some of our fellows who lived within walking
distance, used to come back and climb the trees outside the playground wall, on
purpose to look at Old Cheeseman reading there by himseif, ~He was :1lwny!; as
mild as the tea—and #al’s pretty mild, I should hope ! —so when they whistled
to him, he looked up and nodded ; and when they said, * Halloa, Old (Z'heesmrnnu
\\_'h:\t 'lm_vc you had for dinner?” he said, * Boiled mutton ;" and when they snitll
* An't it solitary, Old Cheeseman ! he said, It is a little dull sometimes : " and
then they said, *“ Well good-bye, Old Cheeseman !” and climbed down again.
Of course it was imposing on Old Cheeseman to give him nothing but boiled mutton
through a whole Vacation, but that was just like the system. When they didn’t
give him boiled mutton, they gave him rice pudding, pretending it was a treal
And saved the butcher, ¥ 't ;

S0 Old Cheeseman went on, The holidays brought him into other frouble
besides the loneliness ; because when the fellows hcg:n‘\ to come back, not wanting
to, he was always glad to see them ; which was aggravating when they were not
at all glad to see him, and so he got his head knocked against walls, and that was
the way his nose bled. But he was a favourite in general, Once a subscription
was raised for him ; and, to keep up his spirits, he was presented before the
holidays with two white mice, a rabbit, a pigeon, and a beautiful puppy. Old
Cheeseman cried about it —especially soon afterwards, when they all ate one
another, ' ;

Of course Old Cheeseman used to be called by the names of all sorts of cheeses
—Double Glo'sterman, Family Cheshireman, I)ahchnmn, North Wiltshireman alml
all that. But he never minded it. And I don’t mean to say he was old in ;min:
of years—because he wasn't—only he was called from the first, Old Cheeseman

At last, Old Cheeseman was made second Latin Master. He was brought in
One morning at the beginning of a new half, and presented to the school in that
Capacity ag *‘ Mr. Cheeseman.” Then our fellows all agreed that Old Cheeseman
Was a spy, and a deserter, who had gone over to the enemy's camp, and sold
himself for gold. It was no excuse for him that he had sold himself for very l.it-lle
gohi—l\\‘q pound ten a quarter and his washing, as was reported. It was decided

¥ & Parliament which sat about it, that Old Cheeseman’s mercenary motives
EOuie]J almlc be i:\L;w! into account, and that he had “coined our blood for
Bl;aucnlllsn;:.d Cal;;f-ii:‘]s}. arhament took the expression out of the quarrel scene between
o who e o Moo o ik O Chesseman was . tremendos
into favour hy giving up everything he k . 'U\‘il S‘LC‘Mb o e
B g ‘| erything he knew, all courageous fellows were invited

e forward and enrol themselves in a Society for making a set against him
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The President of the Society was First boy, named Bob Tarter. His father was
in the West Indies, and he owned, himself, that his father was worth Millions,
He had great power among our fellows, and he wrote a parody, beginning,

“ Who made believe to be so meek
That we could hardly hear him speak,
Yet turned out an Informing Sneak ?
Old Cheeseman.”

—and on in that way through more than a dozen verses, which he used to go and
sing, every morning, close by the new master’s desk. Ie trained one of the low
boys, too, a rosy-cheeked little Brass who didn’t care what he did, to go up to him
with his Latin Grammar one morning, and say it so : Nominativies pronominum—
Old Cheeseman, raro exprimitur—was never suspected, nisi dustinctionis—of being
an informer, aut emphasis gratid—until he proved one. /—for instance, Fos
damnastis—when he sold the boys. Quasi—as though, dica—he should say,
Preterea nemo—1'm a Judas! All this produced a great effect on Old Cheeseman.
He had never had much hair; but what he had, began to get thinner and thinner
every day, Hegrew paler and more worn ; and sometimes of an evening he was seen
sitting at his desk with a precious long snuff to his candle, and his hands before his
face, erying.  But no memberof the Society could pity him, even if he felt inclined,
because the President said it was Old Cheeseman’s conscience,

So Old Cheeseman went on, and didn’t he lead a miserable life! Of course
the Reverend turned up his nose at him, and of course o4z did—because both of
them always do that at all the masters—but he suffered from the feilows most, and
he suffered from them constantly. He never told about it, that the Society could
find out; but he got no credit for that, because the President said it was Old
Cheeseman’s cowardice.

He had only one friend in the world, and that one was almost as powerless as
he was, for it was only Jane. Jane was a sort of wardrobe woman to our fellows,
and took care of the boxes. She had come at first, I believe, asa kind of appren-
tice—some of our fellows say from a Charity, but /don't know—and after her time
was out, had stopped at so much a year. So little a year, perhaps I ought to say,
for it is far more likely. However, she had put some pounds in the Savings'
Bank, and she was a very nice young woman. She was not quite pretty ; but she
had a very frank, honest, bright face, and all our fellows were fond of her, She
was uncommonly neat and cheerful, and uncommonly comfortable and kind, And
if anything was the matter with a fellow’s mother, he always went and showed the
letter to Jane.

Jane was Old Cheeseman’s friend. The more the Society went against him, the
more Jane stood by him. She used to give him a good-humoured look out of her
still-room window, sometimes, that seemed to set him up for the day. She used
to pass out of the orchard and the kitchen garden (always kept locked, I believe
you 1) through the play-ground, when she might have gone the other way, only to
give a turn of her head, as much as to say * Keepup your spirits ! ” to Old Cheese-
man, His slip of a room was so fresh and orderly that it was well known who
loocked after it while he was at his desk ; and when our fellows saw a smoking hot
dumpling on his plate at dinner, they knew with indignation who had sent-t up.

Under these circumstances, the Society resolved, after a quantity of meeting and
debating, that Jane should be requested to cut Old Cheeseman dead ; and that if
she refused, she must be sent to Coventry herself. So a deputation, headed by
the President, was appointed to wait on Jane, and inform her of the vote the
Society had been under the painful necessity of passing. She was very much
respected for all her good qualities, and there was a story about her having once
waylaid the Reverend in his own study, and got a fellow off from severe punishe
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ment, of Ler own kind comfortable heart. So the deputation didn’t much like the
job. However, they went up, and the President told Jane all about it. Upon
which Jane turned very red, burst into tears, informed the President and the
deputation, in a way not at all like her usual way, that they were a parcel of
malicious young savages, and turned the whole respected body out of the room.
Consequently it was entered in the Society's book (kept in astronomical cypher for
fear of detection), that all communication with Jane was interdicted: and the
President addressed the members on this convincing instance of Old Cheeseman's
undermining.

But Jane was as true to Old Cheeseman as Qld Cheeseman was false to our
fellows—in their opinion, at all events—and steadily continued to be his only
friend. Tt was a great exasperation to the Society, because Jane was as much a
loss to them as she was a gain to him ; and being more inveterate against him than
ever, they treated hin worse than ever. At last, one morning, his desk stood
empty, his room was peeped into, and found to be vacant, and a whisper went
about among the pale faces of our fellows that Old Cheeseman, unable to bear it
any longer, had got up early and drowned himself.

The mysterious looks of the other masters after breakfast, and the evident fact
that old Cheeseman was not expected, confirmed the Society in this opinion,
Some began to discuss whether the President was liable to hanging or only trans-
portation for life, and the President’s face showed a great anxiety to know which.
However, he said that a jury of his country should find him game ; and that in his
address be should put it to them to lay their hands upon their hearts and say
whether they as Britons approved of informers, and how they thought they would
like it themselves. Some of the Society considered that he had better run away
until he found a forest where he might change clothes with a wood-cutter, and
stain his face with blackberries ; but the majority believed that if he stood his
ground, his father—belonging as he did to the West Indies, and being worth
Millions—could buy him off, 2

All our fellows’ hearts beat fast when the Reverend came in, and made a sort of
a R'om:m, or a Field Marshal, of himself with the ruler; as he aiways did before
delivering an address. But their fears were nothing to their astonishment when he
came out with the story that Old Cheeseman, ““so long our respected friend and
fellow-pilgrim in the pleasant plains of knowledge,” he called kim—0 yes | I dare
say! Much of that!—was the orphan child of a disinherited young lady who had
married against her father’s wish, and whose young husband had died, and who
had died of sorrow herself, and whose unfortunate baby (Old Cheeseman) had been
brought up at the cost of a grandfather who would never consent to see it, baby,
bo_v,_ or man: which grandfather was now dead, and serve him right—that's my
putting in—and which grandfather’s large property, there being no will, was now:
and all of a sudden and for ever, Old Cheeseman's! Qur so long respected ﬁ'ienc’l
and fellow-pilgrim in the pleasant plains of knowledge, the Reverend wound up a
lot of bothering quotations by saying, would “‘ come among us once more” that
day fortnight, when he desired to take leave of us himself, in a more particular
manner. With these words, he stared severely round at our fellows, and went
solemnly out.

There was precious consternation among the members of the Society, now.
Lots of them wanmted to resign, and lots more began to try to make out that they
had never belonged to it. However, the President stuck up, and said that they
must stand or fall together, and that if a breach was made it should be over his
body—which was meant to encourage the Society : but it didn’t. The President
further said, he would consider the position in which they stood, and would give
them his best opinion and advice in a few days. ‘This was eagerly looked for, as
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he knew a good deal of the world on account of his father's being in the West
Indies.

After days and days of hard thinking, and drawing armies all over his slate, the
President called our fellows together, and made the matter clear. He said it was
plain that when Old Cheeseman came on the appointed day, his first revenge
wotlld be to impeach the Society, and have it flogged all round. After witnessing
with joy the torfure of his enemies, and gloating over the cries which agony would
extort from them, the probability was that he would invite the Reverend, on pre-
{ence of conversation, into a private room—say the parlour into which Parents
were shown, where the two great globes were which were never used—and would
there reproach him with the various frauds and oppressions he had endured at his
hands. At the close of his observations he would make a signal to a Prizefighter
concealed in the passage, who would then appear and pitch into the Reverend, till
he was left insensible,  Old Cheeseman would then make Jane a present of from
five to ten pounds, and would leave the establishment in fiendish triumph.

The President explained that against the parlour part, or the Jane part, of these
arrangements he had nothing to say ; but, on the part of the Society, he comselled
deadly resistance. With this view he recommended that all available desks should
be filled with stones, and that the first word of the complaint should be the signal
to every fellow to let fly at Old Cheeseman. The bold advice put the Seciety in
better spirits, and was unanimously taken. A post about Old Cheeseman’s size
was put up in the playground, and all our fellows practised at it till it was dinted
all over. :

When the day came, and Places were called, every fellow sat down in a tremble.
There had been much discussing and disputing as to how Old Cheeseman would
come; but it was the general opmion that he would appear in a sort of triumphal
car drawn by four horses, with two livery servants in front, and the Prizefighter in
disguise up behind. So, all our fellows sat listening for the sound of wheels. But
no wheels were heard, for Old Cheeseman walked after all, and came into the
school without any preparation. Pretty much as he used to he, only dressed in
black.

¢ GGentlemen,” said the Reverend, presenting him, *“our so long respected friend
and fellow-pilgrim in the pleasant plams of knowledge, is desirous to offer a word
or two. Attention, gentlemen, one and all ! e

Every fellow stole his hand into his desk and looked at the President. The
President was all ready, and taking aim at Old Cheeseman with his eyes,

What did Old Cheeseman then, but walk up to his old desk, look round him
with a queer smile as if there was a tear in his eye, and begin in a quavering mild
voice, ““ My dear companions and old friends ! ”

Every fellow’s hand came out of his desk; and the President suddenly began to
c

% My dear companions and old friends,” said Old Cheeseman, ‘“you have heard
of my good fortune, I have passed so many years under this roof—my entire life
so far, 1 may say—that 1 hope you have been glad to hear of it for my sake. I
could never enjoy it without exchanging congratulations with you. If we bhave
ever misunderstood one another at all, me my dear boys let us forgive and forget.

1 have a great tenderness for you, and I am sure you return it. I want in the ful-
ness of a grateful heart to shake hands with you every one. T have come back to
do it, if you please, my dear boys.”

Since the President had begun to cry, several other fellows had broken out here
and there ; but now, when Old Cheeseman began with him as first boy, laid his
left hand affectionately on his shoulder and gave him his right ; and when the
President said * Indeed, T don't deserve it, sir; upon my honour I don’t;” there
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was sobbing and crying all over the school. Every other fellow said he didu’t
deserve it, much in the same way; but Old Cheeseman, not minding that a bit.
went cheerfully round to every boy, and wound up with every master—finishing off
the Reverend Iast.

Then a snivelling little chap in a corner, who was always under some punish-
ment or other, set up a shrill ery of *“Successto Old Cheeseman! Hooray!”
The Reverend glared upon him, and said, * A/ Cheeseman, sir.” But, Old
Cheeseman protesting that he liked his old name a great deal better than his new
one, all our fellows took up the ery; and, for I don’t know how many minutes,
there was such a thundering ' of feet and hands, and such a roaring of Old Cheese-
man, as neyer was heard. Y

After that, there was a spread in the dining-room of the most magnificent kind.
Fowls, tongues, preserves, fruits, confectionaries, jellies, neguses, barley-sugar
temples, tr}ﬂes, crackers—eat all you can and pocket what you like—all at Old
Cheeseman’s expense. After that, speeches, whole holiday, double and treble sets
of all manners of things for all manners of games, donkeys, pony-chaises and drive
yourself, dinner for all the masters at the Seven Bells (twenty pounds a-head our
fellows estimated it at), an annual holiday and feast fixed for that day every year,
and another on Old Cheeseman’s birthday-—Reverend bound down before thefellows
to allow it, so that he could never back out—all at Old Cheeseman’s expense.
OAn:l didn’t our fellows go down in'a body and cheer outside the Seven Bells ?

no ! ;

Bu’t there’s something else besides. Don't look at the next story-teller, for
there’s more yet. Next day, it was resolved that the Society should make it up
:V:‘ll]l Jane, m}d then be dissolved. 'What do you thirk of Jane being gone, though !

What ? Gone for ever ?” said our fellows, with long faces.  * Ve, ta be sure,”
was all the answer they could get, None of the people about the house would s;;y
anything more. At length, the first boy took upon himself to ask the Reverend
whether our old friend Jane was really gone? The Reverend (he has got a
d:lug}}t?er at 11(3111&—-turn-up nose, and red) replied severely, * Yes, sir, Miss Pitt is
gone.” The idea of calling Jane, Miss Pitt!  Some said she had been sent away
in disgrace for taking money from Old Cheeseman ; others said she had gone into
Old Cheeseman’s service at a rise of ten pounds a year. All that our fellows
knew, was, she was gone. ;

It was two or t_hl’ee months afterwards, when, one afternoon, an open carriage
stopped at the cricket field, just outside bounds, with a lady and gentleman in it
who looked at the game a long time and stood up to see it played. Nubod)‘r
thought much about them, until the same little snivelling chap came in, against all
rules, from the post where he was Scout, and said, “ I?’s Jane ! B::,)th Elevens
forgot the game directly, and ran crowding round the carriage. It was Jane! In
sucha bonnet!  And if you'll believe me, Jane was married to Old Cheeseman.

It soon became quite a regular thing when our fellows were hard at it in the
Pplayground, to sec a carriage at the low part of the wall where it joins the high
part, and a lady and gentleman standing up in it, looking over. The gentleman
was always Old Cheeseman, and the lady was always Jane

The first time 1 ever saw them, I sawthem in that way, There had beena good
many changes among our fellows then; and it had tumed out that Bob Tarter's
father wasn’t worth Millions! He wasn’t worth anything. Bob had gone fora
sp]dxer, and Old‘Cheeseman had purchased his discharge. But that's not the care
viage, The carriage stopped, and all our fellows stopped as soon as it was seen,

50 you have never sent me to Coventry after all ! said the lady, laughing,

as our fellows swarmed wp the wall to shak i
s . shake hands with her., “*Are yo
going to do it?” ! el
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¢ Never ! never ! never !” on all sides, : -

T didw’t understand what she meant then, but of course I do now. le{.%z ?13{
much pleased with her face though, and with her good way, and I.CO? cnn' i 11[
lookine at her—and at him teo—with all our fellows clustering so joyluily abou

=1

lllgi];{ey soon took notice of me as a new boy, so I thought T might as \f’e‘ll s‘_\;amf
up the wall myself, and shake hands with them as the rest did, 'llh\\-nﬁ quli:a‘ a:
glad to see them as the rest were, and was quite as familiar with them n
- e 3 1 s g9
mo‘TOnly a fortnight now,” said Old Cheeseman, 10 the holidays. Who stops?
Anybody " ) ) =

nﬁyx gngd many fingers pointed at me, and a good many voices c;aed gI-Ite.?onfsc; -
For it was the year when you were all away ; and rather low I was about it, 1 ca

11 y % . - . . -
= “)8?1 17 <aid Old Cheeseman. * But it’s solitary here in the holiday time. e
had better come to us.” f : A e

So I went to their delightful house, and was as happy as}I co;.ld p&?;?r]:)(ll;:y
They understand how to conduct themselves towa‘rds boys, they Eto. e
take a boy to the play, for instance, they do take him. They d.gn gci i hert
begun, or come out before it’s over. They know how to 1)1111g_al)gy l;’e o
Look at their own ! Though he is very little as yet, what ‘fil. caknta 0]{ 1“;.’
Why, my next favowite to Mrs. Cheeseman and Old Cheeseman, 1s ycung

71
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S, now I have told you all T know about 0ld Cheeseman. And it's not much
after all, T am afraid. Isit?

NOBODY'S STORY.
e i

15 lived on the bank of a mighty river, broad and deep, .v‘ihwh’ \\a:];l‘:?]{z
silently rolling on to a vast undiscovered ocean. It had rf)lled_ on, t\a?l e
world began, It had changed its course sometimes, alnd turned :ix]to ;32\: cund s

ing its ol s dry ren ; it had ever been upon the fiow, ,
Jeaving its old ways dry and barren ; but it ha r been upon e
was tg flow until Time should be no more. Against ils ntmng; uufat};?ixcnlz;h;ef
stream, nothing made head. No living creature, no flower, no 1c2‘i 4 n? p:]r1 ;al;
animate or inanimate existence, ever strayed back from the undl?uovfre; eguan.
The tide of the river set resistlessly towards it ; and the tide never stopped, any

in its cireli the sun.

more than the earth stops in its circling round ’ .

Ile lived in a busy place, and he worke}(li veriy hr;ni todhve. : I{gu?aﬁlen& :Psog:i?é

i i v rithout hard work,

ever being rich enough to live a month Witho : v
content (%01) knows, to labour with a cheerf_ul will, He was on::l %f zgl 1[1\1{111\;1:3)1:;\&
family, ‘all of whose sons and daughters gained their d:u_ly kfrea .:)rrhtas Y wask
prolonged from their rising up betimes untl;l their lying down at night. ¥
this destiny he had no prospect, and he sought none. 3 -

There \)::as over-much dru’mmmg, trumpeting, and spgechimalung, linc];};ﬁ
neighbourhood where he dwelt ; but he had nothing to do \'i’lth tmt.d . sgfwhich
and uproar came from the Bigwig family, at the unaccountab f procee ifc;% A

; i trangest statues, in i e,
race, he marvelled much, They set up the stran ¢ :
Eronze and brass, before his door ; and darkened his house with the legs and tails
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of uncouth images of horses. e wondered what it all meant, smiled in a rough
good-humoured way he had, and kept at his hard work,

The Bigwig family (composed of all the stateliest people thereabouts, and all the
noisiest) had undertaken to save him the trouble of thinking for himself, and to
manage him and his affairs.  ““ Why truly,” said he, ““I have little time upen my
hands; and if you will be so good as to take care of me, in return for the money I
pay over "—for the Bigwig family were not above his money—* I shall be relieved
and much obliged, considering that you know best.” Hence the drumming,
trumpeting, and speech-making, and the ugly images of horses which he was ex-
pected to fall down and worship.

1 don’t understand all this,” said he, rubbing his farrowed brow confusedly.
“ But it /as a meaning, maybe, if I could find it out.”

It means,” returned the Bigwig family, suspecting something of what he said,
““honour and glory in the highest, to the highest merit,”

““Oh!” said he. And he was glad to hear that,

But, when he looked among the images in iron, marble, bronze, and brass, he
failed to find a rather meritorious countryman of his, once the son of a Warwick-
shire wool-dealer, or any single countryman whomsoever of that kind. He could
find none of the men whose knowledge had rescued him and his children from
terrific and disfiguring disease, whose boldness had raised his forefathers from the
condition of serfs, whose wise fancy had opened a new and high existence to the
humblest, whose ¢kill had filled the working man’s world with accumulated
wonders. Whereas, he did find others whom he knew no good of, and even
others whom he knew much ill of.

““Humph ! " said he, *“I don’t quite understand it.”

So, he went home, and sat down by his fire-side to get it out of his mind.

Now; his fire-side was a bare one, all hemmed in by blackened streets ; but it
was a precious place to him. The hands of his wife were hardened with toil, and
she was old before her time ; but she was dear to him, IHis children, stunted in
their growth, bore traces of unwholesome nurture ; but they had beauty in his
sight. ~ Above all other things, it was an earnest desire of this man’s soul that his
children should be taught. ““If I am sometimes misled,” said he, ** for want of
knowledge, at least let them know better, and avoid my mistakes, If it is hatd to
me to reap the harvest of pleasure and instruction that is stored in books, let it be
easier to them.”

But, the Bigwig family broke out into violent family quarrels concerning what it
was lawful to teach to this man’s children. Some of the family insisted on such a
thing being primary and indispensable above all other things ; and others of the
family insisted on such another thing being primary and indispensable above ail
other things ; and the Bigwig family, rent into factions, wrote pamphlets, held
convocations, delivered charges, orations, and all varieties of discourses ; impounded
one another in courts Lay and courts Ecclesiastical ; threw dirt, exchanged pum-
melings, and fell together by the ears in unintelligible animosity. Meanwhile, this
man, in hjs short evening snatches at his fire-side, saw the demon Ignorance arise
there, and take his children to itself. e saw his daughter perverted into a heavy
slatternly drudge ; be saw his son go moping down the ways of low sensuality, to
brutality and crime ; he saw the dawning light of intelligénce in the eyes of his
babies so changing into cunning and suspicion, that he could have rather wished
them idiots,

. “I.don’t understand this any the hetter,” said he ; “but T think it cannot be
right, JNny, by the clouded Heaven above me, I protest against this as my
wrong !

Becoming peaceable again (for his passion was usually short-lived, and his nature
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kind), he looked about him on his Sundays and holidays, and he saw how much
monotony and weariness there was, and thence how drunkenness arose with all its
train of ruin. Then he appealed to the Bigwig family, and said, *“We are a
labouring people, and T have a glimmering suspicion in me that labouring people
of whatever condition were made—by a higher intelligence than yours, as I poorly
understand it—to be in need of mental refreshment and recreation.  See what we
fall into, when we rest without it. Come! Amuse me harmlessly, show me
something, give me an escape ! ”

But, here the Bigwig family fell into a state of uproar absolutely deafening.
When some few voices were faintly heard, proposing to show him' the wonders of
the world, the greatness of creation, the mighty changes of time, the workings of
nature and the beauties of art—to show him these things, that is to say, at any
period of his life when he could look upon them—there arose among the Bigwigs
such roaring and raving, such pulpiting and petitioning, such maundering and
memorialising, such name-calling and dirt-throwing, such a shrill wind of
parliamentary questioning and feeble replying—where ** I dare not " waited on *1
wonld ”—that the poor fellow stood aghast, staring wildly around.

% Have I provoked all this,” said he, with his hands to his affrighted ears, “by
what was meant to be an innocent request, plainly arising out of my familiar ex-
perience, and the common knowledge of all men who choose to open their eyes ?
1 don’t understand, and I am not understood. What is to come of such a state of
things 1"

He was bending over his work, often asking himself the question, when the
news began to spread that a pestilence had appeared among the labourers, and was
slaying them by thousands. Going forth to look about him, he soon found this to
be true, The dying and the dead were mingled in the close and tainted houscs
among which his life was passed. New poison was distilled into the always murky,
always sickening air. The robust and the weak, old age and infancy, the father
and the mother, all were stricken down alike.

What means of flight had he? He remained there, where he was, and saw those
who were dearest to him die. A kind preacher came to him, and would have said
some prayers to soften his heart in his gloom, but he replied :

it O what avails it, missionary, to come lo me, a man condemned to residence in
this foetid place, where cvery sense bestowed upon me for my delight becomes a
torment, and where every minutc of my numbered days is new mire added to the
heap under which I lie oppr sed | But, give me my first glimpse of Heaven,
through a little of its light and air ; give me pure water ; help me to be clean ;
lighten this heayy atmosphere and heavy life, in which our spirits sink, and we
become the indifferent and callous creatures you too often see us; gently and
kindly take the bodies of those who die among us, out of the small room where we
grow to be so familiar with the awful change that even 1Ts sanctity is lost to us ;
and, Teacher, then T will hear—none know better than you, how willingly—of
Him whose thoughts were so much with the poor, and who had compassion for
all human sorrow ! ”

He was at his work again, solitary and sad, when his Master came and stood
near to him dressed in black. He, also, had suffered heavily. = His young wife,
his beautiful and good young wife, was dead ; 50, t00, his only child.

¢ Master, 'tis hard to bear—I know it—but be comforted. 1 would give you
comfort, if I could.”

The Master thanked him from his heait, but, said he, ““O you labouring men !
The calamity began among you, If you had but lived more healthily and decently,

1 should not be the widowed and bereft mourner that I am this day.”

+¢ Master,” returned the other, shaking his head, ““I haye begun to understand &
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little that most calamities will come from us, as this one did, and that none will
stop at our poor doors, until we are united with that great squabbling f;mlll
yonder, to do the things that are right. 'We cannot live healthily and c%ecen(l 4
unless they who undertook to manage us provide the means, We cannot gf,
instructed unless they will teach us; we cannot be rationally amused unless th .
\_\'111 amuse us ; we cannot but have some false gods of our own u:hil,e the ::ct ﬁy
s0 many of theirs in all the public places. The evil cr,nnsequ'ences of in); 1crf'cl;
instruction, the evil consequences of pernicious neglect, the evil conse ucgce-‘ f
unnatural restraint and the denial of humanising ;15{)x"|11ent~; will 11.1 cl)m 1_5 “
:f":‘g?d roneﬂnf thc}m wi]]]smp with us, They will spread far ami wi(l‘c ® They
rays do ; they always have ] ike the pestilence :
g g R e done—just like the pestilence,
But the Master said again, ‘O you labouring men !
hc:llr of you, except in connection with some trouble ! ”
¢ Master,” he replied, ‘ I am Nobody, and little likely to be heard of (nor yet
much wanted to be heard of, perhaps), except when there is some trouble, B l) it
never begins with me, and it never can end with me, As sure as Death it i
down to me, and it goes up from me.” i  ndttl
There was so much reason in what he said, that the Bigwig family, getting wind
ﬁt;nllt,h;\l(;g il:lemﬁ ’h')rr;l!)lyt fl'ig]nel_le]d by the late (Icsolnlir;'m ?csnl\'ct-l‘ {% uui;;e \\ti&l
{ he things that were right—at all events, so far as the said things wi
associated \.\'uh the direct pre\'ctx‘xti-)n, humanly s’p::zkinl:'.hoftI;:;:?l::}rlh::%:l;::cﬁe
El:llt,;:: )ll‘iglrt}fem‘ \;.'cn‘c off, ]“-]]\‘i?h it soon began to do, they resumed 1l})<?i:' Flllﬁ;;
_amor iemselves, and did nothing, Consequently the scoun eared
again—low down as before—and spread i\’ungin'_jl\??xptt:ilrjd l:]; lJ?ﬁ;?:-gillﬁl)gcx‘?{
off vast numbers of the brawlers. But not a man Elmong them ever -"Ld'llllilt{: I if"-i(
thvi;})e:‘u:ft &eﬁre? he ever perceived, that he had anything to do with it, g
whl;)]g‘u(f’ :\1{0{)03;’.{} 31::3);'112(1 in the old, old, old way ; and this, in the main, is the
Iad he no name, you ask? Perhaps it w i natters i i
R 0000 shune, you & chilmc;i‘hapn it was Legion. It matters little what his
. .If}'ou were ever in the Belgian villages near the field of Waterloo, you will have
een, in some quiet little church, a monument erected by faithful companions i
arms to the memory of Colonel A, Major B, Captains C, D and E, I ieLEmz : ]11-!
anld G, Ensigns H, I and J, seven non-commissioned ofﬁ:-crs and (;:m‘luuulra(?'i 1
thirty rank and file, who fell in the discharge of their duty on the mcmur‘xh[ee im
The story of Nohody is the story of the rank and file of the earth. They l;ear t‘ln}j‘
share r;f the battle ; thu:v‘imve their part in the victory; they fall ; lh)cy lcave‘?r:
:1";:::3] ﬁlj’éin the nms.lq. Ihg march of the proudest of us, leads to the dusty way by
y go. O Let us think of them this year at the Christmas fire, and no
forget them when it is barnt out, i

They
I understand so

How seldom do we ever




